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PREFACE, 


These  Sermons  are  published  as  they  are  found 
in  the  Author's  MSS.  after  his  death.  It  is 
not  certain  that  they  were  intended  for  publi- 
cation. With  one  or  two  exceptions,  however, 
they  are  written  with  great  care,  and  will,  we 
are  confident,  sustain  the  high  literary  reputa- 
tion of  the  gifted  author.  We  have  not  deemed 
ourselves  at  liberty  to  make  any  alteration  in 
the  language  or  matter  of  the  Sermons.  The 
considerate  reader  will  kindly  overlook  imper- 
fections, unavoidable  in  a  posthumous  work. 

Nearly  all  the  Sermons  in  this  volume  were 
written  in  the  early  years  of  Father  FarrelPs 
priesthood.  Those  who  heard  them  preached, 
describe  the  delivery  as  marked  by  great 
unction  and  earnestness. 

The  Rev,  Joseph  Farrell  was  a  priest  of  the 
diocese  of  Kildare  and  Leighlin.  He  made  his 
ecclesiastical  studies  in  Carlow  and  Maynooth, 
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and  in  both  these  Colleges  invariably  carried 
off  the  highest  prizes  in  every  department  of 
learning.  After  his  ordination,  in  1865,  he 
became  Professor  in  Carlow  College,  where  he 
remained  till  December,  1868.  The  remainder 
of  his  life  was  spent  in  active  missionary  duty, 
chiefly  in  his  native  parish  of  Maryborough,  or 
in  Monasterevan.  His  brilliant  career  was  cut 
short  by  death,  on  March  24th,  1885,  in  the 
forty- fourth  year  of  his  age.  May  he  rest  in 
peace. 

Father  Farrell  was  also  author  of  "The 
Lectures  of  a  Certain  Professor/'  and  of  many 
pieces  in  prose  and  poetry,  published  in  the 
Irish  Ecclesiastical  Record,  and  in  the 
Irish  Monthly. 

The  Speeches  at  the  end  of  the  volume  treat 
of  quasi-religious  subjects,  and  will  not,  we 
hope,  be  considered  out  of  place  in  such  a 
publication  as  this. 
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SERMONS. 


THE    BLESSED    VIRGIN    MARY. 

Feast  of  Assumption. — Gospel :  Luke,  x.  38-42. 

In  the  system  of  Christianity,  in  the  story  of  the 
Church,  in  the  hearts  of  the  faithful,  in  the  glory  of 
u  en,  the  Virgin  Mother  for  ever  has  her  place 
beside  her  Divine  Son,  and  the  name  of  Mary  lives 
upon  the  lips  of  those  who  call  upon  the  name  of 
Jesus.  Mother  and'  Son — bound  together  by  the 
tenderest  ties  that  can  unite  two  human  hearts — 
who  would  dare  to  separate  them  ?  And  if  any 
^iave  striven  so  to  separate  them,  if  any  have  dis- 
nonoured  the  Virgin  Mother  while  pretending  to 
invoke  her  Divine  Son,  let  hearts  like  yours,  that 
love  them  both,  protest  against  the  sacrilege,  as 
an  outrage  as  well  against  the  holiest  feelings  of 
human  nature  as  against  the  infallible  teaching  of 
the  Church  of  God.  When  in  the  fulness  of  time 
God  visited  his  people,  He  came  to  them  in  the 
womb  of  Mary.  He  was  carried  an  infant  in  her 
arms,  grew  into  youth  and  into  manhood  under  the 
fostering  influence  of  her  motherhood.  As  a  public 
teacher  and  as  a  worker  of  miracles,  though  His 
life-  seemed  to  separate  from  hers,  Mary  had  in 
Him  ever  the  largest  part.  None  ever  knew,  none 
ever  can  know,  as  she  knew,  the  inmost  history  of 
that  sacred  heart — for  others,  at  best,  were  but  His 

2 


2  SERMONS. 

friends.  Mary,  only,  was  His  Mother.  And  as  it 
was  in  life,  so  also  was  it  in  death.  She  shared  the 
bitterness  of  His  Passion,  and  had  her  part  in  the 
bitterness  of  the  last  great  agony ;  and  when  her 
Son's  heart  burst  upon  Calvary,  the  sword  that 
had  hung  over  her  life  from  the  day  of  Simeon's 
prophecy  went  keen  and  sharp  through  hers.  She 
saw  Him  lying  dead — her  tears  fell  thick  and  fast 
upon  his  dead,  white  face,  and  were  paid  back  by 
the  latest  look  of  love,  when  the  clouds  of  Olivet 
bore  Him  into  heaven.  In  prophecy  and  in  fulfil- 
ment her  place  has  always  been  beside  our  Divine 
Lord.  Down  through  all  the  centuries  the  vision 
dawns,  and  grows,  and  brightens,  of  the  Woman 
and  her  Son.  That  vision  dawned — the  silver 
fining  to  the  cloud  which  man's  first  sin  had  flung 
like  a  pall  of  death  upon  the  fresh  beauty  of  the 
newly-made  world.  The  voice  of  God  sent  thrilling 
through  the  sad  music  of  humanity  the  one  glad 
note  of  hope — "  One  shall  be  born  of  the  Woman 
who  shall  crush  thy  head."  The  vision  grew  into 
clearer  form,  into  brighter  beauty,  when  the  veil 
that  lies  upon  all  things  to  come  was  lifted  by  the 
hand  of  God  before  the  gaze  of  His  great  prophet; 
and  Isaiah,  from  the  mountain  tops  of  vision, 
shouted  down  to  the  desolate  world  his  exultant 
message — "  A  virgin  shall  conceive,  and  she  shall 
bear  a  son."  The  vision  brightened  into  the  perfect 
beauty  that  shall  never  fade,  when  from  the  lips  of 
her  who  was  il  full  of  grace  "  came  forth  the  humble 
words — "  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord ;  be  it 
done  to  me  according  to  Thy  word."  Then  "  the 
Word  was  made  flesh,  and  dwelt  amongst  us," 
blending  together  in  a  union  that  neither  time  shall 
weaken  nor  eternity  have  power  to  break,  the  music 
of  the  two  sweet  names  of  Jesus  and  of  Mary — bind- 
ing these  two  together  by  so  unseverable  a  tie,  that 
from  that  hour  to  this  no  one  can  hope  to  know 
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and  honour  Jesus  without  at  the  same  time  knowing 
and  honouring  Mary  His  mother.  And  this,  when 
all  is  said,  is,  for  the  followers  of  Jesus,  the  one 
sufficient  reason  for  devotion  to  Mary,  that  it  is 
from  her,  from  her  Sacred  Heart,  we  best  can  know 
what  it  behoves  us  above  all  other  things  to  learn — 
the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  Out  of  the  thirty-three 
years  that  our  Blessed  Lord  spent  on  earth,  the 
Evangelists  have  entered  into  anything  like  detail 
only  with  regard  to  three.  These  three  were  the 
years  of  public  ministry — years  full  of  wonder,  full 
of  teaching,  and,  above  all  things,  full  of  example, 
especially  for  those  whose  call  it  is  to  minister  to 
the  public  necessities  of  mankind.  But  if  we  only 
consider  it,  it  is  precisely  in  the  quiet  years  that 
glided  by  in  the  obscurity  of  Nazareth,  that  the 
great  majority  of  men  should  seek  a  lesson.  In  its 
lowliness,  in  its  obscurity,  in  its  poverty,  it  was  like 
what  the  vast  multitude  of  human  homes  must 
always  be.  The  people  in  every  country  and  in 
every  time  lead  lives  just  like  your  own — quiet, 
uneventful  lives,  brightened  by  ordinary  joys  that 
even  in  this  sad  world  are  the  natural  birthright  of 
hearts  that  know  the  meaning  of  friendship  and  of 
affection — lives  chequered  by  the  ordinary  sorrows 
that  cluster  round  every  home;  and  it  is  not  so 
much  in  the  duties  of  public  office,  as  in  the  kindly 
charities  and  the  unobtrusive  virtues  that  flourish 
best  at  home,  that  the  vast  majority  of  men  need 
special  lessons.  And,  oh !  how  well,  how  eloquently, 
with  what  sublime  simplicity  such  a  lesson  would 
be  given,  could  we  but  lift  the  veil,  which  the  silence 
of  four  evangelists,  has  flung  upon  the  homely  life 
of  Nazareth.  We  can  only  dream,  and  picture, 
and  faintly  imagine  the  awful  simplicity  of  life 
within  that  holy  house.  Angels  have  not  dared  to 
whisper — never  can  it  be  written  in  human  words — - 
the  pens  of  evangelists  have  failed  before  the  task 
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of  telling  in  detail  how  Jesus  grew  in  wisdom  and 
in  age,  and  in  grace  with  God  and  men.  And  yet, 
my  brethren,  it  has  been  written,  and  written  for 
our  instruction,  in  the  only  volume  that  was  worthy 
of  such  a  record :  it  was  written  upon  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary.  "  His  mother,"  says  the  Evangelist, 
when  he  was  about  to  leave  unwritten  the  story  of 
the  life  at  Nazareth,  "  His  mother/'  he  adds,  as  if 
to  show  where  the  deficiency  might  be  supplied, 
**  His  mother  kept  all  these  words  in  her  heart." 

Do  yoiMhink  now  that  anyone  who  wishes  to 
Tcnow  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  can  afford  to 
dispense  with  a  careful  and  loving  study  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Mary  ? 

It  is  precisely  on  this  account,  that  the  Church  is 
solicitous  to  follow  in  detail  the  life  of  Mary,  just 
as  she  follows  in  detail  the  life  of  Jesus— mapping 
out  the  mysteries  of  her  life,  and  her  virtues,  and 
her  privileges — instituting  festivals  for  each,  that 
the  people  may  never  cease,  the  whole  year  round, 
hearing  about  the  mother  they  so  deeply  love. 
And  there  is  no  festival  connected  with  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  so  full  of  perfect  joy  as  the  festival  we  are 
celebrating  to-day.  We  have  seen,  while  celebrat- 
ing her  other  festivals,  what,  during  her  life  was  that 
"better  part"  which  Mary  chose.  We  have  seen  that 
it  was  a  part  which  the  world  would  despise,  because 
it  was  a  part  most  opposed  to  what  the  world  itself 
is  seeking.  The  world  counts  that  life  happy 
which  has  in  it  these  three  things — Notoriety, 
Wealth,  Comfort.  To  be  spoken  of  by  men — to 
live  upon  men's  lips,  and  then  to  have  riches,  and 
the  influence  that  riches  give — and  finally  to 
use  our  fame  and  wealth  so  wisely  as  to  secure  all 
earthly  peace,  to  let  nothing  disturb  the  even  tenor 
of  a  life  of  comfort  or  even  of  luxury — this  is  the 
part  that  the  world  prizes,  and  which  the  world 
would  choose  if  it  only  had  a  choice — nay,  and 
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when  I  speak  of  the  world,  perhaps  there  are  some 
even  among  yourselves  who  think,  sometimes,  at 
any  rate,  that  in  such  choice,  &nd  in  such  seeking, 
the  world  is  wise.  Some  of  you  may  have  felt  the 
keen  desire  to  be  well  spoken  of  in  your  own 
circle — felt  that  appetite  for  wealth  that  grows  with 
the  amassing  of  it — felt  that  it  were  well  to  surround 
your  life  with  every  comfort  your  hands  can  snatch 
from  precarious  circumstance.  Have  you  ever  had 
any  thoughts  like  these  ?  Well,  if  you  have  had, 
it  is  well  you  should  remember  to-day,  and  lay  it 
well  to  heart,  that  the  better  part  which  Mary 
chose,  and  the  choosing  of  which  placed  her  upon 
her  throne  as  Queen  of  Heaven,  was  a  part  not  only 
different  from  this,  but  diametrically  opposite  to 
this.  Mary's  life  from  beginning  to  end — what 
W-is  it  ?  Well,  it  was  a  life  of  obscurity.  Her 
youth  was  buried  in  the  silence  of  the  temple.  No 
one  noticed  her  but  God  ;  her  name  never  passed 
the  threshold  of  the  temple  gate.  Then  she  passed 
to  even  greater  obscurity — the  obscurity  of  a 
poverty-stricken  home.  Even  in  the  Gospel,  she  is 
never  mentioned,  except  upon  the  strictest  necessity. 
The  Evangelists — who  knew  about  her  so  much 
that  men  now  would  give  half  their  other  knowledge 
to  know — the  Evangelists  respected  her  love  of 
obscurity,  and  keep  her  very  name,  as  much  as 
possible,  out  of  the  public  record  of  the  life  of  Jesus. 
We  catch  just  a  glimpse  of  her  here  and  there,  and 
she  shrinks  back  into  the  obscurity  in  which  her 
heart  delighted.  Then,  again,  her  part  was  a  part 
of  poverty — such  poverty  as  is  known  in  the  homes 
of  the  toiling  poor,  poverty  that  never  lifts  its  hand, 
that  never  relaxes  its  pressure,  that  leaves  its  mark 
on  the  toil-hardened  hands,  and  on  the  face  grown 
old  before  its  time :  this  poverty  Mary  knew  and 
loved — nay,  not  Mary  only,  but  Jesus.  He  earned 
His   bread  by  the  labour  of  His  hands,  making 
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yokes  for  oxen,  and  rude  implements  of  rustic  toil. 
Mary  was  poor  to  the  very  end  :  after  Calvary  she 
had  not,  what  even  the  poorest  cling  to — a  home  of 
her  own.  She  lived  in  the  house  of  that  favoured 
disciple  to  whom  Christ  in  his  agony  said,  "  Son, 
behold  thy  mother.'*  And,  finally,  Mary's  part  was 
a  part  of  mortification.  What  comfort  was  ever  in 
her  life  ?  Even  those  quiet  years  when  she  had 
Jesus  to  herself  in  Nazareth — even  then  her  comfort 
was  broken  by  the  prophetic  knowledge  of  the 
awful  agony  that  was  to  end  His  life.  Could  she 
ever  have  kissed  the  forehead  of  her  Child  without 
thinking  of  the  crown  of  thorns  ?  When  the  hands 
were  busy  at  their  daily  work  she  saw  in  them  the 
bleeding  print  of  the  rough  nail.  Over  all  the  life 
that  in  its  simplicity,  in  its  holiness,  in  its  security, 
might  have  been  so  happy — over  all  that  life  there 
fell  for  Mary,  the  shadow  of  the  cross.  And  then 
Jesus  left  her,  and  her  heart  began  to  be  broken. 
She  had  parted  with  Him,  had  given  Him  up  to  the 
vengeance  of  sin.  He  was  never  to  be  hers  again, 
until  for  a  brief  space  He  would  lie  dead  upon  her 
knees.  Comfort!  Who  would  dare  to  speak  of 
comfort  to  a  mother  so  afflicted.  This,  my  brethren, 
was  the  part  that  Mary  chose.  And  it  is  well  that 
you  should  remember — even  though  you  remem- 
bered nothing  els<s  of  the  day's  sermon — that  it  is 
an  inviolable  rule  of  the  Gospel  by  which  you  hope 
for  life,  that  mortification  and  suffering,  and  patient 
bearing  of  the  evils  that  come  to  every  life,  that 
tfiese  are  the  way,  and  the  only  way  to  Heaven. 
Whom  God  wants  to  save,  to  that  soul  He  sends 
suffering.  Do  you  want  a  proof?  Whom  of  all 
others  did  God  love  best  ?  Of  course  you  answer, 
His  Son,  Jesus.  And  yet,  Jesus  will  be  known  to 
the  end  of  time  as  the  "  Man  of  Sorrows."  And 
whom,  next  to  Jesus,  did  God  love  best  ?  Again 
you  answer,  Mary.  His  mother — that  mother  whom 
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you  have  seen  and  known  to  be  so  afflicted — that 
mother  whose  heart  was  pierced  by  a  sword  of 
sevenfold  sorrow.  This  is  the  law — absolute,  in- 
violable— admitting  no  exception,  "If  anyone  wishes 
to  come  after  Me,  let  him  deny  himself,  take  up  his 
cross  daily,  and  follow  Me." 

And  now,  having  seen  one  side,  the  earthly  side, 
of  the  better  part  which  Mary  chose,  let  us  turn  to 
the  other  side — the  side  upon  which  falls  the  glory 
and  the  light  of  heaven. 

This  is  the  feast  of  that  heavenly  side  of  Mary's 
blessed  choice.  To-day  we  see  her  no  longer  on 
earth,  but  on  her  throne  in  heaven.  To-day  there 
are  no  tears  upon  her  face,  no  anguish  on  her 
brow  ;  death  has  come  and  given  peace  ;  the  eyes 
have  closed  to  all  earthly  sorrow,  and  opened  to 
the  Divine  Vision  into  whose  Holy  Presence  no 
sorrow  can  ever  come. 

She  dies.  She  is  judged.  Oh,  blessed  judgment ! 
Her  pure  soul  is  reunited  to  her  immaculate  body. 
The  tide  of  life  flows  back  upon  its  deserted  shore. 
Mary  lives  again,  and  lives  for  ever.  Borne  by 
hosts  of  angels,  but  borne  far  more  surely  by  her 
burning  eagerness,  Mary  ascends  to  heaven.  Lift 
up  your  gates,  ye  princes  of  heaven,  lift  up  your 
gates,  your  Queen  has  come.  Even  the  sweet- 
voiced  cherubim  were  mute,  even  the  keen-eyed 
seraphim  veiled  their  eyes  before  the  meeting  in 
heaven,  of  the  Mother  and  her  Son.  Above  angel 
and  archangel,  above  powers  and  principalities, 
above  cherubim  and  seraphim,  above  the  seven 
awful  spirits  who  minister  at  the  very  throne  of 
God,  Mary  is  lifted  to  her  place.  Her  throne  is 
next  the  throne  of  Jesus  :  upon  her  brow  He  places 
a  crown,  and  by  the  acclamation  of  heaven  she  is 
proclaimed  for  ever  Queen  of  Angels,  Queen  of 
Saints,  Queen  and  Mother  of  Men. 

And  now,  my  brethren,  having  witnessed  thi* 
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great  pageant  of  heaven,  it  is  well  we  should  re- 
member that  it  is  meant  to  be  no  mere  empty 
spectacle  to  amuse  the  fancy  or  to  gratify  the  eye — 
it  is  meant  to  have  its  place  amongst  the  chief  in- 
struments of  our  destiny,  amongst  the  means  of 
salvation.  Mary  is  seated  on  her  throne  that  she 
may  be,  to  the  end  of  time,  the  object  of  Catholic 
devotion ;  and  every  Catholic  knows  how  large  a 
part  of  the  religion  he  professes  is  made  up  of  de- 
votion to  the  Mother  of  God.  I  think  it  well, 
therefore,  before  I  end,  to  renew  within  you  the 
knowledge  which  you  doubtless  have,  of  the  nature 
of  that  devotion,  and  expound  for  you,  in  brief  but 
sufficient  words,  how  eminently  reasonable  is  the 
devotion  which  we  Catholics  are  proud  to  pay  to 
Mary  our  Mother. 

The  devotion  of  the  Church  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
may  be  said  to  consist  of  two  parts.  First,  we 
honour  Mary,  and  secondly,  we  have  recourse  to 
her  intercession.  Hence,  in  order  to  prove  the 
reasonableness  of  this  devotion  it  is  only  necessary 
to  prove — first,  that  Mary  is  worthy  of  honour,  and 
secondly,  that  she  has  the  power  and  the  inclina- 
tion to  help  us.  Is  Mary  worthy  of  honour  ?  Well, 
if  anyone  ever  asks  you  the  question  let  your  answer 
be — Surely  Mary  is  worthy  of  all  the  honour  given 
her  by  God  Himself.  He  is  the  infallible  Judge  of 
all  worthiness ;  and  there  is  no  honour  which  men 
can  pay  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  equal  to  the 
honour  which  God  bestowed  upon  her,  when  He 
elevated  her  to  the  dignity  of  being  mother  to  His 
Son.  Mary  is  Mother  of  God.  What  honour — 
provided  it  be  less  than  the  honour  due  to  God 
alone — can  be  too  great  to  lavish  upon  her  whom, 
out  of  all  creatures  actual  and  possible,  Jesus 
selected  as  His  mother.  But,  in  the  second  place, 
from  this  motherhood  comes  not  only  dignity  but 
power.     Throned  Queen  of  Heaven,  seated  at  the 
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right  hand  of  her  Son  and  her  God,  what  shall 
Mary  ask  and  not  obtain  ?  What  prayer  of  hers 
can  fall  unheeded  upon  the  ear  of  Jesus  ?  What 
prayerful  look  shall  fail  to  touch  that  Sacred  Heart 
that  first  was  formed  of  her  purest  blood.  But  if 
Mary  be  worthy  of  honour — if  from  her  dignity  as 
Mother  of  God  comes  her  power  to  hear  us  and  to 
help — it  only  remains  to  ask  if,  being  ablet  Mary 
is  also  willing  to  assist  us  ?  Behold  the  answer. 
Mary  is  our  mother !  Even  in  our  fallen  nature, 
branded  as  it  is  with  the  degradation  which  sin  has 
brought  upon  it,  there  are  still  some  feelings  which 
seem  beyond  the  reach  of  corruption,  and  chief  of 
these  is  mother's  love.  It  is  unselfish  and  ever- 
lasting, patient  and  ineffaceable ;  it  never  tires, 
never  gives  up  ;  time  cannot  weaken  it;  ingratitude 
itself  cannot  kill  it.  Even  in  this  cold  world  the 
mother  will  not  forget  the  son  whom  she  has  borne. 
Unlovely  he  may  be  to  others,  but  they  do  not  see 
him  with  a  mother's  eye.  He  may  have  drifted  far 
from  the  innocence  of  childhood,  he  may  be  stained 
with  many  a  crime,  his  hand  may  be  against  the 
world,  and  the  world's  hand  against  him,  but  still, 
while  his  mother  lives,  he  holds  one  fast,  one  firm 
friend.  The  world  may  frown  on  him,  but  her  eyes 
light  up  with  welcome  when  he  comes.  The  heart 
that  cherished  him  in  his  days  of  innocence,  wh&n 
he  was  a  child,  cannot  forget  him  even  in  his  days 
of  crime,  when  he  is  grown  into  a  sin-stained  man. 
Sorrowing,  but  with  a  patience  like  the  patience 
of  heaven,  her  head,  her  house,  her  heart,  are  open 
to  the  world-worn  prodigal.  He  may  have  placed 
the  early  wrinkle  on  her  brow,  and  sown  the  silver 
streak  upon  her  hair ;  he  may  have  planted  thorns 
in  her  pillow,  and  made  her  heart  ache  with  very 
anguish  for  his  follies  and  his  crimes,  still  she  re- 
members only  that  she  is  his  mother.  When  all 
her  schemes  have  failed,  when  his  sins — as  sins 
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always  do — have  found  him  out  and  dragged  him 
down,  when  the  hand  of  sorrow  has  bowed  him  to 
the  dust,  his  mother's  hand  is  there  to  soothe,  his 
mother's  heart  is  there  to  sympathize,  his  mother's 
love  is  there  to  pour  balm  into  the  wounds  that  sin 
and  sorrow  have  inflicted  on  his  soul.  And  Mary 
is  your  mother.  You  have  it  on  the  word  of  the 
dying  Saviour — "  Behold  thy  mother."  And  what 
a  mother !  Earthly  mother  may  forget  her  son,  and 
remember  no  more  the  child  whom  she  has  borne, 
but  Mary  can  no  more  forget  her  children  than  she 
can  forget  Him  Who  committed  them  to  her  tender 
motherhood. 


ST.  PATRICK. 

"  The  just  shall  be  in  everlasting  remembrance." — Ps.  cxi.  7. 

There  is  an  instinct  in  the  human  heart,  that 
prompts  us,  not  willingly  to  let  perish  the  memory 
of  illustrious  names.  We  cling  with  all  the  tenacity 
of  heartfelt  gratitude  to  the  names  of  the  world's 
greatest,  and  they  live  upon  the  lips  of  men  long 
after  their  labours  are  over,  and  their  hearts  gone 
silent.  Even  the  cold  world  strives  hard  to  keep 
the  memory  of  its  greatest.  It  inscribes  upon  its 
pillars  the  names  of  its  heroes,  its  statesmen,  its 
philosophers,  its  poets,  and  commits  them  to  the 
care  and  keeping  of  the  future.  But  how  often  is 
the  grateful  effort  vain  !  "  The  fashion  of  the  world 
passeth  away/'  the  tide  of  time  rolling  through  the 
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centuries  blots  out  full  many  a  name,  and  the  rust 
of  ages  eats  in  through  the  golden  letters  in  which 
many  a  noble  story  had  been  written. 

Even  of  the  few  on  whom  the  world  has  kept  a 
hold,  it  may  be  said  that  the  memory  of  them  is 
only  a  shadow  of  a  name  that  once  was  great.  In 
this  matter,  as  in  so  many  others,  it  is  only  when 
the  instinct  passes  under  the  influence  of  religion 
that  we  can  discern  the  depth  and  beauty  of  the 
meaning  that  is  in  it — can  discover  why  it  was  im- 
planted in  the  soul,  and  where,  and  where  alone, 
it  can  be  satisfied.  Only  the  saint  of  God  can  leave 
a  memory  that  makes  his  name  something  far  more 
than  a  memory — a  living  and  abiding  power.  It  is 
only  when  a  man's  life  has  been  taken  possession 
of  by  the  Church  of  God — it  is  only  when  its  pur* 
poses  have  been  identified  with  hers,  and  its  history 
has  become  a  portion  of  her  imperishable  works — 
it  is  only  then,  that  death  has  no  power  to  arrest  its 
influence.  Only  when  a  name  has  been  written 
above  an  imperishable  altar  may  that  name  itself 
be  said  to  be  imperishable.  And  this  is  so  true, 
that  the  philosophy  of  human  fame,  so  alluring  to 
the  heart  of  man,  is  fundamentally  contained  in  the 
saying  of  the  Psalmist — In  memoria  ceterna  erit 
Justus \  "  the  just  man,  the  saint,  and  only  he,  shall 
be  in  eternal  memory." 

And  if  this  be  true  of  all  the  saints  of  God,  even 
of  those  who  seem  to  sit  apart,  wrapped  round  in 
the  lonely  majesty  of  their  austere  saintliness,  how 
much  truer  does  it  not  seem  of  those  who  were,  ii[ 
a  notable  manner,  associated  with  the  great  work 
of  human  redemption — those  who  have  planted  the 
faith  and  founded  Churches,  whose  work  never  dies 
and  never  ceases,  the  sheaves  of  whose  successive 
harvests  are  being  ever  gathered  into  the  granaries 
of  heaven  ? 

And  it  is  the  memory  of  an  Apostle  we  celebrate 
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to-day,  the  memory  of  him  who,  when  our  fathers 
were  weeping  without  the  porch,  when  they  sat 
through  the  weary  years  in  darkness  and  in  the 
shadow  of  death,  brought  them  the  glad  tidings  of 
release,  who  led  them  out  of  the  house  of  bondage, 
and  became  the  instrument  of  God  in  conferring  on 
them  the  inestimable  gift  of  faith. 

If  then  we  wish,  as  who  would  not  wish,  to  esti- 
mate his  merits,  if  we  wish  to  recognise  and  to 
acknowledge  the  measure  of  our  obligations  to  our 
national  Apostle,  St.  Patrick,  we  must  strive  to 
bring  home  to  ourselves,  the  value  and  the  import- 
ance of  the  services  he  rendered,  the  use  and  the 
necessity  of  that  sacred  faith  which,  by  sweat  of 
brain  and  brow,  he  planted  in  our  country.  Let 
us,  to  this  purpose,  ask  ourselves — what  would 
be  taken  from  our  lives  if  faith  did  not  enlighten 
them  ? 

With  faith  would  go  the  foundation  of  hope  and 
the  motive  of  charity.  Man  would  find  himself 
here,  not  knowing  whence  or  why  he  came,  or 
whither  the  fleeting  years  were  bearing  him  away. 
In  the  midst  of  such  a  darkness  he  would  find 
within  himself  the  aspirings  of  a  rational  soul 
clashing  with  the  instincts  of  the  beast,  and  he 
would  discern  in  his  inmost  being  the  elements  of 
a  strife  which  could  have  for  him  no  meaning. 
Reason  would  find  the  limit  of  its  sway — would 
guess  that  there  was  in  the  outer  darkness  a  some- 
thing that  baffled  all  its  power,  and  the  guess  would 
be  a  new  trouble.  Conscience  would  claim  a 
mastery  over  action,  but  would  be  able  to  produce 
no  warrant  of  its  claim,  save  that  it  would  seem  to 
speak  as  having  power.  The  human  intellect 
would  be  keen  enough  to  discover  that  there  was 
presented  to  it  a  problem,  which  yet  it  was  not 
keen  enough  to  solve.  Life  would  be  a  mystery, 
death -a  horror;    the  world   would    be   one   vast 
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prison-house ;  and  the  human  heart,  filled  with 
desires  to  which  it  could  give  no  voice,  would  dash 
itself  in  vain  against  the  bars.  But  with  faith  there 
comes,  oh,  what  a  change  I  When  man,  hearing 
amid  the  darkness  His  voice  Who  said  in  the 
beginning,  "  Let  light  be,"  when  man  first  says, 
"  I  believe,"  the  darkness  clears  from  him,  the 
mists  are  rolled  away,  and  there  succeeds  a  light 
that  heralds  a  creature,  not  less  wonderful,  but 
more,  than  that  which  sprang  into  existence  when 
the  voice  of  God  first  broke  the  silence  of  eternity. 

And  now,  if  faith  be  so  great  a  thing  as  this, 
what  honour  does  he  not  deserve  at  our  hands  who 
brought  it  to  our  fathers  with  God's  blessing,  and 
the  high  commission  of  the  successor  of  Peter  ? 
Should  not  his  sainted  name  be  ever  on  our  lips, 
and  make  sweetest  music  on  our  Irish  ears — should 
not  his  memory  be  cherished  in  our  heart  of  hearts, 
and  his  virtues  be  made  the  standard  and  the  model 
of  our  lives  ? 

With  the  pathetic  story  of  that  saintly  life  you 
are  all  familiar,  but  not  the  less  does  it  delight 
us  on  a  day  like  this,  to  recall  the  leading  features 
of  the  well-known  story. 

St.  Patrick  was  born  in  Gaul,  towards  the  close 
of  the  fourth  century.  Tenderly  nurtured,  his  early 
life  passed  by  without  any  indication  of  the  high 
purpose  for  which  God  had  destined  him  in  His 
Church.  But  soon  there  came  to  him  a  change, 
and  an  event  occurred  which,  judged  merely  by  the 
world's  standards,  bade  fair  to  mar  the  use  and 
blight  the  prdmise  of  his  dawning  life.  Not  amid 
the  quiet  comforts  of  a  home,  was  Ireland's  Apostle 
to  be  trained.  Such  life  might  be  a  preparation 
for  the  world's  ordinary  work,  but  it  would  seem 
that  a  rougher  school  was  necessary  for  one  whose 
high  vocation  it  was,  to  win  another  kingdom  to 
the  Church  of  Christ.     And  so,  in  his  sixteenth 


14  SERMONS. 

year,  Patrick  was  captured  by  pirates,  and  made 
his  first  entry  into  Ireland,  not  as  an  Apostle,  but 
as  a  slave.  And  here,  in  an  alien  land,  a  stranger 
like  Daniel  of  old,  he  saw  what  the  Druid  sages 
saw  not ;  and  prepared  himself  unconsciously  for 
the  high  vocation  whose  first  beginnings,  awakened 
by  the  sights  of  paganism  around  him,  were  stirring 
in  his  soul.  Out  upon  the  lonely  hillside  his  soul 
communed  with  God,  and  learned  the  mysterious 
secret  by  which  the  weak  things  oi  this  world  con- 
found the  strong — the  secret  of  prayer,  by  which 
the  weak  whisper  of  a  creature's  heart  can  move 
the  arm  of  almighty  power.  When  he  had  been 
six  months  in  captivity,  acting  under  the  inspira- 
tion of  God,  he  betook  himself  to  the  sea-coast,  and 
made  his  way  back  to  his  own  country.  But,  did 
he  strive  amid  the  comforts  of  a  recovered  home,  to 
lose  the  memory  of  his  place  of  exile  ?  Did  the 
voices  of  earth  murmur  around  him  so  loudly  as  to 
stifle  his  solicitude  for  the  people  whose  pagan 
blindness  he  had  deplored  ?  Not  so.  The  graces 
of  Apostleship  were  pouring  on  his  soul,  and  in 
his  musings  by  day,  and  in  the  lonely  visions  of 
the  night,  his  heart  was  with  his  captors,  and  he 
saw  the  unborn  children  of  the  Irish,  stretching  out 
their  hands  to  him  for  deliverance.  And  so,  having 
been  ordained  and  consecrated  bishop,  with  the 
call  of  the  most  high  within  his  heart,  and  the 
blessing  of  Peter's  successor  upon  his  mission,  he 
came  again  to  Ireland. 

He  came  again,  and  he  came  to  conquer.  The 
Gospel  which  he  announced  found  ready  welcome 
in  the  Irish  heart,  and  in  an  incredibly  short  space 
of  time  another  kingdom  was  added  to  the  Church 
of  Christ.  Saints  sprang  up  around  him,  and  there 
was  a  halo  of  sanctity  over  all  the  land.  It  was 
like  springtide  after  dreary  winter,  and  the  land 
was  changed.     The  frozen  streams  began  to  flow 
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in  gladness,  the  tree  that  had  been  barren  to  put 
forth  its  buds,  rich  with  the  promise  of  a  golden 
summer  aud  a  teeming  harvest.  And  well  was 
the  promise  redeemed.  When  Patrick,  after  fifty 
years  of  apostolic  toil,  laid  him  down  to  rest,  his 
deathbed  was  circled  round  by  Irish  saints.  He 
could  see  on  every  side,  men  who  would  be  pillars 
of  the  rising  Church,  and  whose  promise  well  might 
prompt  a  joyful  "nunc  dimittis"  When  his  dying 
eye,  lit  with  the  light  of  vision,  looked  onward 
through  the  centuries  to  come,  his  heart  must  have 
beat  high  with  joy,  and  his  eyes  been  dimmed  with 
a  haze  of  happy  tears,  when  he  saw  the  Church  that 
he  had  founded,  about  to  be  a  light  to  the  nations, 
and  the  fruitful  mother  of  a  host  of  saints. 

Since  Patrick  died  thirteen  centuries  have  gone, 
and  many  a  change  has  passed  upon  the  land  he 
loved.  Language,  laws,  customs — even  the  physical 
features  of  the  country  that  are  slow  to  change — 
have  changed  since  then.  But  one  thing  has  not 
changed.  The  Church  of  the  nineteenth  century  is 
identical  with  the  Church  of  the  fifth  ;  and  looking 
back  through  all  the  changing  years  that  have 
come  and  gone,  we  miss  no  link  in  the  golden 
chain  that  binds  the  days  of  Patrick  to  our  own. 
If  one  of  the  early  Irish  converts  were  permitted  to 
come  again  in  the  flesh,  if  he  were  to  walk  through 
our  cities  or  our  towns,  he  would  find  the  world 
greatly  changed.  He  would  find  old  institutions 
upturned,  and  new  and  strange  ones  built  over 
their  ruins.  He  would  find  that  the  ancient  land- 
marks had  vanished,  and  that  a  new  civilization 
had  supplanted  the  old.  But  if,  confused  by  sights 
he  did  not  understand,  and  stunned  by  sounds  that 
had  for  him  no  meaning,  he  were  to  pass  from  the 
Turmoil  of  the  streets  to  the  quiet  of  this  Church,  if 
*ie  were  to  kneel  before  that  altar,  and  look  upon 
the  image  of  Jesus  crucified  above  the  tabernacle. 
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all  the  newness  and  the  strangeness  would  be 
gone,  and  he  would  seem  to  live  again  in  the  old 
time.  He  would  recognise  the  altar  and  the 
sacrifice,  and  the  mysterious  Presence  in  the 
tabernacle  that  makes  our  temples  so  unutterably- 
sacred.  The  grand  old  liturgy  would  speak  to  him 
as  it  speaks  to  us,  and  amid  all  the  chance  and 
change,  he  would  find  a  common  ground  where  he 
and  we  might  meet  as  brethren,  and  join  our  hands 
as  children  of  the  one  great  household. 

And  we  should  thank  God  that  it  is  so.  It  has 
not  been  the  destiny  of  every  Church.  Many  a 
brilliant  volume  of  Church  history,  blazoned  with 
the  names  of  saints  and  purpled  with  the  blood  of 
martyrs,  has  closed  with  the  sad  record  of  defection 
and  decay.  The  bitter  time  came,  when  the  chil- 
dren grew  ashamed  of  their  sainted  fathers,  and 
when  an  ever-widening  gulf  came  between  their 
present  and  their  past. 

But  God  has  been  good  to  us :  we  are  the  chil- 
dren of  His  saints,  and  we  can  look  back  with 
pride  to  the  long  glories  of  the  Irish  Church,  feeling 
that  they  are,  in  some  sort,  our  very  own.  We  can 
go  back  through  her  early  history,  when  her  sanc- 
tity and  her  learning  were  a  theme  of  praise  in  a 
hundred  tongues,  when  her  sons  went  forth  to 
enlighten,  as  they  had  themselves  been  enlight- 
ened ;  and  what  Irish  heart  will  not  throb  with 
pleasure  at  the  thought  that  through  Europe,  in 
many  a  dim  cathedral,  of  which  the  massive  struc- 
ture may  well  be  taken  as  an  emblem  of  the  faith 
and  piety  that  raised  them,  the  names  of  Irish 
saints  still  live  upon  the  lips  of  worshippers,  and 
the  shrines  of  Irish  saints  are  still  the  objects  of 
veneration  ? 

And  will  our  joy  be  less  when,  passing  from  her 
days  of  triumph,  we  go  back  upon  the  story  of  her 
long  agony,  when  our  fathers  braved  death  and 
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torture  for  the  faith  they  loved  ;  when  fire  and  the 
sword,  the  gibbet  and  the  prison,  were  tried,  and 
Med  in  vain,  to  shake  their  allegiance  to  their 
God;  when  persecution  rolled  over  them,  as  the 
sea  waves  beat  upon  the  rock,  and  left  them,  like 
the  rock,  unmoved  ?  Oh,  my  brethren,  there  is  not 
a  lonely  hill-side  in  our  land  where  our  persecuted 
fathers  have  not  met  to  worship ;  not  a  mountain 
cavern  that  has  not  echoed  with  the  voices  of  their 
secret  prayer.  The  green  sward  of  our  country 
might  well  be  red  because  of  the  martyrs'  blood 
that  it  has  hidden ;  and  tread  we  where  we  will, 
our  footstep  passes  over  the  dust  of  buried  saints. 
Yes,  through  good  report  and  evil  report,  the  sons 
of  Patrick  have  clung  to  the  faith  that  Patrick 
planted;  it  has  been  their  one  consolation  amid 
many  miseries,  their  one  comfort  when  there  was 
no  comfort  else  ;  it  has  kept  the  bruised  reed  from 
breaking,  and  the  smoking  flax  from  being  utterly 
extinguished,  and  kept  unbroken  still  the  spirit 
that  surely  must  have  broken  under  any  support 
less  strong  than  abiding  faith. 

And  even  yet  Ireland  sends  forth  her  mission- 
aries to  bear  the  faith  to  distant  lands.  When  the 
Irish  emigrant  turns,  with  tear-dimmed  eye  and 
aching  heart,  from  the  homestead  of  his  sires ; 
when  he  bids  eternal  farewell  to  the  scenes  of  his 
boyhood,  and  buries  the  associations  of  his  youth 
in  a  grave  so  mournful  that  even  memory  well 
might  fear  to  visit  it  again,  still  he  carries  with  him 
the  faith  that  makes  strange  places  strangely  like 
the  home  that  he  has  lost.  They  pass  on  through 
the  far  West,  a  band  of  pilgrims,  bearing  aloft  the 
Cross ;  and  when  their  day  of  toil  is  done,  when 
they  lay  their  weary  hearts  to  rest  upon  a  foreign 
shore,  far,  far  from  the  old  churchyard  where  their 
fathers  sleep,  the  faith  that  is  in  them  whispers 
the  sweet  thought  that  there  shall  be  a  meeting 
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in  heaven,  where  there  can  be  no  parting  any 
more. 

But  in  thus  reviewing  the  triumphs  of  our  national 
Church,  we  do  so  in  no  vainglorious  spirit.  We 
recognize  in  that  brilliant  story,  not  the  workings 
of  human  prudence  or  human  power,  but  the  strong 
hand  of  a  merciful  God  ;  and  bowing  down  our 
souls  in  gratitude,  we  cry  aloud  before  his  altar — 
M  Not  to  us,  O  Lord,  not  to  us,  but  to  Thy  name 
give  glory." 

And  now,  what  lessons  are  we  to  learn  from  the 
story  of  to-day  ?  Does  it  not  remind  us  not  only 
of  the  gratitude  and  veneration  we  owe  to  our 
national  Apostle,  but  also,  and  no  less,  of  a  solemn 
duty  of  our  own?  We  have  received  Untainted 
the  deposit  of  faith ;  it  devolves  on  us  to  transmit  it 
to  the  future  untainted  still.  Let  each  of  us  receive 
with  docility  the  guidance  of  the  Church,  and  carry 
out  her  teaching  into  practice.  The  desires  of  the 
world  and  its  needs  are  ever  changing ;  now  one 
thing  is  to  be  sought  for,  now  another,  but  the 
voice  of  the  Church  rings  through  the  world  laden 
ever  with  the  one  unchanging  message,  "  But  one 
thing  is  necessary."  You  may  follow  which  voice 
you  will,  you  may  set  yourselves  to  work  for  the 
ends  of  the  world,  or  for  the  ends  of  the  Church, 
but  the  difference  is  this— if  you  work  for  this  world, 
for  this  age  or  for  that,  the  age  will  pass  away, 
and  your  work  with  it,  and  your  soul  will  be  in  a 
strange  land  in  bitter  need.  But  the  Church 
remains  always,  her  ends  are  eternal,  and  he  who 
has  wrought  under  her  influence  has  done  a  work 
the  result  of  which  can  never  perish.  And  sub- 
mitting during  life  to  that  sacred  influence  of  the 
Church — even  at  the  end  she  will  not  desert  you. 
When  the  fight  is  over,  when  the  battle-march  is 
done,  when  death  gives  signal  to  strike  the  tents 
of  life,  when  light  of  earth  is  growing  very  dim 


THE  BLESSED  EUCHARIST.  1$ 

around  the  parting  soul,  when  the  throbbing  heart 
is  going  silent  fast  and  forever — even  then  the  in- 
fluence of  the  Church  will  be  there,  compassing  the 
deathbed,  gilding  all  the  clouds  that  hang  about 
life's  sunset,  hushing  human  sorrow,  soothing 
human  grief,  chasing  the  dread  shadows  with  a 
light  that  pierces  beyond  earth's  limits,  and  mingles 
there  with  a  brighter  radiance  than  human  heart 
has  ever  dreamed.  And  so,  passing  from  the 
darkness  of  this  vale  of  tears  to  the  brightness  of 
the  promised  land,  Patrick  will  receive  us  as  the 
latest  fruits  of  his  glorious  mission,  and  we,  too, 
dying  the  death  of  the  saints  of  God,  shell  be,  like 
them,  "  in  eternal  memory/' 

Amen. 
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"  Come  to  Me,  all  you  that  labour  and  are  heavy  burthened,  and  I  will 
refresh  you." — Matt.  ii.  28. 

GOD,  my  brethren,  has  employed  two  men  to  sing 
for  every  age,  and  with  a  voice  that  finds  an  echo 
in  every  human  heart,  the  psalm  of  human  misery. 
Job,  the  most  afflicted  of  the  sons  of  men,  and 
Solomon,  lifted  above  them  all  by  the  greatness  of 
his  prosperity,  both  have  touched,  and  with  in- 
spired hands,  the  mystery  of  human  sorrow.  This 
is,  as  it  were,  the  key  of  all  the  history  of  God's 
dealings  with  His  creature  man,  the  foundation- 
stone  of  all  Revelation,  both  pre-Christian  and 
Christian,  that  the  state  of  man,  being  a  state  of 
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fall  from  some  original  high  degree  of  privilege 
and  perfection,  is,  consequently,  a  state  of  which 
misery  and  sorrow  are  the  inevitable  conditions. 
The  whole  teaching  of  history — of  profane  history 
quite  as  much  as  of  sacred — goes  to  prove  that,  in 
the  words  of  Job,  "  Man  is  filled  with  many  mise- 
ries/' and  in  the  words  of  Solomon,  that  "  all  is 
vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit."  Hence  it  is  not 
wonderful  that  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  who  came 
as  the  representative  before  His  eternal  Father  of 
the  human  race,  should  have  been  known  to  the 
prophets,  who  saw  Him  from  afar,  as  He  who  was 
to  be  emphatically  "  the  man  of  sorrows ;"  and  not 
wonderful  that,  when  He  did  come,  He  came  poor 
and  mean  and  abject,  attracting  to  Himself,  as  if 
by  the  intense  sympathy  for  humanity  that  filled 
His  Sacred  Heart,  every  sorrow  that  could  crown, 
as  with  a  crown  of  thorns,  a  human  life.  See  if  it 
were  not  so.  For,  mark  you  this,  He  might  have 
appeared  on  earth  a  full-grown  man  ;  but  no — by 
doing  so  He  would  have  spared  Himself  a  pang 
that  was  the  keenest  of  the  tortures  of  His  Pas- 
sion, for  then  His  dying  eyes  would  have  seen  no 
mother's  heart  pierced  through  and  through  by  a 
sword  of  sorrow.  He  might  have  lived  alone, 
gathering  around  Him  no  band  of  disciples  to 
share  His  deepest  thoughts,  and  know  Him  as 
friends  and  brothers  know  a  brother  and  a  friend ; 
but  then  Judas  could  never  have  betrayed  Him, 
the  taint  of  a  traitor's  kiss  could  never  have  been 
laid  upon  His  sacred  lips,  the  bitter  memory  of  a 
traitor's  malice  would  have  been  wanting  to  the 
chalice  of  His  agony.  He  was  emphatically  the 
Man  of  sorrows,  and  He  sought  for  sorrows. 

Our  Lord  did  not  by  His  coming,  did  not  even 
by  His  Passion,  at  once  restore  man  to  the  original 
perfection  from  which  he  had  fallen.  Because  man 
had  fallen  He  came  to  redeem  him ;  but  not  the 
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less  because  of  Redemption  is  the  Fall  the  founda- 
tion-stone of  Christianity.  As  man's  free  will  had 
brought  about  the  Fall,  so  God  deigned  to  recon- 
secrate that  will  by  exacting  from  it  a  co-operation 
in  the  work  of  Redemption.  Hence  man,  even 
after  the  coming  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  is  still  fallen 
man  ;  and  even  when  the  original  sin  that  was  the 
prime  evil  of  the  Fall  has  been  removed  by  a  man's 
absorption  to  the  body  of  Christ,  which  is  the 
Church,  he  still  retains  a  corrupt  nature,  prone  to 
sin,  and  subject  to  sorrow.  And  hence  it  is  that, 
even  to  those  who  have  participated  in  the  fruits 
of  the  Redemption,  even  to  them  descends  the 
ancient  heritage  of  sorrow ;  and  they,  too^can  take 
up  the  inspired  books  of  Solomon  and  Job,  and 
find  in  them,  as  if  spoken  for  themselves,  those 
unuttered  and  unutterable  thoughts  that  have 
weighed  so  heavily  on  two  hundred  generations  of 
human  hearts.  Even  to  His  Apostles  Jesus  would 
promise  only  the  hatred  of  the  world,  sufferings, 
persecution,  death. 

You  will  ask  me,  then,  What  has  Jesus  done,  if, 
even  to  those  who  follow  Him,  He  has  left  the 
legacy  of  sorrow— in  what  respect  are  His  fol- 
lowers the  better  of  His  coming  ?  My  brethren, 
only  He  could  say,  and  He  has  said  it — "Your 
sortow  shall  be  turned  into  joy."  And  how  ?  Let 
me  first  ask,  and  answer,  the  question,  How  were 
His  sorrows  turned  into  the  joy  of  Redemption  ? 
AH  Christianity  answers — by  His  Passion  and 
death.  Here,  then,  we  have  the  answer  to  the 
former  question,  for  He  Himself  has  given  it  by 
the  institution  of  the  Blessed  Eucharist ;  for,  in 
the  words  of  St.  Paul,  "  as  often  as  you  eat  of  this 
bread,  and  drink  of  this  chalice,  you  shall  show 
forth  the  death  of  the  Lord  until  He  come."  Until 
He  come !  Yes,  ye  followers  of  Christ ;  though  the 
streets  of  Jerusalem  and  the  shores  of  Tiberias  shall 
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know  Him  in  the  flesh  no  more ;  though  the  clouds 
of  Olivet  have  hidden  away  from  the  eyes  of  men 
the  glory  of  His  transfigured  face  ;  though  many  a 
weary  day  and  many  a  desolate  night  must  pass 
over  humanity  till  the  brightness  of  His  Second 
Coming  shall  shine  above  the  Valley  of  Judgment ; 
though  sorrow  still  shall  be,  as  it  has  ever  been, 
a  familiar  presence  by  mortal  firesides,  the  one 
unbidden  but  inevitable  guest  in  every  home  and 
in  every  heart;  yet  for  you  remains  the  blessed 
promise,  "  Your  sorrow  shall  be  turned  into  joy;" 
because  Jesus  shall  still  be  with  you  in  this  me- 
morial of  His  Passion,  and  ever,  in  the  darkest 
hour,  shall  you  find  in  the  Sacrament  of  the  Holy 
Eucharist  Him  who  said,  and  has  never  ceased  to 
say,  "  Come  to  me,  all  you  that  labour  and  are 
heavily  burdened,  and  I  will  refresh  you." 

Is  it  wonderful,  then,  that  the  Church  to-day 
should  interrupt  her  mourning,  and  turn  to  the 
gaze  of  her  children  the  silver  lining  of  the  cloud 
that  this  week  of  awful  memories  has  flung  upon 
her  temples  and  her  altars  ? 

We  shall,  then,  briefly  consider  the  Blessed 
Eucharist,  both  in  its  promise  and  its  institution, 
and  shall  endeavour  to  dwell  specially  upon  such 
points  of  the  history  of  this  holy  sacrament,  as  will 
be  specially  calculated  to  awaken  in  us  those 
sentiments  of  love  towards  our  Blessed  Lord, 
which  this  sacrament  was  meant  to  kindle  and  to 
keep  alive. 

One  day  our  Blessed  Lord  sate  teaching  in  the 
synagogue  of  Capharnaum.  It  was  a  special 
occasion,  and  an  unusually  large  multitude  thronged 
to  hear  Him — a  special  occasion,  for,  only  the  day 
before  He  had  performed  a  miracle,  which  gave 
rise,  even  in  the  minds  of  the  most  careless,  to  per- 
plexing thoughts  as  to  what  manner  of  man  this 
could  be  who  exercised  such  power  over  the  seenv 
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ingly  inflexible  laws  of  the  material  world.  With 
five  barley-loaves  and  two  fishes  He  had  satisfied 
the  hunger  of  five  thousand  persons,  and  many  of 
those  who  had  witnessed  the  miracle,  felt  a  natural 
desire  to  gather  up  and  treasure  in  their  hearts, 
every  word  that  fell  from  the  sacred  lips  of  Him, 
who  exercised  such  power  and  manifested  such 
compassion. 

It  is  the  way  of  God,  my  brethren,  always  to 
make  one  favour  a  preparation  for  a  higher  one. 
The  more  God  does  for  anyone,  the  more  on  that 
account  may  we  expect  Him  to  do.  It  is,  as  I  say, 
the  way  of  God.  If  the  silent  footsteps  of  the 
dawn  be  on  the  mountain-tops,  they  are  but 
hastening  to  flood  the  world  with  the  brightness 
of  the  noonday  splendour.  If  the  tree  be  fair  its 
beauty  bursts  into  a  blossom,  and  when  the  blossom 
has  spent  its  loveliness  it  but  gives  place  to  the 
ripening  fruit.  If  God  has  given  us  a  body  fashioned 
to  its  every  purpose  with  marvellous  skill,  it  was 
that  He  might  breathe  into  it  an  immortal  soul 
stamped  with  His  living  image ;  and  if  that  soul 
be  endowed  with  wondrous  gifts,  it  is  only  that 
with  far-reaching  desires  it  may  stretch  into  the 
infinite,  and  find  its  last  end  and  its  everlasting 
happiness  in  nothing  lower  or  less  perfect  than 
God  Himself.  And  so,  on  this  occasion,  if  Jesus 
had  miraculously  fed  five  thousand  with  five  loaves, 
it  was  that  the  miracle  might  be  the  guarantee  of 
the  truth  of  the  promise  of  an  infinitely  higher  gift, 
and  be  the  shadow — stupendous  though  it  was, 
still  but  the  shadow — of  that  unceasing  miracle  by 
which  He  feeds  and  shall  feed  all  the  generations 
of  His  Church  with  the  sacred  bread  that  cometh 
down  from  heaven,  and  remains  with  the  children 
of  men  in  the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist. 

Accordingly,  He  begins  to  speak  to  them  of  some 
mysterious  bread  which  He  had  it  in  purpose  to 
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give  them,  a  bread  that  was  meant — not  to  sustain 
the  life  of  the  body,  which  must  one  day  end,  but  a 
bread  that  would  confer  a  life  that  could  never 
perish.  And  when  He  had  raised  their  expecta- 
tions and  their  eagerness  to  the  highest  pitch,  He 
exclaimed,  with  what  must  have  seemed  to  many 
there  a  startling  abruptness,  "/am  the  living  bread 
that  came  down  from  heaven.,,  My  brethren,  the 
miracle  He  had  so  lately  wrought  had  surely  given 
Him  a  right  to  have  His  assertion  believed,  but  the 
Jews  laughed  Him  to  scorn — they  had  their  own 
theory  about  Him — they  grew  indignant,  and  they 
said,  u  Is  not  this  Jesus,  the  son  of  Joseph,  whose 
father  and  mother  we  know."  And  what  has  Jesus 
to  reply  ?  Does  He  hasten  to  explain  away  His 
words  to  satisfy  them  ?  On  the  contrary,  He  re- 
peats His  assertion  still  more  emphatically — "  I  am 
the  living  bread  that  came  down  from  heaven :  it 
any  man  shall  eat  this  bread  he  shall  live  for  ever." 
Ah,  but  He  says  more — says  a  thing  still  more 
calculated  to  try  their  faith — "The  bread  that  I 
will  give  is  my  flesh  for  the  life  of  the  world." 
That  they  clearly  understood  Him  to  mean  literally 
what  He  said  is  manifest  from  the  fact  that  they 
never  questioned  His  meaning,  but  set  themselves 
at  once  to  dispute  His  power.  "  The  Jews  therefore 
strove  among  themselves,  how  can  this  man  give  us 
His  flesh  to  eat."  Surely  if  they  had  mistaken  His 
meaning  it  was  His  duty  to  have  corrected  the  mis- 
take. But  they  had  not  mistaken  His  meaning;  they 
had  doubted  His  power,  as  heretics  have  been  doing 
ever  since ;  and  as  the  Church  has  always  answered 
heretics,  so  He  answered  the  Jews,  by  placing 
under  the  sanction  of  a  threat  the  doctrine  which 
He  had  previously  taught  as  a  blessed  promise. 
"  Except  you  eat  of  the  flesh  of  the  Son  of  Man, 
and  drink  His  blood,  you  shall  not  have  life  in 
you."     Some  of  those  who  had  been  His  disciples 
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walked  with  Him  no  more,  as  heretics  have  been 
doing  ever  since  they  had  been  believing,  not  in 
Him,  but  in  their  own  judgment  about  Him,  and 
'when  their  judgment  was  offended  their  faith  was 
gone.  Jesus  turned  to  His  Apostles,  and  asked 
them,  "Will  you  also  go  away  ?"  and  St.  Peter,  as 
if  in  anticipation  of  the  papal  authority  and  infalli- 
bility which  he  and  his  successors  were  afterwards 
to  enjoy,  gave  an  answer  that  makes  faith  in  the 
Holy  Eucharist  at  once  supremely  easy  and  super- 
eminently rational — "  Lord,  to  whom  shall  we  go  ? 
Thou  hast  the  words  of  eternal  life." 

Nor  do  we,  my  brethren,  know  anyone  to  whom 
we  shall  go,  no  other  than  Jesus,  speaking  through 
Peter  and  His  Church,  and  declaring,  in  words  that 
stand  forever  against  the  doubt  of  the  heretic  and 
the  scoff  of  the  unbeliever,  that  "  His  flesh  is  meat 
indeed,  and  His  blood  drink  indeed." 

And  time  passed  on — a  time  marked  by  the 
teaching,  and  preaching,  and  miracles  of  our  Lord 
He  never  again  made  allusion  to  this  promise.  It 
lay  in  the  depths  of  His  loving  heart,  waiting  for  a 
time  when  its  fulfilment  would  gather  around  itself 
every  circumstance  that  would  be  calculated  ta 
make  it  memorable  for  ever.  The  time  came  wheu 
the  clouds  of  the  coming  Passion  began  to  gather 
deep  and  dark  about  our  Blessed  Lord.  Accord- 
ingly, in  the  room  of  the  Last  Supper,  we  read  that 
"Jesus  took  bread,  and  blessed  and  broke,  and 
gave  to  His  disciples,  and  said,  Take  ye  and  eat, 
this  is  my  body :  and  taking  the  chalice,  He  gave 
thanks,  and  gave  to  them,  saying,  Drink  ye  all  ot 
this,  for  this  is  my  blood  of  the  new  testament 
which  shall  be  shed  for  many  to  the  remission  of 
sins." 

My  brethren,  having  uttered  these  sacred  and 
memorable  words  I  shall  not  stay  to  dwell  upon 
them,  and  for  this  reason — I  should  fear  *o  spoil  by 


26  SERMONS. 

a  single  word  of  comment  the  sublime  simplicity  of 
words  that  were  formed  in  the  loving  heart  and 
uttered  by  the  sacred  lips  of  Jesus  Christ  Himself. 
He  would  not,  He  could  not  juggle  with  the  mean- 
ing of  human  words,  or  with  the  understanding  of 
His  creatures,  and  anything  like  discussion  on  the 
matter,  after  Jesus  has  spoken,  must  have  as  its 
basis  that  blasphemous  question  of  those  at  Caphar- 
naum,  the  first  heretics  on  the  subject  of  the 
Blessed  Eucharist — "  How  can  this  man  give  us 
his  flesh  to  eat."  When  God,  when  the  Son  of 
God  speaks,  let  even  human  reason  decide,  whether 
is  it  for  us  to  reverently  accept  His  words,  or  begin 
to  put  limits  of  our  own  to  the  Divine  omnipotence. 
It  is  enough  for  us  that  Jesus  has  said  it.  I  there- 
fore believe  it,  and  you  believe  it,  as  firmly  as  we 
believe  in  the  existence  of  God  or  of  ourselves  ;  and 
on  this  belief  both  you  and  I  are  ready  to  stake  our 
hopes  of  heaven,  our  immortal  souls. 

I  shall  pass,  then,  to  those  other  words,  spoken 
on  the  same  occasion,  and  which  the  eye  of  faith 
sees  written  above  every  altar  where  Mass  has 
since  been  said.  When  our  Lord  had  completed 
the  solemn  act  of  consecration,  He  said  to  His 
disciples,  "Do  this  in  remembrance  of  me."  He 
was  about  to  die.  The  powers  of  earth  and  hell 
were  about  to  have  their  triumph  for  the  time — the 
Shepherd  was  to  be  stricken,  and  the  flock  dis- 
persed. I  ask  you,  my  brethren — nay,  I  would 
even  ask,  if  such  were  present,  those  who  do  not 
believe  at  all  in  the  divinity  of  Jesus  Christ — was  it 
not  amongst  the  sublimest  sayings  that  the  world 
has  treasured  in  its  memory.  A  Man  who  had 
come  to  the  very  brink  of  the  grave,  who  was 
already  looking  over  into  the  abyss  of  death, 
spends  the  last  free  hour  His  enemies  will  leave 
Him  in  the  endeavour  to  make  the  memory  of  Him 
as  lasting  as  the  world  itself.     For,  I  ask  again,  is 
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It  not  a  fact,  patent  to  all  men,  whether  they  believe 
in  His  divinity  or  not,  whether  they  be  Catholics  or 
not,  is  it  not  a  simple  fact,  that  ever  since  this  very 
thing  has  been  done,  in  memory  of  Him  who  did  it 
first  ?  The  command  that  fell  from  lips  that  even 
while,  they  uttered  it  had  almost  received  the  con- 
secration of  death,  that  command  was  not  only  a 
command  but  a  prophecy :  and  the  command  has 
found  obedience,  and  the  prophecy  fulfilment,  at 
every  altar  that  has  since  been  crowned  by  the 
crucified  image  of  Jesus  Christ.  And  where  has 
that  been  done  which  Jesus  did  ?  Ah,  my  brethren, 
heretics,  taking  the  Holy  Gospel  from  the  guardian 
hand  of  the  Church,  have  striven  to  do  it  many 
a  time,  but  they  have  done  it  with  wavering  faith, 
and  with  uncertain  voice,  incredulous  of  the  love  or 
of  the  power  of  Jesus,  explaining  away,  even  while 
they  uttered  them,  the  very  words  they  uttered. 
The  thing  itself  that  Jesus  did,  has  been  done,  and 
done  as  He  did  it,  only  by  the  anointed  hands  of 
the  priests  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church.  But  to 
you,  my  brethren,  children  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
I  wish  to  dwell  upon  two  things  involved  in  these 
words,  that  will  illustrate  in  a  signal  manner  the 
love  of  our  Blessed  Lord  in  the  institution  of  the 
Eucharist. 

There  are  two  things  that  no  human  power  can 
ever  overcome,  and  these  two  things  are  time 
and  space.  We  cannot  make  the  past  present,  we 
cannot  make  the  distant  near.  Memory,  strive  as 
it  may,  gives  back  but  the  shadow  of  the  past 
Imagination  seeks  to  picture  a  distant  scene;  it  but 
succeeds  in  raising  before  the  mind  the  phantom  oi 
a  far-off  place.  Christ  in  the  flesh,  as  He  was  on 
earth,  we  cannot  see,  for  between  us  and  that  sight 
lie  eighteen  hundred  years.  We  shall  not  see  the 
face  of  Christ  our  Lord  till  the  angel  of  death  has 
touched  our  eyes,  and  we  see  it  shining  in  terror  or 
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in  love  from  the  throne  of  judgment.  Nay,  the 
places  consecrated  by  His  earthly  presence,  by  the 
memories  of  His  footsteps,  and  the  traditions  of 
His  love,  even  these  we  cannot  see,  for  many  a 
weary  league  of  land  and  sea  stretches  between  us 
and  that  holy  eastern  land.  Time  and  space  stand 
between  the  Gospel  and  ourselves,  and  no  human 
hand  can  move  those  everlasting  barriers.  But  in 
the  institution  of  the  Eucharist  Jesus  had  levelled 
them  to  the  dust.  And  how  ?  That  consecration 
in  the  supper-room  at  Jerusalem  is  separated  from 
us — first,  by  time :  to  bring  it  near  it  was  necessary 
to  make  it  perpetual.  It  is  separated  from  us  by 
space,  it  was  necessary  to  make  it  so  common  that 
it  could  be  witnessed  everywhere.  These  two 
miracles  were  effected  by  these  five  words,  "  Hoc 
facite  in  meant  commetnorationem"  For,  by  these 
words  Jesus  made  the  consecration  of  the  Holy 
Eucharist  perpetual,  and  He  made  it  common.  Let 
us  examine  this  a  little. 

It  is  conceivable  that  our  Blessed  Lord,  having 
determined  to  institute  the  Holy  Eucharist,  might 
have  consecrated  just  once  at  the  Last  Supper, 
and  left  the  memory  of  that  sublime  action  to 
cheer  the  future  generations  of  His  Church.  To 
those  few  and  faithful  who  were  then  present  He 
might  have  said,  u  You  are  my  Apostles,  chosen 
from  the  world,  the  heralds  of  my  Gospel,  the 
pillars  of  my  Church.  A  long  toil  is  before  you 
and  a  weary  fight.  You  will  bear  my  Name  before 
kings,  who  will  persecute  you ;  before  peoples,  who 
will  clamour  for  your  blood.  To  do  the  work  I 
have  given  you  to  do,  will  strain  the  energies  and 
tax  the  resources  of  your  bodies  and  your  souls. 
The  world  is  hard,  and  against  that  hard  world 
you  will  have  to  break  your  hearts  before  you 
conquer  it.  Though  yours  in  the  issue  shall  be 
the  victory,  yet  shall  it  cost  you  tears  and  blood. 
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Weeping  blood  and  tears  shall  you  sow  the  seed 
in  the  ungrateful  furrows  of  the  world,  and  many  a 
toilsome  day  shall  pass,  and  many  a  perilous  night, 
before  you  garner  in  my  kingdom  the  sheaves  of 
the  harvest."  But  He  might  have  added,  "  Fear 
not ;  commensurate  with  the  work  you  have  to  do, 
and  with  the  perils  you  have  to  encounter,  shall  be 
the  support  I  am  about  to  give  you.  However 
long  the  way,  you  can  never  falter ;  however  stern 
the  conflict,  you  can  never  flinch ;  for  I  have  re- 
served for  you,  and  for  you  only,  this  Sacrament  of 
the  Eucharist.'' 

But  has  Jesus  done  this  ?  Ah,  my  brethren, 
answer  for  yourselves  the  question.  You  are  not 
Apostles ;  you  have  never  borne — shall  never  have 
to  bear — the  burden  of  the  Church.  Conquer  your 
own  passions,  and  you  will  have  achieved  the 
greatest  conquest  that  God  has  called  on  you  to 
achieve ;  and  yet,  even  to  you  has  He  left  the 
treasures  of  this  Sacrament  of  Love.  Time  has 
rolled  away,  but  Jesus,  in  the  Holy  Eucharist,  is 
present  with  you  still.  Not  for  Apostles  alone  was 
this  Heavenly  Bread.  Priests  have  carried  it  on 
through  all  the  centuries  of  Christian  time,  and  it 
has  strengthened  martyrs,  inspired  confessors, 
sanctified  virgins — has  been  not  only  the  bread  of 
the  strong,  but  of  the  weak,  and  has  been  given 
even  to  sinners  like  ourselves.  For  Jesus  has 
made  this  gift  perpetual  in  His  Church. 

Again,  Jesus  might  have  ordained  that  the 
Blessed  Eucharist  should  be  consecrated,  say,  once 
in  a  century  in  some  grand  temple  in  the  favoured 
city  by  him  who  holds  in  the  Church  the  highest 
place  on  earth.  And  had  Jesus  so  ordained,  the 
man  would  think  it  the  glory  of  his  lifetime  wh« 
had  once  been  present  at  a  scene  so  unutterably 
solemn.  Has  He  done  even  this  ?  Well,  my 
brethren,  I  myself  have  seen  the  Vicar  of  Christ, 
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standing"  beneath  the  dome  of  the  grandest  temple 
that  human  hands  have  ever  raised,  engaged  in  the 
consecration  of  the  Eucharist.  Lights  blazed,  and 
incense  burned,  and  eye  and  heart  were  over- 
whelmed by  the  glories  of  St.  Peter's.  But  I  have 
seen  also,  and  you  have  seen,  the  self- same  act 
performed  in  humble  chapels,  nay,  beneath  the 
lowly  roof- tree  of  an  Irish  cabin,  where  Mass  is 
said,  and  where  Jesus  comes  down  as  really  as  He 
ever  came  at  the  grandest  Mass  in  the  world's 
stateliest  temple.  Yes,  Jesus  has  made  His  greatest 
gift  common  as  the  very  elements  that  sustain  our 
life.  Wherever  the  Church  has  come,  she  has  first 
built  an  altar  and  offered  the  unbloody  sacrifice. 
She  was  driven  into  the  Catacombs — the  altar 
stood  hard  by  the  martyr's  tomb ;  and  to  this  day, 
wherever  the  Catholic  missioner  has  set  his  foot, 
his  first  act  has  been  to  raise  an  altar  and  call 
down  the  Lord  of  Heaven  to  take  possession  of  a 
new  kingdom. 

And  why  has  Jesus  thus  exhausted  the  resources 
of  His  wisdom  and  the  treasures  of  His  love  ?  Why 
has  He  determined  to  remain  with  us  everywhere 
and  for  ever  in  this  Sacrament  of  His  Love  ?  Why 
is  Jesus  present  upon  our  altars  r  Is  it  that  the 
Church  may  group  around  His  sacramental  throne 
everything  of  beautiful  and  grand  that  human 
genius  can  imagine  and  human  hand  make  mani- 
fest to  sense  ?  Is  it  that  the  lights  may  blaze  and 
the  incense  burn,  and  the  loving  reverence  of  the 
human  heart  translate  itself  into  music  that  touches 
us  to  tears  ?  Is  it  that  flowers  may  lend  their  per- 
fume and  their  grace  to  the  holiness  of  our  taber- 
nacles, and  that  long  processions  of  the  faithful 
may  wind  down,  as  it  were,  through  all  the  centu- 
ries, singing  the  "Pange  lingua"  with  unceasing 
voice,  that  swells  into  ever-widening  circles  as 
kingdom  after  kingdom  is  added  to  the  Church  of 
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God  ?  Yes,  it  is  for  these  purposes ;  but  it  is  for 
more  than  these.  It  is  for  these — for  all  the  ritual 
magnificence  of  the  Church  has  grown  out  of  and 
around  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  finding  there  its 
measure  and  its  end.  It  is  for  more  than  these — 
for  when  the  flowers  bloom  their  fairest,  and  when 
the  music  is  sweetest  and  most  touching,  fairer  far 
than  any  flower  that  earth  can  grow,  is  the  love 
that  is  throned  upon  the  altar,  and  a  voice  sweeter 
than  any  earthly  music  is  coming  from  the  taber- 
nacle whence  Jesus  speaks,  with  a  deeper  melody 
and  a  fuller  meaning  than  in  any  other  of  His 
marvellous  works — speaks  and  says,  "  Come  to  me, 
all  you  that  labour  and  are  burdened,  and  I  will 
refresh  you." 

Why  is  Jesus  present  in  the  tabernacle  ?  No 
need  to  tell  you  who  gather  so  often  around  the 
altar.  You  know  it  with  a  knowledge  that  is 
widened  by  every  Communion  you  receive,  by 
every  visit  you  make  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

These  two  things  are  the  sole  return  He  asks  for 
the  unimaginable  prodigality  of  love  that  He  has 
shown  in  this  Holy  Sacrament — to  visit  Him  as 
He  waits  in  the  silence  of  the  tabernacle ;  to  re- 
ceive Him  often  in  the  Holy  Communion. 

My  brethren,  there  is  no  faithful  child  of  the 
Catholic  Church  who  does  not  place  it  amongst  the 
most  cherished  hopes  and  fondest  wishes  of  his 
heart  that,  when  the  parting  hour  is  close  at  hand, 
and  the  frighted  soul  shrinks  back  awestricken 
before  the  close  vision  of  death,  he  may  not  die 
till  he  has  received  Jesus  in  the  last  Viaticum.  Do 
you  wish  to  secure  for  yourselves  that  unspeakable 
blessing  ?  Well,  as  a  man  lives,  so  shall  he  die. 
If  during  life  you  have  been  devoted  to  Jesus  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament ;  if  you  have  loved  to  rest 
within  the  shadow  of  the  altar ;  if  you  have  felt 
and  cherished  a  sacred  hunger  for  the  bread  of 
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life ;  if  you  have  gone  to  the  Holy  Communion 
worthily  and  often  :  then  be  sure  that  in  death  He 
will  not  desert  you.  When  the  grasp  of  earth  is 
loosening,  when  the  ways  of  time  are  done,  when 
the  tired  heart  throbs  on  to  the  everlasting  silence, 
then  Jesus  will  be  brought  to  you  in  the  last  Viati- 
cum. His  gracious  presence  will  cheer  the  loneli- 
ness that  the  breaking  of  the  bonds  of  life  and 
earthly  love  leaves  in  the  troubled  heart.  His 
gracious  hand  will  wipe  away  the  tears  of  your 
agony,  and  He  will  pass  from  the  soul  He  shall 
have  sanctified  to  the  throne  of  judgment,  whence 
He  shall  pronounce  upon  you  the  blessed  sentence 
of  everlasting  life. 
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Never  more  strongly  than  on  a  day  like  this,  is  it 
brought  home  to  us,  how  happy  a  thing  it  is,  to 
belong  to  that  one  Fold  of  Christ  that  stretches 
into  every  land,  and  holds  together  in  the  golden 
links  of  faith  and  hope  and  charity,  the  countless 
multitude  of  the  children  of  the  Church  of  God. 
To-day,  the  lights  are  lighted  that  typify  a  people's 
faith ;  the  incense  rolls  towards  heaven,  a  picture 
of  a  people's  prayer  going  up  to  God ;  the  music 
seems  to  carry  thought  beyond  the  limits  of  this 
sorrowing  world ;  the  flowers,  that  never  seem  so 
fair  as  when  they  spend  their  transient  beauty 
before  the  throne  of  the  Sacramental  God,  the 
flowers  lend  their  perfume  and  their  grace  to  the 
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holiness  of  our  altars,  and  remind  us  how  dear  to 
the  heart  of  Jesus  are  those  innocent  souls,  that, 
filled  with  love,  kneel  flower-like  before  the  altar. 
To-day  the  Church  flings  wicle  the  door  of  the 
tabernacle,  and  the  priest  brings  forth  with  special 
observance  the  hidden  God,  Who  through  the  sleep- 
less day,  and  through  the  lonely  watches  of  the 
quiet  night,  sits  throned  amid  the  majestic  lowliness 
of  the  most  holy  sacrament  of  the  altar.  For  to- 
day we  celebrate  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi — the 
Body  of  Christ — and  thank  our  Blessed  Lord  for  the 
gift  He  has  given  us  in  the  Holy  Eucharist. 

Many  a  gift  has  Jesus  lavished  on  His  Church, 
but  never  a  gift  of  all  that  can  for  a  moment  stand 
comparison  with  the  gift,  the  giving  of  which  we 
celebrate  to-day.  Other  gifts  were  rich  with  grace, 
here  is  grace  itself:  other  gifts  bore  in  them  the 
touch  of  God's  own  loving  hand,  here  that  hand 
itself  is  stretched  out  in  perpetual  benediction  over 
the  faithful  children  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church. 
Other  sacraments  prepare  us  for  heaven,  but  here, 
where  Jesus  sits  shrouded  in  the  mystery  of  His 
§acramental  presence,  here,  heaven  seems  to  have 
come  before  its  time,  for  heaven  has  nothing 
greater  or  more  precious  than  the  sacred  Humanity 
and  the  uncreated  Divinity  that  are  found  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  where  Jesus  is. 

The  day  on  which  the  Blessed  Eucharist  was 
actually  instituted,  was  a  day  on  which  the  heart  of 
the  Church  was  growing  heavy,  in  her  intense 
sympathy  with  the  coming  sufferings  of  her  Lord. 
The  clouds  of  the  approaching  Passion  were  gather- 
ing fast  around  Him :  the  cold  touch  of  death  was 
on  the  sacred  lips  that  pronounced  the  words  of 
consecration :  and  even  when  she  read  the  story  of 
the  Last  Supper,  the  Church  could  scarcely  see 
through  blinding  tears  the  page  on  which  it  was 
written.     Gethsemane  was  near,  and  that  midnigh 
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agony,  when  tears  were  turned  to  blood.  Calvary 
was  all  too  close,  with  its  spectacle  of  unexampled 
suffering ;  and  though  the  Church  broke  forth  for 
a  moment  into  a  strain  of  joy,  her  eyes  were  heavy 
with  unshed  tears  ;  there  were  tears  in  the  very 
voice  of  her  gladness ;  her  melody  had  in  it  a  sob- 
like sound ;  and,  as  quickly  as  might  be,  she  drew 
a  sable  pall  across  the  tabernacle,  and  turned  away 
to  fill  her  eyes  and  her  heart  with  the  crucified 
image  of  her  Lord  and  Master.  But  love  and 
gratitude  were  still  there,  all  unspoken  though 
they  were,  and  she  has  waited  till  to-day  to  give 
full  unstinted  utterance  to  the  rapture  which  fills 
her  heart,  when  she  gazes  upon  the  Eucharistic 
presence  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

You  remember  how  our  Blessed  Lord,  after  His 
resurrection,  appeared  to  two  disciples  as  the) 
travelled  towards  Emmaus.  Preoccupied  with  their 
own  thoughts — never  expecting  to  see  Him  Whom 
they  had  seen  last  in  the  hands  of  His  enemies, 
with  the  doom  of  death  upon  Him — they  talked 
with  the  stranger  on  the  road,  and  never  recognised 
the  face  of  the  Lord  Jesus.  Words  of  wisdom  came 
from  the  lips  of  the  Man  who  walked  with  them  ; 
but  they  never  suspected  that  these  were  the  lips 
through  which  spoke  the  uncreated  wisdom  of  their 
Father  in  heaven.  And  how,  at  length,  did  they 
come  to  recognise  their  guest  when  they  sate  with 
Him  at  supper  in  the  village  of  Emmaus  ?  Thus — ■ 
He  took  bread  and  broke  it ;  and  then  their  eyes 
were  opened.  The  Eucharistic  act  had  stirred 
their  sleeping  memories,  and  they  recognised  their 
Master  and  their  God.  So  has  it  been  ever  since : 
it  is  by  the  Sacrament  of  the  Blessed  Eucharist 
that  the  True  Church,  which  is  the  image  of  Christ 
in  the  world,  is  most  infallibly  to  be  recognised. 
Every  doctrine  of  the  Church  seems  to  meet  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament ;  every  ritual  observance  finds 
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there  its  measure  and  its  end  ;  every  sacrament  has 
special  reference  to  this,  and  tends  towards  it  as  to 
the  ultimate  perfection  of  its  own  special  work; 
and  in  it  Jesus  Christ  seems  to  have  gathered  up 
and  displayed  in  the  most  unmistakable  manner 
the  fourfold  crown  which  He  placed  upon  the  brow 
of  His  Church,  that  all  men  might  know  that  she 
was  His  spouse ;  for  the  Church  is  One,  is  Holy, 
is  Catholic,  is  Apostolical,  and  these  four  gifts  are 
most  admirably  expressed  in  the  Sacrament  of  the 
Eucharist.  Let  us  see  briefly,  how — In  a  few 
moments  the  Blessed  Sacrament  will  be  placed 
before  you  on  the  altar.  Ask  yourselves,  how  came 
it  there.  In  order  that  it  could  be  there  it  was 
necessary  that  a  consecrated  hand  should  take 
bread,  even  as  Jesus  took  bread,  and  should  pro- 
nounce the  words  of  consecration  with  an  authority 
that  heaven  must  ratify.  In  other  words,  there 
must  be  a  priest.  Now,  who  can  make  a  priest  ? 
Can  the  world,  with  all  its  power — can  kings,  or 
statesmen,  or  parliaments  ?  No ;  the  world  itself 
would  laugh  at  such  as  these  if  they  even  attempted 
to  make  a  man  a  priest.  The  dignity  of  the  priest- 
hood is  not  a  dignity  that  the  powers  of  earth  have 
in  their  gift.  To  make  a  priest  it  needs  a  bishop, 
consecrated  himself  by  other  bishops;  and  so 
going  back  in  an  unbroken  line  till  he  can  trace 
his  spiritual  ancestor  in  one  of  those  who  sate  in 
the  supper-room  at  Jerusalem,  and  had  addressed 
to  them  the  command,  "  Do  this  in  commemoration 
of  me."  So,  to  have  the  Blessed  Eucharist  upon 
the  altar  requires  that  the  Church  that  places  it 
there  be  Apostolical — Catholic.  What  is  the 
Blessed  Eucharist  ?  It  is  that  clean  oblation  that 
the  prophet,  looking  forward  to  the  times  that  were 
to  be,  saw,  as  the  distinctive  mark  of  the  Church  of 
Christ.  From  the  rising  to  the  setting  of  the  sun, 
a  clean  oblation  was  to  be  offered  to  God.     Look 
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up,  and  see  in  the  Blessed  Eucharist  the  clean 
oblation — see  that  the  Church  that  possesses  it, 
must  of  necessity  be  ,a  Church  that  will  cover  all 
the  space  that  lies  between  sunrise  and  the  sunset. 
In  other  words,  that  Church  is  Catholic.  Holy — 
Ah,  is  not  this  the  Church's  test  of  sanctity — fitness 
for  the  Holy  Communion.  She  has  Jesus,  she  is 
consequently  herself  holy ;  she  has  been  able — and 
she  alone  has  been  able — to  produce  the  highest 
types  of  holiness  that  have  beautified  the  several 
ages  of  Christian  time.  And  why  ?  Because  she 
gathered  her  children  around  the  altar,  and  broke 
to  them  the  holy  bread  that  nurtures  saints. 
Apostles  came,  and  rose  up  from  the  holy  table 
like  giants  refreshed,  and  won  the  world  to  the 
faith.  Martyrs  had  hearts  as  weak  as  ours,  as 
keenly  sensitive  to  pain,  and  yet  they  bravely  bore 
and  died,  because  the  hearts  that  suffered,  had  been 
made  the  tabernacle  of  Jesus  Christ.  Confessors 
bore  upon  their  lips  the  truth  of  God.  What  could 
they  else  ?  Had  not  their  lips  been  consecrated  by 
the  passing  of  Jesus  in  the  Eucharist  ?  Virgins — 
ah !  the  flesh  was  weak,  and  passion  had  its  spring- 
tides, and  there  was  the  flush  and  the  glow  of 
youth — and  yet,  withal,  they  kept  their  garment 
white,  their  bodies  stainless,  and  their  hearts  un- 
sullied, because  they  had  fed  upon  the  Sacred  Flesh 
that  makes  youth  pure,  and  age  holy.  Yes;  the 
Church  that  has  the  Eucharist  must  be  holy. 

One ! — One  in  every  land,  you  know  the  Church 
by  the  magnificent  unity,  which  is  the  most  com- 
prehensive of  her  gifts.  And  this  unity — how  can 
it  be  more  admirably  expressed  than  in  the  Blessed 
Eucharist  ?  The  priest  who  consecrates  is  in  union 
with  his  bishop,  that  bishop  with  his  fellow-bishops, 
all  these  with  the  Vicar  of  Christ;  all  speaking 
with  one  voice ;  all  teaching  the  same  doctrine ;  all 
administering  the  same  sacraments,  and  all  finding 
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in  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist  the 
one  Body  of  Christ,  on  the  thousand  altars  of  the 
world  an  emblem,  pure  and  perfect,  of  that  Catho- 
licity which  multiplies  altars  beyond  counting,  and 
that  Unity  that  makes  them  one,  which,  in  their 
combination,  can  be  found  only  in  the  Church  of 
God,  that  Church  which  is  One,  Holy,  Catholic, 
and  Apostolical. 

Here,  also,  is  constantly  reproduced  before  our 
eyes,  a  faithful  picture  of  that  long  portion  of  the 
life  of  our  Blessed  Lord  that  so  nearly  concerns  us, 
because  it  was  so  like  the  manner  of  life  of  the  great 
majority  of  men — the  obscure  life  at  Nazareth. 
For  here  is  Nazareth  come  again,  but  with  a  fuller 
meaning  and  a  deeper  beauty — with  a  lowliness 
greater  even  than  that  of  Nazareth,  and  a  depth  of 
humility  deeper  even  than  that  which  concealed  the 
Holy  Family  from  the  eyes  of  men — "  He  went 
down  with  them  to  Nazareth,  and  was  subject  to 
them/'  These  words  contain  the  history  of  the 
Sacramental  Presence  of  Jesus — subject,  not  now 
to  the  reverential  guardianship  of  Joseph,  or  to  the 
motherly  care  of  Mary,  but  subject  to  the  sinners  of 
the  world.  His  priests,  unworthy  though  they  may 
be — and  even  the  worthiest,  how  unworthy — His 
priests  pronounce  the  mystic  words,  and  as  they 
come  forth — weak  words  from  human  lips — their 
power  is  felt  in  the  highest  heavens,  and  Jesus 
becomes,  so  to  speak,  again  incarnate  in  the  hands 
of  His  ministers.  "  He  is  subject  to  them."  The 
Lord  of  Heaven  descends  to  a  depth  of  lowliness 
that  would  be  simply  inconceivable,  if  He  had  not 
made  it  a  blessed  reality.  Where  is  now  the 
splendour  of  that  dazzling  beauty  before  which  the 
seraphim  veil  their  eyes  with  awe,  and  the  sweet- 
voiced  cherubim  grow  mute  with  an  ecstasy  of  love. 
Nay ;  where  even  is  the  dignity  of  the  human 
presence  that  once  rebuked  the  pride  of  the  Pharisee, 
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and  haunted  the  hearts  of  sinners  till  sin  became 
unbearable.  They  are  not  here — these  outward 
tokens  of  divine  power  or  human  dignity.  He  has 
laid  them  aside,  that  He  might  humble  Himself  to 
the  lowliness  of  the  weak  and  the  necessities  of  the 
sinful.  He  is  subject  to  them — even  to  the  vilest 
sinner.  Lips  may  have  blasphemed  Him,  but  not 
even  on  such  lips  will  He  refuse  to  rest ;  He  is  glad 
to  make  His  home  in  a  soul  from  which  Satan  has 
been  only  just  expelled.  He  condescends  to  beg 
for  a  heart  whose  first  love  was  with  His  deadly 
enemy.  The  lips  that  have  uttered  their  profanities 
and  their  obscenities,  these  are  the  lips  through 
which  Jesus  will  pass  into  the  sinner's  heart.  The 
tongue  has  babbled  in  its  drunkenness,  yet  on  that 
tongue  the  Lord  of  Heaven  will  not  refuse  to  rest ; 
the  heart  has  been  the  home  of  evil  thoughts,  of 
vile  designs,  the  very  seat  of  rebellion  against  God, 
yet  this  very  heart  will  be  the  shrine  where  Jesus 
will  seat  Himself,  wrapped  in  the  mysterious  beauty 
of  His  sacramental  presence.  Ah  !  ye  people  of 
God,  ye  children  of  the  Church,  why  are  you  not 
saints,  since  saints  themselves  have  never  had  a 
greater  aid  to  sanctity,  than  has  been  given  to  you 
in  the  Adorable  Sacrament  of  the  Altar. 


GOOD  FRIDAY. 

"  Christus  pro  nobis  mortuus  est." — Rom.  v.  9. 

THERE  is  a  something  of  fascination  even  in  the 
ordinary  stories  of  human  sorrow.  They  reach  a 
depth  which   stories    of   human   triumph   cannot 
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reach.  They  bring  with  them  a  deeper  pathos,  a 
sublimer  meaning;  and  they  win  for  those  who 
suffer,  a  sympathy  too  sacred  to  be  lavished  on 
anything  less  noble  than  sorrow.  Take  the  low- 
liest life  man  ever  lived  ;  surround  it,  if  you  will, 
with  every  mean  commonplace  that  can  strip 
human  life  of  the  innate  dignity  that  is  in  it; 
place  a  man  in  what  servile  positio  1  you  will; 
yet  if,  amidst  all  the  degradation  of  circumstances, 
you  throw  around  him  the  m  ntle  of  many  sorrows, 
he  will  make  his  appeal  to  the  compassion  of  the 
human  heart ;  and  his  claim  will  be  allowed,  and 
men  who  never  looked  upon  his  face  will  drop  a 
tear  over  the  story  of  his  sorrows. 

But  why,  upon  a  night  like  this,  do  I  stay  to 
speak  of  merely  human  sorrows  ?  How  comes  it 
that,  with  the  figure  of  the  dead  Christ  looming 
through  the  shadows  of  the  Church's  mourning,  I 
dare  to  turn  my  thoughts  and  yours  to  any  sorrow 
less  sacred  than  the  sorrow  that  crowned  with  a 
crown  of  agony,  the  brow  of  the  expiring  Saviour  ? 
Ah,  to  me  the  reason  is  obvious.  It  is  because  the 
human  heart  shrinks  back  instinctlt^ly  from  such 
a  mystery  of  sorrow  as  we  contemplate  to-day.  It 
is  because,  recognizing  in  sorrows  which,  com- 
pared to  this,  shrink  into  insignificance,  a  depth 
we  almost  fail  to  reach,  we  feei  the  almost  hope- 
lessness of  bringing  home  to  ourselves  with  any- 
thing like  completeness,  the  history  of  our  Saviour's 
Passion.  We  go  up  the  hill  of  Calvary,  as  the 
three  disciples  went  up  Mount  Thabor  ;  as  they,  to 
see  Him  glorified,  so  we,  to  see  Him  wrapped 
around,  with  all  the  ignominy  that  came  of  His  self- 
sacrifice  ;  and  we,  though  crying  aloud  like  them; 

*  Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be  here,"  like  them,  too, 
veil  our  faces  before  the  vision,  and  fall  stricken  to 
the   earth   by  the   revelation   of  that  stupendous 

nystery  of  sorrow. 
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And  yet,  it  is  not  in  a  spirit  that  is  all  sadness 
we  come  to  celebrate  the  Passion  of  our  Lord. 
Though  the  Church  has  put  aside  her  crimson  and 
her  gold,  for  the  robes  of  mourning ;  though  she 
has  stripped  her  altars  of  everything  of  beauty 
that  might  seem  a  sign  of  joy ;  though  she  pours 
forth  her  pathetic  lamentation  Over  the  blood- 
shedding  by  which  she  herself  was  purchased  ;  yet 
she  cannot  but  look  to  the  tidings  of  great  joy  that 
lie  beneath  the  surface.  She  cannot,  when  she 
bethinks  her  of  the  blessings  which  it  brought, 
help  styling  this  day  emphatically  "  good ; "  and 
when  in  her  processions  the  cross  is  raised  aloft, 
she  lights  again  the  lights  upon  her  altars,  and,  as 
she  marches  on  beneath  the  sacred  emblem,  she 
comes  to  see  in  it  a  victorious  standard,  and  her 
song  of  sorrow  swells  into  a  peal  of  triumph. 

And  why  should  it  be  otherwise  ?  If  Jesus  died, 
did  He  not  die  to  save  a  fallen  world  ?  If  He  lay 
in  agony  in  Gethsemane,  did  He  not  bear  up  the 
burden  of  the  sins  of  men  ?  If  hands  and  feet  were 
dug,  and  side  pierced,  was  it  not  that  salvation 
might  flow  out  upon  the  world  ?  And  if  He  hung 
three  hours  of  mortal  agony  upon  the  Cross,  did 
He  not  hang  there  an  all-atoning  sacrifice  for  the 
sins  of  men  ?  Yes,  if  the  mystery  of  Calvary  be  a 
mystery  of  infinite  sorrow,  it  is  a  mystery  no  less 
of  infinite  love. 

Passing  from  the  supper-room  of  Jerusalem, 
Jesus,  with  His  difsciples,  crossed  the  brook  of 
Cedron,  and  passed  up  the  Mount  of  Olives  to  the 
Garden  of  Gethsemane  ;  and  there  He  said  to  His 
disciples,  "  My  soul  is  sorrowful,  even  unto  death," 
and  taking  with  Him  Peter  and  James  and  John, 
He  went  apart  a  little  and  entered  into  His  agony. 
The  night  wind  faintly  rustles  through  the  olives ; 
the  white  moonlight  falls  softly  on  the  place;  the 
voices  of  the  day  are  hushed  to  silence  ;  night  has 
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brought  its  peace  to  all  the  sons  of  men.  To  all  ? 
Ah,  not  to  all;  for  there,  apart  from  human  con- 
solation, with  none  to  look  on  him  save  God  and 
one  favoured  angel,  a  Man  lies  prostrate.  His 
whole  frame  is  convulsed,  His  body  racked  with 
deathly  agony,  moans  of  anguish  break  upon  the 
silence,  and  as  the  sweat  streams  down  His 
face,  each  drop  is  a  red  drop  of  blood.  It  is  a 
dreadful  thing  to  see  a  strong  man  writhe  with 
anguish — a  dreadful  thing  to  see  a  strong  man 
weep  ;  but  oh !  what  is  it  when  the  tears  are  tears 
of  blood  ! 

And  who  is  the  lonely  Sufferer  ?  Ah,  but  a  few 
short  days  ago  His  ears  were  filled  with  loud  *'  ho- 
sannas,"  the  palm  branches  were  strewn  beneath 
His  feet,  He  made  His  entry  into  Jerusalem  as  a 
king.  But  a  little  while  ago,  and  He  had  passed 
among  the  people  of  the  land  scattering  blessings 
through  their  homesteads  as  He  went.  There  had 
been  healing  in  His  touch,  and  more  than  once  His 
voice  had  broken  the  spell  of  death.  Who  is  He  ? 
A  few  years  ago  earth  had  not  seen  Him,  yet  He, 
tjie  person  who  lies  prostrate  in  his  agony,  was 
from  all  eternity  the  eternal  Son  of  the  eternal 
Father.  Oh,  what  mystery  is  here !  Who  has 
been  able  to  draw  down  the  Son  of  the  living  God 
from  the  height  of  glory  to  the  profoundest  depths 
of  sorrow  ?  Who  has,  to  all  outward  seeming,  con- 
quered the  Eternal  Word  ?  Has  the  old  struggle 
that  Michael  crushed,  revived  again,  and,  after  long 
waiting,  have  the  rebel  angels  got  the  victory  at 
last?  Not  so.  Two  things  have  done  this  to 
Jesus — love  and  sin  :  love,  that  would  not  see  the 
world  lost  because  of  sin ;  sin,  that  would  have 
ruined  the  world  but  for  love.  Sin  has  done  this  : 
as  Jesus  lies  in  agony  He  is  crushed  to  the  blood- 
stained earth,  by  the  weight  of  all  the  sins  that 
shall  ever  blacken  the  annals  which  the  recording 
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angel  writes  of  the  fallen  world.  The  sin  of  Adam 
— the  fountain  of  earth's  many  miseries — the  fratri 
cide  of  Cain,  the  traitorous  kiss  of  Judas,  all  the 
public  sins  that  have  branded  nations  with  dis- 
grace and  made  the  homes  of  peoples  desolate,  the 
murders,  the  robberies,  the  impurities  with  which 
earth  shall  be  defiled  unto  the  end — all  press  with 
crushing  weight  upon  the  overladen  heart  of  the 
agonizing  Saviour.  The  sins  that  dim  the  glory 
of  youth,  and  those  that  make  unholy  the  death-bed 
of  expiring  age;  the  secret  sins,  committed  where 
no  eye  but  the  eye  of  God  might  see  them,  unknown 
as  yet,  but  which,  surely  as  God  liveth,  shall  be 
shown  in  all  their  black  enormity,  before  the  as- 
sembled race  of  Adam,  when  the  angel's  trump  of 
doom  shall  have  quickened  the  dead  world.  The 
treachery  of  false  friends,  the  slanders  of  lying 
tongues,  the  blasphemies  of  impious  lips,  the  un- 
holy meditations  of  impure  hearts,  the  wiles  of  the 
seducer,  the  unspeakable  malice  of  the  corrupters 
of  youthful  innocence — all  the  sins  of  men,  were 
pressing  at  that  hour  upon  the  innocent  soul  of 
Jesus.  He  had  taken  them  upon  Him  as  if  they 
were  His  own ;  He  had  clothed  Himself  with  them 
as  with  a  garment — they  clung  to  Him  and  mastered 
Him  ;  and  but  for  a  miracle  of  love,  a  miracle 
wrought  that  He  might  reserve  Himself  for  further 
suffering,  He  would  have  died  alone  amid  the 
olives  of  Gethsemane.  No  wonder  that  His  soul 
was  sorrowful  unto  death.  No  wonder  the  cry 
should  have  gone  up  from  His  stricken  heart, 
"  Father,  if  it  be  possible,  let  this  chalice  pass 
from  me."  What !  does  He  shrink  from  the  bitter 
draught  ?  Are  the  world's  hopes  about  to  be  de- 
stroyed ?  Are  the  prophecies  of  the  prophets  about 
to  be  made  vain  ?  Ah,  no.  Sharp  and  bitter 
though  His  sufferings  were,  keen  though  the  agony, 
terrible  as  was  the  prospect  of  the  sufferings  yet  to 
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come,  in  that  sublime  moment  love  conquered  with 
an  easy  victory,  and,  without  a  pause,  our  Saviour, 
now  indeed  our  Saviour  by  solemn  acceptance  of 
the  sacrifice,  cried  aloud,  "  Not  my  will,  but  Thine 
be  done." 

And  now  I  will  ask  each  of  you  a  very  solemn 
question — What  sins  of  yours  weighed  heavy  on 
the  heart  of  Jesus  ;  what  drops  of  bitterness  have 
you  poured  into  the  chalice  of  His  sorrows  ?  Who 
dare  answer — who  dare  rise  up  and  tell  aloud  the 
crimes  of  his,  that  swelled  the  torrent  of  the  sorrows 
of  Gethsemane  ?  Well,  be  silent,  if  you  will;  but 
enter  into  the  secret  chamber  of  your  own  souls, 
that  dark  spot  where  sin  has  buried  the  past  in  a 
•grave  so  unholy,  that  even  memory  fears  to  visit  it 
again,  and  there,  weeping  contrite  tears,  let  them 
fall  into  the  chalice,  and  sweeten  the  bitter  draught 
which  Jesus  emptied  to  the  dregs. 

But  hark  !  the  silence  of  the  night  is  broken  by 
the  tramp  of  hurrying  feet.  Lights  strike  through 
the  distant  shadows ;  the  lonely  agony  is  done ; 
and  Jesus,  rising  from  the  blood-stained  earth,  goes 
forth  to  meet  His  enemies.  One  foe  outstrips  the 
rest,  and  hastens  to  his  prey.  Nearer  he  comes 
and  nearer.  A  foe,  did  I  say  ?  Ah,  surely  not  a 
foe !  There  is  a  smile  upon  his  lips.  Is  not  this 
Judas,  one  of  the  twelve  chosen  by  Him  who  read 
the  human  heart  like  an  open  book— Judas,  who, 
but  a  few  short  hours  ago,  assisted  at  the  first 
Mass,  and  partook  of  the  sublimest  mystery  of 
love  that  even  the  heart  of  the  Man  God  could 
devise  ?  Yes,  it  is  even  Judas  ;  but,  alas  for  human 
gratitude  and  human  faith,  Judas  has  sold  his 
Master — has  put  away  the  memory  of  three  blessed 
years  of  companionship  with  his  God — has  trampled 
on  the  countless  graces  of  a  call  to  the  apostleship. 
He  began  the  night  with  the  first  bad  Communion, 
and  now,  O  God !  the  traitor's  lips  are  on  the  lips 
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of  Jesus.  And  He — He  whose  eye  discerns  the 
blackness  of  the  treacherous  heart — never  thinks 
of  sh jinking  from  the  traitor's  kiss.  The  eyes  that 
look  Sown  to  the  very  depths  of  the  traitor's  heart, 
are  eyes  of  mercy  still.  The  lips  fresh  from  the 
defilement  of  the  traitor's  kiss,  open  to  call  the 
traitor  "  friend."  What !  Judas  called  a  friend  by 
lips  that  never  lie  !  Ah  !  a  mystery  is  here  of  long- 
suffering  love,  which  narrow  hearts  like  ours  can 
never  compass.  "  Friend,  for  what  hast  thou  come  r" 
Men  wouid  call  it  irony  ;  but  irony,  the  child  of 
scorn,  never  found  a  place  on  the  lips  of  Jesus. 
He  pauses,  as  it  were,  upon  the  threshold  of  His 
public  suffering,  to  give  voice  to  a  thought  that  must 
have  risen  in  our  hearts  at  the  spectacle  of  His 
lonely  agony — that,  black  though  be  the  traitorous 
heart,  and  though  the  smile  upon  the  sinner's  lip 
may  be  a  lie  before  high  Heaven,  yet  there  is  no 
hour  while  the  lifeblood  flows,  and  while  the  sinner's 
heart  throbs  on,  in  which  Jesus  is  not  ready,  nay, 
yearning,  to  take  him  to  His  heart  again. 

Jesus  is  led  unresisting  before  the  High  Priest, 
and  stands,  with  all  the  sublime  patience  of  a  de- 
termined purpose,  bearing  the  jeer  and  the  jibe 
and  the  buffet — hurried  from  Caiphas  to  Pilate,  and 
from  Pilate  to  Herod,  through  the  streets  where 
He  had  often  passed,  scattering  blessings  upon 
those  who  mocked  Him  now  in  what  seemed  His 
fall.  But  even  the  malicious  ingenuity  of  those 
who  thirsted  for  His  blood,  fails  to  bring  against 
Him  proof  of  a  single  crime.  Pilate,  a  stranger  to 
the  local  prejudices  of  the  Jews,  can  find  no  cause 
in  Him,  and  publicly  declares  Him  innocent.  But 
they  hunger  for  His  life :  and  voices,  that  but  a  day 
or  two  before  had  cried  "hosanna,"  shriek  hoarsely 
now,  "  Away  with  Him,  away  with  Him ;  crucify 
Him,  crucify  Him/'  And  Pilate,  the  unjust  judge, 
worked  upon  by  a  skilful  appeal  to  his  personal 
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interest,  yielded  to  their  outcries.  Yielded,  but  not 
without  a  struggle,  for  he  who  was  not  noble  enough 
to  fight  for  justice  against  personal  interest  yet  felt 
remorse  enough  to  make  him  stoop  to  artifice.  He 
brings  before  them  Jesus  and  Barabbas.  One  of 
them  must  needs  be  put  to  death  :  which  it  is  to 
be,  let  the  people  judge.  Who  Jesus  was,  we  know  ; 
but,  who  was  Barabbas  ?  A  notorious  malefactor, 
a  robber  and  a  murderer,  one  who  had  outraged 
every  law,  human  and  divine,  and  trampled  on 
every  ordinance  that  keeps  society  together.  His 
hand  had  been  against  every  man,  and  every  man's 
hand  against  him,  till  at  length,  wearied  by  his 
crimes,  men  had  risen  against  him,  as  against  some 
savage  beast :  he  had  been  hunted  to  his  lair,  and 
all  Jerusalem  had  rejoiced  when  he  was  led  fettered 
to  her  prisons.  And  yet,  impelled  by  the  demon 
passion  of  mad  cruelty  and  furious  injustice,  they 
have  taken  Barabbas,  and  rejected  Jesus,  and  in 
words  -that  thrill  one  in  the  reading,  even  after 
eighteen  hundred  years,  they  invoked  on  them- 
selves the  curse  that  has  worked  so  visibly  ever 
since — "  His  blood  be  upon  us  and  upon  our  chil- 
dren." Surely,  it  would  seem  that,  even  the  far- 
reaching  wisdom  of  God  was  well-nigh  exhausted 
in  devising  every  circumstance  that  could  invest 
the  passion  with  unexampled  bitterness.  But,  while 
we  reprobate  the  conduct  of  the  Jewish  rabble,  and 
turn  with  horror  from  the  story  of  their  injustice, 
lo,  a  question  that  must  be  answered,  starts  up  from 
the  depths  of  awakened  conscience — Can  it  be  pos- 
sible that  we,  even  we,  have  sometimes  rejected 
Jesus,  and  taken  to  our  hearts  the  Barabbas  of 
some  vile  passion  ? 

The  sentence  has  been  passed,  and  Jesus  has 
been  handed  over  to  a  brutal  soldiery.  Who  can 
tell  the  story  of  that  long  night  of  anguish  I  We 
may  not  pause  to  mark  the  stages  of  that  agony ; 
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a  lifetime  would  not  suffice  to  realise  a  tithe  of  the 
bitterness  that  was  in  it.  We  may  not  pause  to 
detail  how  the  scourge  tore  and  hissed  through  His 
sacred  flesh,  and  left  such  disfigurement  upon  Him, 
that  even  Mary,  save  by  the  unerring  instinct  of  a 
mother's  love,  would  scarce  have  "known  the  son 
whom  she  had  borne ;  how  the  thorny  crown  pressed 
heavy  on  His  aching  temples,  each  thorn  a  very 
passion  in  itself;  how  the  soldiers  mocked  and 
spat  upon  Him,  and  vexed  His  overborne  heart 
with  words  of  bitterest  insult ;  how  His  disciples 
fled  from  Him  in  His  sorest  need ;  and  how  one, 
the  one  whom  He  had  distinguished  above  the  rest, 
frighted  by  the  sound  of  a  woman's  voice,  thrice 
denied  Him  with  an  oath. 

Laden,  at  length,  with  the  heavy  cross,  Jesus 
goes  on  to  Calvary.  Thrice  did  He  fall  upon  that 
last  sad  journey,  and  thrice  the  brutal  soldiers 
dragged  Him  to  His  feet  again.  Never  since  the 
world  began  was  seen,  and  never  shall  be  seen 
again  till  the  world  shall  end,  a  journey  such  as 
this.  Amid  the  yells  and  curses  of  a  furious  crowd, 
uncheered  save  by  the  tears  of  a  few  women  of 
Jerusalem,  He  goes  onward  to  the  doom  which  men 
had  pronounced  against  their  God.  At  length  He 
comes  to  Calvary.  And,  oh  !  surely  now,  there  has 
been  suffering  enough  :  surely  God  will  stay  the 
arm  of  His  vengeance  against  Him  Who  is  laden 
with  the  self-imposed  burden  of  the  sins  of  men, 
surely  God  will  be  as  merciful  to  His  only  begotten 
Son  as  He  was  of  old  to  the  son  of  Abraham,  and 
will  provide  another  victim.  But  no  ;  there  comes 
no  voice  from  heaven  to  stay  the  sacrifice — the 
Lord  of  Hosts  must  die. 

Stripped  violently  of  His  garments,  which  cling 
to  His  wounded  flesh,  He  is  laid  upon  the  cross, 
and  the  execution  commences.  The  rough  nails 
tear   and   crash   through    bone,   and    sinew,    and 
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muscle ;  the  heart  grows  sick  with  agony,  the 
frame  convulses,  and  through  the  tortured  body  a 
wave  of  anguish  surges,  as  if  upon  each  straining 
nerve  there  hung  a  separate  agonising  life.  The  ^ 
cross  is  lifted  up,  and  dropped  into  its  place  with  a 
shock  that  strains  each  nerve,  and  opens  every 
wound  again.  Three  hours— oh!  what  hours  of 
agony  unutterable — He  hung  upon  the  cross,  and 
then,  amid  the  darkness  of  an  affrighted  world, 
bowing  down  His  weary,  wounded  head,  crying 
out  with  a  loud  voice,  "All  is  consummated,"  Jesus 
died.  Yes,  it  was  consummated — the  mysteries  of 
three-and-thirty  years  have  found  an  explanation 
in  that  death-cry.  The  chains  have  fallen  from 
the  race  of  Adam — the  world  has  been  redeemed.        ^ 

And  now,  standing  sadly  beneath  the  cross,  <W~£ 
looking  up  through  blinding  tears  on  the  face  of 
the  dead  Christ,  we  ask — Who  has  done  this  ?  Is 
there  one  who  listens  whose  soul  is  stained  with 
deadly  sin  ?  To  him  I  say,  thou  art  the  man.  Thou 
it  was,  and  not  another,  who  pressed  the  chalice 
to  His  lips  amid  the  olives  of  Gethsemani ;  thou 
it  was,  and  not  another,  who  kissed  Him  with  the 
treacherous  kiss  of  Judas  ;  thy  hand  hath  plied  the 
cruel  scourge,  hath  pressed  upon  His  aching  brow 
the  crown  of  thorns ;  thou  hast  preferred  to  Him  tHhO 
the  robber,  Barabbas,  hast  made  His  cross  so  heavy 
and  so  hard  to  bear.  Yes ;  God  though  He  was, 
sinless  though  He  was,  thy  sin  hath  killed  Him. 

And  is  there  pardon  any  more  for  sin,  since  sin 
has  done  a  deed  like  this  ?  Ah  !  look  up  into  that 
dead  face,  and  see,  if  even  death  has  had  the  power 
to  banish  the  lines  of  deepest  tenderness.  Who  dare 
stand  beneath  the  cross  and  say  that,  it  is  hard  for 
sin  to  be  forgiven  ?  Who,  in  those  hours  of  agony 
— hours  the  most  sacred  and  most  solemn  that  the 
world  can  ever  witness — who  stood  by  Him  in  His 
agony  ?     Mary  might  well  be  there,  for  she  was 


<pt> 


48  SERMONS. 

His  mother,  and  she  was  sinless ;  John  might  well 
be  there,  for  Jesus  loved  him  for  his  purity ;  but 
Magdalen — she,  who  but  a  little  while  ago  had  lifted 
an  unblushing  brow  of  sin  in  the  streets  of  Jerusalem 
— should  such  a  one  as  she  be  there  ?  Oh !  dear 
Jesus,  Thou  wouldst  have  it  so ;  and  what  sinner 
can  hesitate  to  approach  Thee,  when  he  knows  that 
the  last  look  of  love  from  an  expiring  Saviour  was 
shared  alike  by  Mary  the  sinless  and  Mary  the 
sinner. 

But,  one  thing  is  necessary — sincere  repentance. 
With  it  Judas  had  been  saved,  without  it  Peter 
would  have  perished.  All  powerful  in  its  efficacy 
though  the  blood  of  Jesus  be,  there  is  just  one 
thing  it  will  not  do.  It  will  not,  may  not,  cannot 
save  the  unrepenting  sinner.  Let  us  ask  Him  by 
all  the  memories  of  which  this  night  is  full,  to  turn 
on  us  such  a  look  as  that  with  which  He  looked  at 
Peter.  Let  us  ask  Mary — whom,  in  His  hour  of 
bitterest  anguish,  He  forgot  not  to  leave  us  as  our 
mother — to  turn  her  eyes  of  mercy  on  us.  And, 
oh !  when  we,  too,  come  to  die,  when  the  pale  lips 
tremble  in  the*  agony,  may  those  sweet  names  be 
last  to  linger  on  them.  And  when  our  weary 
hearts  throb  on  to  the  great  silence  of  death,  may 
every  throb  go  up  to  God,  laden  with  the  two  acts 
we  learn  from  the  mystery  of  the  Cross — an  act  of 
sorrow  and  an  act  of  love.     Amen. 
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My  Brethren,  when  those  we  love  have  come  to 
die,  when  the  parting  has  taken  place  that  gives  to 
death  a  bitterness  which  else  it  would  not  have, 
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when  we  long  in  vain  for  the  well-remembered 
greeting  of  the  now  cold  hand,  and  the  music  of 
the  voice  that  has  gone  silent,  how  we  cling  to 
every  object  that  can  bring  back  the  memory  of 
the  past !  The  light  has  left  the  eyes  of  the  dead 
friend,  but  on  everything  they  used  to  look  upon 
whilst  living,  they  left  a  spell  that  can  unseal  the 
fount  of  tears.  The  warm  hand  has  grown  motion- 
less and  cold,  but  on  everything  it  touched,  it  has 
left  a  peculiar  sacredness.  And  so,  following  the 
irresistible  promptings  of  the  nature  that  is  in 
them,  the  world's  mourners  treasure  up  the  relics 
of  the  buried  past. 

Now,  my  brethren,  grace  does  not  destroy  nature, 
it  presupposes  it  and  builds  on  it — it  elevates  its 
faculties,  it  purines  its  powers,  it  ennobles  *all  its 
instincts.  And  hence  it  is  not  wonderful  that,  under 
the  operation  and  in  the  sphere  of  grace,  we  should 
find  developed  in  their  noblest  forms,  the  instincts 
of  the  human  heart.  Can  we  wonder,  then,  that 
the  shadow  of  the  cross  falls  upon  the  myriad 
altars  of  the  Church  ?  can  we  wonder  that,  it  was 
under  that  sacred  standard  she  has  marched  to  all 
the  victories,  that  make  her  history  the  wondrous 
record  that  it  is  ?  Can  we  wonder  that,  in  her 
darkest  hour  of  peril,  when  her  power  was  assailed 
by  external  enemies,  and  when  her  heart  was 
bleeding  because  of  the  treachery  of  recreant 
children,  the  Cross  has  sweetened  the  waters  of 
her  bitterness,  and  given  priceless  value  to  the 
tears  of  her  affliction  ?  Ah !  no,  my  brethren,  k 
could  not  be  otherwise.  The  altar  of  the  great 
sacrifice  can  never  lose  its  hold  on  the  affections  of 
a  ransomed  race  :  the  wood  which  the  wounded 
body  of  the  Saviour  touched,  which  was  purpled 
with  His  sacred  blood,  must  remain  forever  an 
object  of  peculiar  veneration.  Nay  more-— even  to 
those  who,  by  a  special  instinct  of  wickedness,  have 
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brought  themselves  to  hate  the  cross,  and  to  scoff 
at  the  mysteries  which  it  symbolises — even  to  those 
it  can  never  become  an  object  of  contempt :  for 
they  must  acknowledge  that  it  has  gone  forth  with 
wondrous  power  upon  the  wTorld.  It  has  subjected 
kings  and  princes  to  its  sway ;  it  has  moulded 
human  genius,  and  modified  human  thought ;  it 
has  gone  into  the  family  and  into  the  state,  and 
has  left  its  mark  on  both ;  and  what  was  once  the 
disgraceful  gibbet  of  the  malefactor,  has  come  to  be 
the  symbol  of  the  greatest  power  that  has  arisen 
among  the  sons  of  men. 

But  to  us,  my  brethren,  who  share  in  all  the 
sympathies  of  the  household  of  faith — to  us  who 
feel  that  our  eternal  destinies  are  bound  up  in  the 
story  with  which  the  cross  is  eloquent — how  grate- 
ful a  thing  it  is,  to  go  back  upon  that  story,  and 
refresh  Our  world- worn  hearts,  with  the  sweetness  of 
its  music !  Looking,  then,  upon  the  past  and  on 
the  present,  and  opening  up  the  future  by  the  aid 
of  prophecy,  the  story  of  the  cross  seems  naturally 
to  divide  itself  into  three  great  stages — the  stage 
of  conflict,  the  stage  of  triumph,  and  the  stage  of 
final  victory,  which  it  shall  have,  when  the  angel's 
trump  of  doom  shall  have  quickened  the  dead 
world. 

(i.)  It  had  its  stage  of  conflict.  In  the  last  dis- 
course which  Jesus  delivered  to  His  disciples,  on 
the  night  before  His  passion,  He  told  them  that  the 
world  would  hate  them — that  the  enmity  which  was 
placed  by  the  ordinance  of  God,  between  the  serpent 
and  the  woman's  seed,  was  about  to  become  mani- 
fest, in  the  conflict  which  should  go  on  forevel 
between  the  upholders  of  the  kingdom  which  Ha 
established,  and  the  myriad  followers  of  the  prince 
of  darkness.  And,  in  the  early  days  of  the  Apostle's 
mission,  while  the  figure  of  a  dead  Christ  wTas  loom- 
ing amid  the  shadows  of  the  Church's  mourning, 
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the  words  began  to  be  fulfilled.  When  their  timid 
souls  were  strengthened,  and  their  tepid  hearts 
grew  hot  with  the  fire  of  Pentecost,  they  raised 
aloft  the  standard  of  the  cross  in  which  they  gloried, 
and  went  forth  to  battle  with  the  powers  of  earth. 
It  was  a  wondrous  thing  to  see ;  and  looking  at 
their  means  of  warfare,  and  knowing  now  the 
victory  they  have  gained,  we  need  scarce  another 
proof  that  their  mission  was  divine.  Just  think  of 
it,  my  brethren.  In  an  obscure  corner  of  the  world, 
there  had  grown  up  a  hunted  nation.  They  claimed 
for  themselves  an  antiquity,  that  carried  the  mind 
back  to  the  time  when  the  history  of  the  leading 
nations  of  the  earth  was  wrapped  around  in  the 
shadows  of  fable.  They  had  their  history  carefully 
preserved,  and  its  pages  were  crowded  with  the 
strangest  assertions,  and  the  most  miraculous  inci- 
dents. It  could  be  seen  at  a  glance,  that  they  were 
a  peculiar  people,  isolated,  by  almost  every  feature 
of  their  national  polity,  from  the  other  families  o 
the  human  race.  And  yet  they  boasted  that,  in 
some  mysterious  way,  the  destinies  of  mankind 
were  bound  up  with  the  history  of  their  nation. 
Their  prophets  had  spoken  of  a  Messiah— of  one 
whom  God  was  to  send  to  lead  His  people.  The 
words  of  promise  had  rung  in  the  ears  of  the  Jewish 
patriarch,  and  his  heart  swelled  high  with  hope. 
But,  ah !  the  watch,  hopeful  though  it  was,  grew  weary 
because  of  the  delay.  King  after  king  went  down 
from  the  throne  of  Judah  to  the  tomb,  sad  at 
heart,  because  he  had  not  lived  to  see  the  Messiah. 
Prophet  after  prophet  sate  in  his  lonely  watch- 
tower,  looking  through  the  darkness,  watching, 
waiting,  hoping  for  the  faintest  glimmer  of  the 
dawn.  Each  generation  went  to  the  tomb  with 
hope  for  the  generation  yet  to  come;  and  when  the 
Jewish  father  blessed  his  son  upon  his  death-bed, 
his  fondest  prayer  was,  that  his  child  might  live  to 
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see  the  crowning  glory  of  his  race,  in  the  rising  of 
the  "  Sun  of  Justice.''  But  time  went  on ;  the 
earthly  power  had  passed  from  the  house  of  David, 
his  sceptre  was  broken,  and  the  diadem  of  Judah's 
princes  was  humbled  in  the  dust.  A  pagan  and  a 
stranger  ruled  in  the  palaces  of  Israel,  and  the 
-Roman  soldier  tramped  hourly  through  the  streets 
of  the  Holy  City,  whose  every  stone  was  hallowed 
by  memories  of  the  long  glories  of  the  fallen  people. 
And  in  this  their  hour  of  desolation,  there  appeared 
a  Man,  Who  claimed  to  unite  in  Himself  the  qualities, 
with  which  the  tongues  of  prophets  had  gifted  the 
Messiah  Who  was  to  come.  He  had  gone  among 
the  people,  and  had  confirmed  His  claims  by 
stupendous  miracles.  He  had  made  the  blind  to 
see  and  the  dumb  to  speak,  and  more  than  once 
His  voice  had  pierced  beyond  the  barriers  of  the 
tomb,  had  pierced  unlistening  ears,  and  quickened 
hearts  whose  throbbing  death  had  stopped,  men 
thought,  for  ever.  But — blind,  they  saw  not— deaf, 
they  did  not  hear,  and  the  people  whom  He  had 
come  to  save,  fastened  Him  to  a  cross.  But  His 
doctrine  died  not  with  Him  ;  He  had  sown  the 
little  seed,  that  was  one  day  to  grow  into  a  mighty 
tree,  under  whose  branches  the  world's  weary  hearts 
were  to  find  repose.  And  now,  my  brethren,  behold 
the  solemn  spectacle:  twelve  men,  poor  in  the 
world's  riches,  unskilled  in  the  world's  learning, 
go  forth  to  conquer  the  world.  Surely,  my  brethren, 
the  success  that  would  come  from  such  a  mission, 
must  be  a  success  that  comes  from  God.  And  now 
commenced  that  long  struggle,  between  the  world 
and  the  Cross,  that  will  only  end  when  the  Cross  is 
borne  by  angels,  before  the  vijctorious  Judge  of  the 
living  and  the  dead.  Men  began  to  feel  that  there 
was  abroad  a  mysterious  influence  which  they  could 
not  understand.  The  new  doctrines,  strong  with 
the  might  of  truth,  and  attractive  by  their  intrinsic 
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beauty,  won  upon  the  hearts  of  men.  They  stole 
upon  the  world  like  strains  of  half- forgotten  music, 
and  wakened  echoes  that  all  the  world's  voices 
could  not  stifle.  It  made  its  proselytes  in  the 
corrupt  city  that  ruled  the  world ;  voices  from  the 
catacombs  sounded  in  the  chambers  of  pagan 
palaces,  and  hearts  that  had  been  steeped  in  world- 
liness,  recognised  their  teaching  as  divine.  And, 
oh  !  my  brethren,  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  They 
had  drained  the  cup  of  pleasure  to  the  dregs,  and 
had  found  it  very  bitter  ;  they  had  felt  their  weary 
hearts  turn  with  half  despair,  to  a  vague  something 
that  might  satisfy  its  cravings,  but  hitherto  they 
found  it  not.  And  here  was  presented  to  them  a 
teaching,  which  surpassed  in  sublimitythe  teaching 
of  the  wisest,  and  a  morality,  purer  and  less  earthly 
than  pagan  sage  had  ever  dreamed  in  his  hour  of 
austerest  wisdom.  Here  they  found  the  mystery  of 
life  explained,  and  the  darkness  cleared  away,  that 
had  shrouded  the  world's  destiny.  Here  they  found 
an  object  worthy  of  immortal  spirits,  and  a  means 
to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  their  weary  hearts.  But, 
my  brethren,  the  new  religion  made  its  way  not 
without  a  struggle.  For  centuries,  a  cloud  of  perse- 
cution hung  over  the  Clmrch,  and  her  children 
were  baptised  in  blood.  For  centuries,  the  throne 
of  Peter  was  the  surest  passage  to  the  martyr's 
grave,  and  the  mitred  fronts  of  the  Church's  sainted 
prelates  became  the  mark  for  the  tyrant's  deadliest 
vengeance.  Surely,  my  brethren,  truth  has  the  in- 
alienable right  to  penetrate  into  any  empire,  with- 
out paying  the  tribute  of  blood.  But  God  designed, 
in  the  early  stages  of  the  Cross's  progress,  to  show 
that  those  who  marched  beneath  that  sacred 
standard,  could  give  their  lives  for  the  cause  which 
they  upheld.  He  determined  that,  for  three  centuries 
Peter  and  his  successors — for,  in  that  time,  but  two 
popes  died  quietly  in  their  beds — should  give  their 
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blood  to  seal  their  testimony,  and  make  the  infant 
Church  independent,  with  the  independence  that 
comes  of  utter  fearlessness  of  death.  And,  not  in 
vain  was  the  copious  bloodshedding  of  the  martyred 
followers  of  the  Cross.  It  produced  fruit  a  thou- 
sandfold, and,  one  day,  when,  by  all  the  calculations 
of  human  prudence,  the  event  seemed  most  unlikely, 
it  came  like  a  thunderclap  on  the  ears  of  men,  that 
the  ruler  of  the  world,  who  swayed  the  sceptre  of 
the  Caesars,  had  given  in  his  adherence  to  the  per- 
secuted creed. 

(2.)  And  then  the  Church  entered  on  her  second 
stage — her  stage  of  triumph.  The  proud  princes 
of  Rome  wept  tears  of  sorrow,  at  the  tombs  of  those 
whom  their  predecessors  had  slain,  and  the  diadem 
of  the  world's  masters,  lay  humbled  in  the  dust  of 
buried  saints.  Freed  from  the  lengthened  persecu- 
tion of  the  past,  the  Church  began  to  perfect  her 
organisation.  The  voices  of  her  doctors  were 
eloquent  in  the  explanation  of  her  dogmas,  and 
the  harmonious  teaching  of  her  councils  silenced 
the  swelling  voices  of  heresy.  The  Cross  went 
onward  through  the  world,  conquering  and  to 
conquer.  Kingdom  after  kingdom  was  added  to 
the  fold  of  Christ.  The  Church  took  up  what 
civilization  she  found,  and  left  a  mark  on  it,  which 
even  her  deadliest  enemies  must  acknowledge  to  be 
ineffaceable.  She  took  the  rough  barbarians  who 
were  laying  Europe  desolate,  and  she  moulded 
them  into  a  Christian  people,  with  a  strong  hand 
and  a  determined  purpose.  North  and  south,  and  east 
and  west,  her  footsteps  passed,  with  a  music  like 
the  tramp  Of  armies,  and  a  power  that  could  come 
only  from  the  God  of  Battles.  She  has  seen  king- 
dom after  kingom  rise,  and  rule,  and  perish,  and 
yet  she  grows  not  old ;  she  has  seen  histories 
begun  and  finished,  and  yet  she  has  not  failed ; 
she  has  fixedher  capital  among  the  tombs  of  her 
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persecutors,  arid,  from  the  crumbled  monuments  of 
the  faded  glory  Of  the  buried  Csesars,  the  voice  of 
one  old  man,  seated  on  the  throne  of  the  first  pope, 
who,  in  the  old  time,  came  to  Rome  to  be  crucified, 
can  speak  with  mystic  power,  to  the  hearts  and 
consciences  of  millions. 

{3.)  But,  my  brethren,  there  is  yet  another  stage 
in  which  we  may  contemplate  the  Cross.  It  is  in 
the  stage  of  final  victory.  When  the  recording 
angel  shall  have  written  down  the  latest  thought 
of  him  who  shall  be  last  to  die ;  when  the  angel's 
trump  of  doom  shall  ring  through  the  dead  world  ; 
when  the  assembled  sons  of  Adam  shall  stand,  with 
various  feelings,  waiting  to  be  judged,  then,  there 
shall  be  a  growing  brightness  in  the  distant  east, 
and,  borne  by  hosts  of  angels,  the  standard  of  the 
Cross  will  herald  the  approach  of  Him,  to  Whom  it 
has  been  given  to  judge  the  living  and  the  dead. 
That  will  be  the  hour  when  the  Cross  shall  be 
vindicated  against  the  sneers  of  those  who  deemed 
it  folly,  and  the  cold  neglect  of  those  who  treated 
It  with  indifference.  And,  when  the  judgment  shall 
be  passed  and  done ;  when  the  blessed  promise  of 
eternal  joy  shall  have  thrilled  the  gladdened  hearts 
of  those  who  have  fought  and  conquered;  when  the 
sentence  of  eternal  reprobation  shall  ring  like  a 
knell  that  will  sound  forever  and  forever,  in  the  ears 
of  the  accursed ;  the  victorious  Cross  will  be  carried 
back  amid  the  canticles  of  the  elect,  and  shall 
gladden  their  eyes,  for  all  eternity,  in  the  kingdom 
they  have  won.  And,  oh!  my  brethren,  what  shall 
be  our  part  in  that  dreadful  day  ?  Shall  the  Cross 
bring  joy  to  us,  or  shall  it  bring  despair  ?  Ah!  my 
brethren,  let  us  see  to  it  in  time.  It  depends  upon 
our  conduct  here,  whether  we  shall  look  with  glad- 
ness or  with  dread  on  the  emblem  of  our  salvation. 
We  may  delude  ourselves  for  a  little  while,  we  may 
sink  into  neglectful  slumber,  and  purchase  at  the 
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fearful  price  of  our  immortal  souls,  the  delusive 
peace  that  comes  of  want  of  thought.  But,  one  day 
there  shall  come  an  awakening,  and  then,  there  can 
be  peace  no  more.  There  are  some  sad  awaken- 
ings even  in  this  world.  It  is  sad  to  dream  at 
night  of  vanished  joys — to  feel  the  pressure  of  hands 
that  have  long  mouldered  into  dust — to  hear  the 
sound  of  voices  that  are  still,  and  to  seem  to  see 
again  the  shadowy  forms  of  the  loved  and  lost,  and, 
then  to  wake^  and  find  it  but  a  dream.  It  is  sad  for 
the  poor  Criminal,  on  the  night  before  his  execution, 
to  dream  of  the  home  of  his  childhood;  to  seem  to 
lisp  again  his  childish  prayers,  at  the  knees  of  the 
mother  whom  his  crimes  have  killed ;  to  seem  to 
live  again  in  the  days  when  his  heart  was  innocent ; 
and  then,  to  be  awakened  by  the  knell  that  tolls 
away  the  scanty  remnant  of  his  life.  But,  oh  !  my 
brethren,  what  are  awakenings  such  as  these,  to 
that  of  the  self-deluding  sinner,  whose  dream  of 
forgetfulness  is  broken  by  a  summons  to  judgment  ? 
But,  my  brethren,  with  all  the  triumphs  of  the 
Cross  there  is  one  name  inseparably  linked — it  is 
the  name  of  Mary.  As  she  was  appointed  the 
earthly  guardian  of  the  Saviour,  so,  it  would  seem, 
has  §he  been  appointed  the  guardian  of  His  Church. 
That  name  in  every  age  has  been  a  tower  of  strength. 
It  sounded  in  the  early  councils  above  the  din  of 
faction,  and  heresy  could  not  stand  before  its  mystic 
power.  As  she  stood,  with  all  a  mother's  watchful- 
ness, beside  the  cradle  of  the  Incarnate  God,  so  has 
she  stood  since,  jealously  guarding  the  mystery  of 
the  Incarnation.  As  she:  stood  beneath  the  Cross 
amid  the  shadows  of  Calvary,  so  has  she  stood  beneath 
it  ever  in  its  hour  of  trial  and  its  hour  of  triumph. 
In  every  age  she  has  had  her  special  mission 
to  conquer  heresy,  and  to  battle  with  the  evils  of 
the  time.  And,  in  our  own  days,  when  the  spirit  of 
lbs  age  was  a  spirit  of  growing  indifference,  when, 
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by  a  seeming  liberality  which  was  the  caricature 
of  Christian  charity,  which  Satan  preached  to  his 
followers,  men  began  to  think  lightly  of  sin,  then 
Mary  came  as  the  champion  of  truth ;  and,  by  the 
definition  of  the  Immaculate*  Conception,  the  enor- 
mity of  sin  was  made  manifest  by  the  fact  that,  the 
most  glorious  privilege  that  God  bestowed!  upon 
the  mother  of  His  Son  was,  that  she  should  be  con- 
ceived without  a  stain.  If,  then,  we  wish — as  who 
would  not  wish — to  fight  upon  the  side  of  the  Cross, 
we  must  take  our  part  with  Mary.  We  cannot  go 
to  Jesus  but  through  her ;  where  the  Son  is,  the~° 
also  is  the  mother.  Let  us,  then,  on  this  month, 
which  the  instinct  of  filial  affection  has  consecrated 
to  her  honour,  let  us  seek  her  aid  and  invoke  her 
patronage ;  let  us  ask  her  to  enlist  us,  under  her 
special  patronage,  in  th_  army  of  the  Cross.  And 
then,  when  the  angel's  trumpet  shall  have  quickened 
the  dead  world — when  the  standard  of  the  Cross 
shall  be  borne  aloft  by  angels — her  eyes  of  mercy 
will  dispel  the  terrors  of  die  judgment,  and,  antici- 
pating the  solemn  sentence  of  the  Judge,  will  tell  us 
that  it  is  well  with  us  for  ever.    Amen. 
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(June  29.) 

Every  Catholic — for  the  one  sufficient  reason  that 
^ie  is  a  Catholic— should  feel  and  cherish  a  special 
devotion  to  St.  Peter ;  should  love  to  dwell  upon 
his  life5  from  its  first  rough  training  by  the  Sea  of 
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Galilee  to  the  far  rougher  discipline,  by  which  the 
hands  of  pagan  persecutors  gave  the  last  touch  to 
his  lifelong  preparation  for  his  eternal  crown. 

What  a  life  it  was  !  As  Peter  stood,  on  the  day 
of  his  martyrdom,  on  the  frowning  height  of  the 
dark  Janiculum,  what  a  life  lay  behind  him  in  the 
retrospect !  Thus  far  had  he  come  from  his  Eastern 
home,  to  look  down  on  Rome,  and  die  for  Jesus. 
Far  away  now,  was  lonely  Palestine,  but  so  clear 
to  his  mental  vision,  that  his  dying  thoughts  might 
set  themselves  to  the  well-remembered  music  of 
tl.e  waves  of  Galilee,  that  had  attuned  the  dreams 
of  his  boyhood,  and  had  mingled  with  the  aspira- 
tions of  his  youth.  How,  at  such  an  hour,  he  would 
recall  the  day,  that  had  risen  just  like  other  days 
that  had  left  no  memory,  but  which  had  been  to 
him  a  day,  such  as  day  had  never  been  before,  when 
He,  the  Master,  Whom  the  Heavenly  Father  re- 
vealed to  be  Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God, 
came  and  took  refuge  in  his  boat  from  the  pressure 
of  the  multitude !  How  the  happy  days  flew  by, 
when  his  heart  burned  within  him,  with  the  per- 
sonal presence  of  Him,  Whom  he  loved  more  than 
the  others  ;  how  the  headship  of  the  Church  had 
been  conferred  on  him  ;  and  how,  in  a  way  that  to 
him  seemed  natural — so  natural  had  the  super- 
natural become  to  him — the  prophecy  was  about 
to  be  fulfilled,  and  that,  at  last,  he  was  about  to 
receive  the  final  instalment  of  the  legacy  which 
Christ  had  left  to  His  followers — the  hatred  of  the 
world ! 

To  speak  at  such  a  length,  as  would  befit  the 
theme,  of  the  historic  glories  of  St.  Peter ;  to  cele- 
brate his  triumph,  whose,  in  a  manner,  may  every 
triumph  of  the  Church  be  said  to  be ;  to  draw  a 
picture  of  that  apostolic  life  ;  and  to  do  this,  wor- 
thily— would  be  a  task,  for  a  longer  time  than  this, 
and  for  another  hand  than  mine. 
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Fortunately,  however,  there  is  no  special  need  to 
do  so,  to-day.  The  panegyric  of  a  saint,  above  all, 
of  such  a  saint  as  Peter,  is  not  as  the  panegyric  of 
other  men.  It  is  not  so  much  oh  the  glories  of  a 
life,  that  belongs  altogether  to  the  past,  we  have  to 
dwell,  as  on  the  characteristics  of  a  life  that  still 
continues  to  belong  to  the  present ;  and,  the  fruit 
we  should  propose  to  ourselves  to  derive  from  this 
festival  of  St.  Peter,  is,  not  that  of  abarren  admiration 
for  glories  which  we  may  not  emulate,  but  the  fruit 
of  a  more  perfect  knowledge  of  those  saintly  cha- 
racteristics Which,  the  humblest,  in  his  own  measure, 
should  seek  to  attain.  I  shall,  therefore,  strive  to 
put  before  you  to-day,  a  few  of  what  seem  to  me  to 
be  the  special  features  of  St.  Peter's  character,  as  it 
is  revealed  to  us  in  the  Holy  Gospels. 

It  is  a  remarkable,  perhaps  I  should  say  rather, 
significant,  fact  that  almost  the  only  picture  of 
character ',  as  such,  given  in  the  Gospel,  is  given  in 
the  case  of  St.  Peter.  The  sayings  and  doings  ot 
others  are  recorded,  but,  in  an  isolated  sort  of  way, 
as  if  it  were  no  object  of  the  Evangelist  to  reveal 
the  man,  when  recording  his  word  or  his  work. 
But,  in  the  case  of  Peter,  it  is  far  otherwise.  There 
is,  in  what  is  told  of  him,  wThat  I  will  venture  to  call 
a  dramatic  keeping,  so  that,  after  reading  a  few 
passages,  when  another  occurs,  even  if  no  name 
were  given,  we  would  be  at  once  inclined  to  say, 
"That  must  have  been  Peter/'  Thus,  when  we 
read  in  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke,  that  a  "  certain 
disciple"  cut  off  the  ear  of  the  servant  of  the  High 
Priest,  I  think,  when  we  find  in  John  that  this 
disciple  was  Peter,  we  receive  this  information  not 
so  much  in  the  light  of  a  new  truth,  as  of  the  proof 
of  a  foregone  conclusion. 

The  characteristics  of  St.  Peter,  to  which  I  would 
call  your  attention,  are  three:  (i)  his  practical 
earnestness,  (2)  his  faith,  and  (3)  his  love*     And, 
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what  I  have  called,  the  keeping-  of  his  character, 
is  evident  from  the  fact  that,  his  earnestness  was 
just  such  as  would  have  naturally  disposed  him 
to  faith,  and  his  earnestness  and  faith  together, 
both  naturally  and  supernaturally,  resulted  in 
love. 

First,  then,  his  practical  earnestness.  It  is  visible 
in  everything  we  read  of  him  ;  visible  in  his  putting 
himself  forward,  on  every  solemn  occasion,  to  give 
the  right  answer  at  the  right  time ;  visible  in  his 
first  refusal  to  let  Christ  wash  his  feet,  and  his 
after  entreaty  that  He  would  wash  his  hands  and 
his  head ;  visible  in  his  bringing  our  Lord  aside, 
and  rebuking  Him  for  saying  that  He  was  about 
to  suffer ;  but,  visible  most  of  all,  and  in  a  way  that 
commends  itself  to  us  as  an  example,  in  his  .recep- 
tion of  truth.  Some  people  hold  a  truth,  as  it  were, 
at  arm's  length,  and  look  at  it ;  others  receive  it 
with  their  intellect  only ;  others,  again,  with  their 
intellect  and  their  imagination  ;  a  few  receive  it, 
besides,  with  some  portion,  though  not  all,  of  their 
will.  Peter  received  it  with  his  whole  moral  and 
intellectual  nature.  It  was  to  him,  not  merely  a 
truth,  but  a  fruitful  one — not  merely,  a  proposition 
to  be  received  as  an  addition  to  knowledge,  but 
also,  and  at  once,  as  a  foundation  for  practice.  I 
shall  just  give  one  instance  :  it  is  his  calling.  Jesus 
performs  a  miracle.  Peter  believes  in  him ;  but 
what  does  he  do  ?  Does  he  merely  profess  his 
faith  ?  No  ;  in  that  warm,  earnest  nature,  truth 
had  borne  a  harvest  at  its  very  planting,  and 
Peter  cried  out,  not,  as  might  have  been  expected, 
"  I  believe,"  but,  "  Depart  from  me,  for  I  am  a 
sinful  man,  O  Lord,"  thus  showing  that  he  had 
advanced,  at  one  bound,  from  faith  to  the  deepest 
principle  that  underlies  sanctity — personal  hu- 
mility. Here,  then,  is  a  lesson  to  us  in  our  medi- 
tations on  the  truths  of  faith — not  to  rest  in  mere 
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speculation,  however  sublime,  but  to  translate  it  at 
once  into  a  practical  resolution. 

The  second  characteristic  is  his  faith.  Peter  it 
is  who,  in  circumstances  where  faith  was  hard, 
made  it,  at  once  supremely  easy  and  eminently 
rational,  by  placing  it  on  its  real  foundation  by  the 
words,  "  Lord,  to  whom  shall  we  go  but  to  Thee  ?" 
He  it  was  who,  when  the  question  was  proposed 
by  Christ,  "Whom  do  you  say  that  I  am?" — a 
question  which  the  Church  has  been  answering 
ever  since — Peter  it  was  who,  instinctively  antici- 
pating the  office  for  which  Christ  had  predestined 
him  :  Peter,  acting  by  anticipation  as  Pope,  and  in 
a  way  that  his  successors  have  ever  since  imitated, 
putting  aside  the  vain  opinions  of  men,  declared, 
in  words  so  trenchant  that  they  read  like  the  decree 
of  a  Council,  "Thou  art  Christ,  the  Son  of  the 
living  God."  Now,  as  then,  Peter  is  the  doctor  of 
the  Church.  As  our  present  Holy  Father  orjce 
beautifully  expressed  It,  "  Simon  dies,  but  Peter 
lives  for  ever."  We  should  ask  him  to-day  to 
obtain  for  us  firmness  of  faith,  remembering,  with 
salutary  fear,  that  faith  may  be  weakened,  may  be 
lessened,  nay,  may  be  even  lost.  And  we  should 
learn,  too,  from  Peters  faith,  and  the  glorious 
privileges  in  which  it  resulted,  to  deprecate  that 
silly  fear — and  I  can  only  call  it  silly — that  some 
people,  nowadays,  seem  to  entertain,  lest  Peter's 
impetuosity  should  carry  him  too  far ;  who  seem 
to  think,  too,  that  "  flesh  and  blood'*  should  at 
least  modify  those  truths  which,  not  "  flesh  and 
blood,"  but  the  Heavenly  Father,  has  revealed  to 
him. 

The  third  characteristic  of  St.  Peter  is  his  love. 
No  one  can  fail  to  be  struck  with  the  ardent  per- 
sonal affection  he  bore  to  our  Blessed  Lord,  an 
affection,  which  I  may  call  passionate  in  its  nature 
and  its  manifestations ;  an  affection  that  expressed 
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itself,  in  season  and  out  of  season,  wisely  and  often 
unwisely,  but,  even  when  unwisely,  with  an  un- 
wisdom that  gives  the  strongest  proof  of  its  depth 
and  its  sincerity.  Surely,  there  is  not  a  more 
striking  scene  in  the  Gospel  than  that  where,  when 
our  Lord  had  declared  that  He  was  about  to  go  to 
Jerusalem  to  suffer  and  to  die,  Peter,  to  use  the 
extraordinary  language  of  the  sacred  text,  "  took 
Him  and  began  to  rebuke  Him,  and  say  to  Him, 
Lord,  far  be  it  from  Thee  ;  this  shall  not  be  unto 
Thee."  The  others  had  heard  the  announcement 
as  well,  but  on  no  heart  of  all  did  the  idea  of  Jesus 
suffering,  strike  with  such  a  pang  as  on  the  loving 
heart  of  Peter,  Surely,  such  love  must  have  been 
grateful  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  j  and  though 
He  reproved  him  for  his  earthly  notions,  yet,  the 
whole  passage,  as  it  reads,  reproof  and  all,  however 
it  may  detract  from  Peter's  theological  apprecia- 
tion of  the  Passion,  adds  as  much  and  more,  to  our 
estimate  of  his  intense  personal  affection  for  our 
blessed  Lord.  But,  the  best  proof  of  Peter's  love 
is  found  in  the  thrice-repeated  question  of  our  Lord 
Himself,  "  Peter,  son  of  John,  lovest  thou  Me  more 
than  these  ?"  and,  when  Peter  offered  his  heart  to 
the  inspection  of  Jesus,  it  was,  on  that  supreme 
and  supereminent  love  which  His  all-seeing  eye 
discovered  there,  that  He  founded  the  juris- 
diction which  He  gave  him  over  the  universal 
Church,. 

It  may  seem  an  ungracious  thing,  on  such  a  dav 
as  this,  to  make  even  the  faintest  allusion  to  Peter's 
fall.  But  feeling  that  he,  in  the  glory  of  heaven, 
would  wish  nothing  better  than  that  we  should 
learn  a  lesson  from  that  portion  of  his  life,  that 
bears  most  likeness  to  our  own,  and  feeling,  too, 
that  Peter's  fall  throws  great  light  on  Peter's 
natural  character,  and  on  the  operation  of  grace  in 
his  sanctification,  I  shall  briefly  remark  that,  from 
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this  fall,  we  may  derive  a  lesson  which,  those  espe- 
cially whose  state  binds  them  to  perfection,  should 
learn  thoroughly  and  at  once.  It  is,  that  a  merely 
natural  virtue  is,  often,  a  greater  obstacle  to  perfec- 
tion, than  even  a  predominant  passion ;  $rst  and 
obviously,  because  it  has  a  tendency  to  beget  self- 
confidence,  which  is  the  surest  symptom  of  a  speedy 
fall ;  but  besides,  because  the  exercise  of  a  natural 
virtue,  that  belongs  to  our  disposition,  comes  so 
easy  to  us,  and  is,  in  fact,  so  pleasant,  that  a  man 
is  apt,  unless  he  takes  special  care,  to  rest  in  the 
natural  virtue,  without  ever  adverting  to  the  neces- 
sity of  raising  it  to  the  supernatural,  and  may  thus 
be,  all  his  life  long,  losing  innumerable  opportuni- 
ties of  supernatural  merit ;  lastly,  shall  I  add, 
because  we  are  exceedingly  apt  to  make  a  natural 
virtue  that  comes  easy  to  us,  cover  a  multitude  of 
sins  against  other  virtues  which  we  find  more 
difficult. 

The  best  honour  we  can  pay  to  St.  Peter,  as 
indeed  to  any  saint,  is  to  imitate  those  things  in 
him  that  made  his  sanctity;  and  remember,  St. 
Peter  is  a  saint,  not  precisely  because  he  was 
raised  to  the  highest  dignity  on  earth,  but  because 
he  believed,  he  practised,  and  he  loved :  and  these 
things  the  humblest  of  us  may  do,  according  to 
the  measure  of  the  grace  which  God  is  ready  to 
bestow. 

It  is  eighteen  hundred  years  since  Peter  died. 
The  curious  traveller,  or  the  pious  pilgrim,  can 
stand  to-day  upon  the  place  of  his  martyrdom  ;  can 
see  some  things  which  Peter  saw  when  he  looked 
his  last  on  earth,  but,  can  see  more  than  these. 
There  are  the  blue  outlines  of  the  Alban  hills  in 
the  soft  distance,  the  bare  Campagna  stretching 
between,  so  lonely  and  so  desolate,  that  it  well 
might  seem  the  sepulchre  of  the  buried  greatness 
of  pagfan  Rome.      But  the  city  lies  below — how 
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changed!  The  Cross  is  on  the  summit  of  the 
Capitol,  and  at  its  foot  the  JNJammertine  Prison  is, 
now,  one  of  the  most  sacred  spots  even  in  Rome  ; 
and,  above  the  countless  domes  of  the  sacred  city, 
rises  the  one  that  has  well  been  called  a  miracle, 
that  throws  its  vast  span  over  the  tomb  of  Peter,  in 
that  grandest  temple  that  man  has  ever  raised  in 
memory  of  a  martyr,  to  the  honour  of  the  martyr's 
God.  In  that  temple  just  now,*  Christ  is  being 
once  again  set  up,  now,  doubtless,  as  of  old,  for  the 
ruin  and  the  resurrection  of  many ;  and,  it  would 
noj;  be  well  that  I  should  conclude,  without  re- 
minding you  to  pray,  through  the  intercession  ot 
St.  Peter,  that,  as  the  Spirit  of  God  is  casting  truth 
into  the  seed-field  of  this  our  time,  so  may  the 
grace  of  God  assist  its  growth,  and  the  infinite 
mercy  of  God  preside  over  the  gathering  of  the 
harvest.    Amen. 


ST.   PETER. 

(A  Fragment.) 

Jesus  went  among  the  streets  of  the  towns  of  Pales- 
tine, along  the  shores  of  the  lakes,  with  one  divine 
purpose  ripening  in  His  Sacred  Heart — to  found,  by 
His  life  and  by  His  death,  a  living  church,  which, 
when  the  clouds  of  heaven  would  have  hidden  away 
from  the  eyes  of  men  the  glory  of  His  transfigured 
face,  might  stand  before  the  woild,  as  the  represen* 

*  Written  at  the  opening  of  the  Vatican  Council. 
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tative  of  Him  ;  might  bear  on  her  unwrinkled  brow 
the  crown  of  His  beauty  and  His  power,  and  in  her 
heart,  that  tender  affection  for  men  that  burned  in 
His  own.  And  He  cast  His  eyes  around  Him  for 
men  who  might  be  worthy  instruments  for  so 
great  a  purpose,  and  above  all,  for  one  man,  who 
would  be  of  such  heroic  mould,  as  to  bear  upon  him 
the  whole  weight  of  the  structure,  which  His  divine 
hand  would  build  for  the  salvation  of  men.  He 
wanted  a  man  to  whom  His  divine  wisdom  could 
say :  "  Thou  art  not  a  wavering  heart  which  the 
world  can  turn  away  from  a  high  purpose — over 
which  the  flesh  can  throw  the  spell  of  its  allure- 
ments, which  the  devil  can  surprise  and  conquer  in 
its  hour  of  weakness.  No ;  thou  art  a  rock,  and  upon 
this  rock  I  will  build  my  Church,  and  the  gates  of 
hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it."  And,  such  a  man 
Jesus  found,  engaged  in  his  fisher's  toil,  on  lake 
Tiberias,  seeking  his  daily  bread  from  the  uncer- 
tain waves,  and  finding  full  scope  for  all  the 
energies  of  which  he  was  conscious,  in  just  as  lowly 
an  employment  as  can  possibly  fall  to  the  lot  of 
anyone  who  is  here  to-day.  Such  a  man  he  found  in 
Simon,  and  He  laid  his  hand  upon  him,  and  drew 
him  from  the  crowd,  and  turned  his  feet  away  from 
the  narrow  path  through  which  his  boyhood  and 
his  youth  had  led  him  on  to  manhood,  and  placed 
him  amid  the  press  of  men  upon  the  highways  of 
the  world,  placed  him  on  a  throne,  so  lifted  above 
all  the  thrones  of  earth,  that  his  name  could  never  be 
forgotten. 


From  that  far  eastern  land  St.  Peter  came  to 
Rome,  then  the  mistress  of  the  world — the  ruler  far 
and  wide  of  land  and  sea ;  rich  with  the  spoils  of 
many  a  land,  rich  in  the  homage  of  many  a  nation, 
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and  rich,  above  all,  in  the  historic  glories  of  a  thou- 
sand years  of  conquest  and  of  empire. 

Small  stir  his  coming  made.  Never  a  one  who 
met  the  undistinguished  stranger  who  bore  upon 
his  brow  the  bronze  of  an  eastern  sun,  and  who 
came  travel- stained  and  way-worn,  and  passed  into 
the  city  by  the  Appian  road ;  never  a  one  dreamed  for 
a  moment,  that  he  bore  in  his  Apostolic  heart  the 
destinies  of  the  world. 

Rome  before  his  coming,  had  reached  the  summit 
of  her  power,  she  was  lifted  to  the  stars  upon  the 
very  spring-tide  of  her  fortunes,  she  had  gathered 
together,  and  woven  into  the  garland  of  her 
triumph,  every  gift  of  nature  and  of  fortune  and  of 
genius  that  had  ever  made  an  empire  great,  but, 
prosperity  had  brought  with  it  its  usual  curse. 
Luxury  and  corruption  had  begun  to  taint  the  heart 
of  that  Pagan  society.  Even  then  that  society 
brilliant  though  it  seemed,  was  rotten  at  the  core. 
Men  had  borne  the  grasp  of  her  iron-hand,  but  the 
world  would  never  bear  the  oppression  of  her 
vices. 

But,  beneath  the  surface  of  that  society,  literally 
beneath  the  very  streets  of  Rome,  a  power  began  to 
work,  that  was  to  supplant  the  empire  that  had 
gathered  round  itself  the  glories  of  a  thousand 
years.  That  power  was  in  the  hands  of  Peter. 
Peter  and  the  first  popes  had  no  earthly  power, 
but  they  had  a  power,  greater  than  which,  then  or 
now,  there  is  no  power  on  earth:  they  had  the  power 
of  supernatural  truth,  and  one  thing  they  knew 
well — they  knew  how  to  die  for  Christ.  Accordingly, 
Peter,  the  first  Pope,  consecrated,  for  all  time,  the 
Papal  chair,  by  dyeing  it  in  the  crimson  of  a 
martyr's  blood.  Simon  died — the  man  whose  hands 
were  hardened  by  the  old  fisher's  toil,  and  hardened 
after,  by  the  sterner  toiling  of  a  fisher  of  men  !  The 
man  died,  but  Peter  never  dies.     Peter  still  lived 
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on  in  his  successors;  and  they,  grasping  his  sceptre, 
seized  also  on  the  spirit  with  which  his  hands  had 
swayed  it,  and  they,  too,  had  learned  well  the 
lesson,  how  to  die  for  God,  and  God's  people,  and 
God's  Church. 

Rome  tottered  to  its  fall,  and  when  such  an  em- 
pire fell,  the  thoughtful  well  might  fear,  that  it  would 
crush  the  western  world  beneath  its  gigantic  ruins. 
But  no ;  a  power  was  there,  prepared  by  the  merciful 
Providence  of  God  to  save  Europe.  Peter  was  there 
in  the  person  of  his  successors,  to  stand  between  the 
people  and  the  furious  onset  of  the  barbarian  hordes. 
The  later  emperors  deserted  the  city,  and  left  their 
people  a  prey  to  the  fierce  barbarians,  who  swarmed 
from  the  German  forests  and  the  northern  shores : 
and  the  people  in  their  desolation  turned  to  the  one 
power  that  could  save  them,  and  save  society.  And 
so,  in  those  wild  lawless  days,  uprose,  with  the  splen- 
dour of  justice  around  it,  and  the  free  homage 
of  a  people's  loyal  trust — uprose  the  temporal 
sovereignty  of  the  Popes. 

Itrose  from  a  people's  need,  it  had  its  deep  found- 
ation in  a  people's  heart:  and  why  do  I  speak  of  it  to- 
day ?  It  is  because  Simon  died,  but  Peter  lives  for 
ever.  It  is  because  I  could  not  speak  to-day,  about 
St.  Peter  the  first  Pope ;  I  could  not  speak  of  him,  to 
satisfy  my  heart  and  yours,  if  my  thoughts  did  not 
turn  to  that  one  of  his  successors,  whom  history  is 
even  now  crowning  with  the  immortal  title  of  Pius 
the  Great.  Yes;  the  eyes  of  the  Church  will  turn  to- 
day to  him  who  sits  a  prisoner  near  the  spot  where 
Peter  died,  his  aged  eait.  made  heavy  by  the  in- 
gratitude of  men  ;  but  who  finds  a  thousand-fold  a 
nobler  throne,  than  that  of  which,  for  a  time,  his 
enemies  have  robbed  him,  in  the  throne  which  his 
pontifical  virtues  have  won  for  him,  in  the  hearts 
of  the  faithful  millions,  who  still  see  shining  around 
him,  even  through  the  clouds  of  human  persecution, 
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the  undying  glory  of  a  father  and  a  king.  And,  on 
this-day  of  Peter,  from  every  heart  shall  rise  a  fer- 
vent prayer  for  him  who  sits,  crowned  as  with  a 
crown  of  thorns,  on  Peter's  chair ;  that  God  may 
arise,  and  that  His  enemies  may  be  scattered,  and 
that  those  who  hate  Him  and  His  Vicar  may  fly 
before  the  breath  of  His  face. 


THE  NATIVITY  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN 
MARY. 

More  than  three  thousand  years  ago,  an  inspired 
voice  was  lifted  up  to  tell  the  story  of  man's  life  ; 
and  it  was  told  in  a  mournful  sentence,  for  the  voice 
said  this :  "  Man  born  of  woman,  lives  but  for  a 
little  time,  and  is  filled  with  many  miseries/'  So 
it  had  been  from  the  beginning  until  then,  so  is  it 
now,  and  so  shall  it  be  till  the  angel  of  the  Judgment 
shall  have  written  the  last  page  of  the  long,  sad 
history  of  the  human  heart.  The  wisdom  and  the 
experience  of  all  ages  have  been  prompt  to  testify, 
that  man's  life  is  nothing  like  a  holiday — that  it  is 
in  all  cases  a  very  solemn,  and,  in  most  cases,  a  very 
sorrowful  thing,  whether  to  him  who  lives  it,  or  to 
him  who  ponders  on  it  in  his  heart. 

When  children  grow  out  of  the  unconsciousness 
of  early  childhood ;  when  they  begin  to  have  theit 
minds  gradually  opened  to  the  life  that  is  theirs, 
and  to  the  things  that  are  around  them ;  in  the 
gladness  of  their  young  hearts,  and  the  enthusiasm 
of  their  happy  inexperience,  they  fondly  mark  and 
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faithfully  observe,  their  birthdays  as  they  come. 
They  mark  the  day  on  which  their  life  began,  as  a 
day  of  happy  omen,  and  they  call  upon  those  around 
them  to  sympathise  in  their  happiness.  But,  the 
years  pass  fleetly  by,  and  each  as  it  passes,  brings 
its  measure  of  experience,  and  leaves  its  load  of 
care ;  and,  as  men  grow  up,  and  advance  into  man- 
hood, they  strive  themselves  to  forget,  and  to  keep 
out  of  the  memory  of  others,  the  coming  of  their 
birthdays.  They  begin  to  find  out  what  the  world 
is,  into  which  they  have  entered  by  their  birth. 
They  begin  to  feel  for  themselves,  the  truth — new 
to  them  in  its  bitterness,  but  older  than  Job  who 
spoke  it  long  ago — "  Man  born  of  woman,  lives  but 
for  a  little  time,  and  is  filled  with  many  miseries. " 

And  so  it  comes,  that  grown  men  who  have 
entered  upon  the  battle  of  life,  forget  their  birth- 
days, or  cease  to  celebrate  them  with  any  special 
observance. 

And  even  the  Church  of  God,  the  guardian  under 
Him  of  spiritual  life;  even  she,  when  she  takes  into 
her  hands  the  record  of  some  noble  life,  that  is 
worthy  to  be  lifted  up  and  fixed  above  her  everlast- 
ing altars  ;  even  when  she  scans  with  the  keenness 
of  her  infallible  vision  the  life  of  a  saint— mark 
you  this — she  does  not  fix  upon  the  birthday,  but 
rather  on  the  deathday,  as  the  day  of  happiest 
omen.  For,  though  that  saint  be  now  in  heaven, 
the  fight  was  not  won  when  he  was  born  ;  many  a 
perilous  day  should  pass,  on  any  one  of  which  he 
might  have  lost  the  battle,  before  the  hand  of  death 
would  place  the  laurel  on  his  brow;  and  hence, 
over  him,  too,  as  he  lay  an  infant,  might  have  been 
chaunted  the  mournful  words,  "Man  born  of  woman, 
lives  but  for  a  little  time,  and  is  filled  with  many 
miseries/'  Only  of  three  lives  does  the  Church 
commemorate  the  birthdays — of  our  Blessed  Lord, 
Who  was  holiness  itself:  of  John  the  Baptist,  who 
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was  sanctified  in  his  mother's  womb;  and  of  Mary 
Immaculate,  the  Queen  of  Angels,  the  Comfortress 
of  Men,  the  Mother  of  the  Lord  of  Heavert— she 
whose  birth  touches  this  September  day,  with  a 
beauty  deeper  than  the  autumn  beauty  of  ripened 
cornfields  or  fading  woods. 

To-day  is  the  birthday  of  Mary  our  Mother ;  to- 
day she  comes  to  us  an  infant,  bearing,  as  it  were, 
on  her  brow,  not  alone  the  glory  of  the  autumn, 
but  the  glory  of  the  destiny  with  which  God  had 
crowned  her  life.  To-day,  the  Church  says,  "  O  ye 
children  !  toiling  in  the  world's  ways,  busy  are  your 
brains,  and  hearts,  and  hands;  many  a  toil  is  yours 
and  many  a  sorrow,  but,  to-day,  let  business  fall 
from  hand  arid  thought,  let  toil  cease,  and  work 
forego  its  claim  for  one  brief  day.  In  Catholic 
hearts  there  is,  to-day,  no  place  for  sorrow,  for  to- 
day is  the  birthday  of  Mary  our  Mother." 

The  birth  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  to  what  shall  I 
liken  it  ?  To  this :  it  was  as  the  dawn  breaking 
upon  the  world,  and  proclaiming  the  near  approach 
of  the  glory  of  the  sunrise.  You  have,  doubtless, 
sometimes  witnessed  the  sublime  spectacle  which 
God  renews  every  morning,  when  darkness  flees 
before  the  dawn,  and  dawn  broadens  and  brightens 
into  the  flush  of  sunrise.  First,  there  is  darkness 
spread  like  a  pall  upon  the  face  of  the  dead  earth; 
a  veil  of  shadow  lies  on  tree  and  flower,  and  there 
is  no  iight,  save,  perhaps,  the  glimmer  of  a  solitary 
star,  set  like  a  jewel  on  the  dusky  brow  of  night. 
Then,  in  the  very  darkest  hour,  there  comes,  shiver- 
ing through  the  darkness,  the  faintest  tinge  of  light, 
playing  through  the  gloom  like  a  feeble  pulse. 
Gradually,  the  hills  begin  to  form  themselves  upon 
the  vision,  just  as  if  they  were  being  once  again 
created  out  of  nothing.  Soon,  there  is  a  belt  of 
light  across  the  east;  and  the  dawn  seems  to  gather 
up  its  scattered  glories,  and  bind  them  like  a  crown 
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upon  the  topmost  ridges  of  the  eastern  hills ;  and 
men  begin  to  say,  "  Now  it  is  day/'  and  look  to  see 
the  sun  mount  his  vacant  throne  in  heaven.  So  it 
was  with  the  birth  of  the  Mother  of  God. 

Darkness,  a  darkness  as  of  doom,  had  fallen  upon 
the  human  heart  and  upon  the  homes  of  men,  when 
sin  first  found  its  way  into  the  Paradise  that  God 
had  made  so  beautiful,  and  had  meant  to  be  so 
happy  ;  and  in  that,  the  world's  darkest  hour,  when 
the  brows  of  God  seemed  black  with  anger,  and 
when  the  gloom  was  lighted  only  by  the  baleful 
flashes  of  the  angel's  fiery  sword  that  guarded  the 
lost  Paradise — in  that  hour  of  darkness  and  desola- 
tion, uprose,  starlike,  above  the  gloom,  the  name 
and  the  promise  of  Mary—"  She  shall  crush  thy 
head,"  said  God  to  Satan,  "  and  thou  shalt  lie  in 
wait  for  her  heel." 

And  that  sweet  name,  and  the  great  promise 
annexed  to  it,  was  handed  on  through  all  the  gene- 
rations. Patriarch,  upon  his  deathbed,  left  it  as  an 
heirloom  to  patriarch  ;  kings  bound  it  like  a  glory 
around  their  dying  brows,  and  whispered  it  before 
they  died  to  the  kings  who  were  to  be.  Prophets, 
standing  on  the  mountain-tops  of  vision,  saw  from 
afar  the  brightness  of  her  coming,  and  shouted 
down  the  tidings  to  the  desolate  world.  And  the 
name  and  the  promise  kept  ever  broadening  and 
brightening,  and,  at  length,  the  last  of  the  prophets 
saw  the  time  so  near,  that  he  laid  down  the  harp  of 
prophecy,  because  the  time  was  close  at  hand.  It 
was  then  the  full  broad  dawn ;  and,  when  Mary 
was  born,  men  well  might  say,  that  God's  day  had 
broken,  and,  that  the  work  of  the  world's  redemp- 
tion had  begun. 

Over  every  other  child  that  had  been  born,  the 
inspired  words  had  been  uttered — "  Man  born  of 
woman,  lives  but  for  a  little  time,  and  is  filled  with 
many  miseries."    "  Born   of  woman,"  and,  conse- 
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quently,  born  in  the  state  of  original  sin,  finding 
himself,  at  his  very  first  step  upon  the  threshold  of 
existence,  met  by  a  barrier,  which,  if  it  was  not  re- 
moved, would  hinder  him  from  attaining  the  end 
for  which  he  was  created,  and  which  yet  he  would 
be  bound  to  attain,  under  penalty  of  everlasting 
misery.  "  Living  but  a  little  time,"  for,  time  is  not 
to  be  measured  so  much  by  mere  years  as  by  the 
work  accomplished  in  the  years  that  have  been 
given.  And,  how  little  are  men  able  to  accomplish  ! 
They  put  their  hands  to  many  things,  but,  grasp  in 
the  end  but  poor  results.  Take  man's  longest  life; 
and,  if  you  estimate  it  by  the  things  it  has  accom- 
plished, will  you  not  be  forced  to  say — "  The  time 
in  which  he  lived  was  short  after  all,"  and  "  filled 
with  many  miseries"?  Ah!  and,  above  all,  filled 
with  the  one  great,  the  only  misery — the  misery 
of  sin. 

Now,  my  brethren,  the  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary  was  exactly  the  opposite  to  all  this  ;  and  it  is 
because  it  was  so,  that  the  Church  directs  us  to 
commemorate  her  birthday.  She,  too,  was  born  of 
woman ;  she  was,  even  as  we  are,  a  child  of  Adam ; 
but  when  all  sinned  in  Adam,  she— his  remote  and 
greatest  descendant — was  specially  exempted  from 
the  doom ;  and,  because  she  was  destined  to  hold 
towards  the  Lord  of  Purity  the  place  of  mother,  and, 
because  it  could  not  be  that  His  mother  should 
ever  be  pointed  out  as  having  lain,  even  for  an 
instant,  under  the  doom  of  any  sin ;  for  these  reasons 
Mary  was  conceived  immaculate — without  the  stain 
of  original  sin 

Again — whatever  be  the  number  of  Mary's  years, 
could  anyone  ever  say  of  her  that  she  lived  only  a 
little  time  ?  She  lived  long  enough  to  accomplish 
every  design,  great  and  numerous  though  they 
were,  that  God  had  formed  in  her  regard.  She 
lived  long  enough  to  carry  out  to  the  ripeness  of 
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its  final  perfection,  the  destiny  with  which  God  had 
crowned  her — the  highest,  the  holiest,  the  sublimest 
destiny  that  God  could  possibly  bestow  upon  any 
creature  of  His  hand. 

Lastly — Mary  had  many  a  thing  to  suffer,  but  of 
the  real  misery  with  which  men  are  filled,  she  never 
knew  the  bitterness.  When  God  made  her,  He 
gave  her  a  martyr's  heart — a  heart  capable  of 
sorrow,  to  an  almost  infinite  degree — and  its  capa- 
bilities, great  as  they  were,  were  tested  to  the  full ; 
yet,  there  was  one  thing,  that  makes  man's  misery, 
but  which  that  heart  never  knew;  it  never  knew  the 
slighest  stain  of  any  actual  sin. 

As  she  came  forth  from  nothing  the  daughter  of 
God,  with  the  jewel  of  original  innocence  shining 
on  her  infant  brow,  so  she  lived  her  life ;  took  her 
God  and  her  Son  to  her  bosom ;  lived  with  Him  in 
that  closest  of  all  human  relations — the  relation  of 
a  mother  to  her  Son ;  saw  Him  die ;  and,  when  the 
time  was  come,  closed  her  eyes  upon  the  world,  of 
whose  history  she  was  herself  so  large  a  part,  and 
opened  them  forever  to  the  brightness  of  the  God- 
head of  her  Son;  and  all  this,  without  having  ever, 
in  her  long  life,  incurred  the  faintest  stain  of  even 
the  slightest  conceivable  actual  sin. 

Such,  my  brethren,  was  the  mother  whose 
birthday  we  are  celebrating.  Is  it  any  wonder 
that  of  such  a  mother,  the  birthday  can  never  be 
forgotten  ? 

And,  how  are  we  to  celebrate  it  ?  First,  surely, 
with  the  deepest  devotion  of  childlike  hearts.  It  is 
not  necessary  for  me  to  remind  you,  how  large  a 
part  of  the  religion  you  profess,  is  made  up  of  devo- 
tion to  Mary.  No  need  to  remind  you,  that  her 
honour  is  intimately  bound  up  with  the  honour  of 
her  Divine  Son;  no  need  to  tell  you,  that  the 
Catholic,  whohas  ceased  to  be  devout  to  Mary, has 
long  since  ceased  to  be  a  good  Catholic,  and  is  far 
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advanced  to  the  miserable  position  of  being  that 
blot  upon  Christianity — that  plague  of  the  Church 
of  God — a  bad  Catholic.  No  ;  you  know  these 
things  well ;  and,  in  the  outward  profession  of 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  there  is  little 
danger  that  any  congregation  of  Irish  Catholics 
will  ever  be  found  wanting.  But,  something  more 
is  required  than  mere  outward  profession.  The 
devotion,  that  will  be  acceptable  to  Mary  and  profi- 
table to  yourselves,  is,  and  must  be,  devotion  of 
the  heart.  Nowhere,  in  times  past,  has  the  name 
of  Mary  found  a  more  cherished  home ;  nowhere 
a  warmer  welcome,  than  in  the  hearts  of  Irish 
Catholics.  It  has  been  the  special  honour  of  our 
land,  an  honour  that  glittered  on  her  forehead 
When  it  was  bleeding  with  a  crown  of  many  thorns, 
that  she  clung  with  a  tenacity  that  no  persecution 
could  conquer,  to  the  name  of  Mary,  to  devotion  to 
the  Mother  of  God.  And,  when  the  lights  were 
quenched  upon  her  altars,  and  quenched  in  the 
heart's  blood  of  her  people;  when  the  altars  them- 
selves were  overturned ;  when  her  priests  were 
hunted  fugitives  with  a  price  upon  their  heads,  the 
people  carried  in  hearts,  which  no  sword  could  ever 
reach,  the  name  of  Mary,  and  her  honour,  and  her 
love.  And,  hence  it  was  that,  when  the  night  of 
persecution  passed ;  when  the  cloud  was  lifted  off 
the  land ;  when  they  built  again  the  overturned 
altar,  and  restored  the  ruined  church,  it  was  found 
that,  owing,  under  God,  to  their  firm  grasp  and 
faithful  hold  of  devotion  to  His  blessed  Mother,  the 
Irish  people  had  lost  not  one  jot  or  tittle  of  the 
Holy  Catholic  faith  for  which  their  fathers  died. 
And,  they  have  left  to  us  the  legacy  of  that  devo- 
tion. Oh  !  my  brethren,  cherish  it  as  you  cherish 
the  apple  of  your  eye.  Lift  up  your  hearts  to-day 
to  Mary,  as  she  looks  down  from  her  throne  in 
heaven,  upon  this  faithful  land  that  always  loved 
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her,  and  that  loves  her  now,  and  strive  to  keep  her 
birthday  as  becomes  so  great  a  festival.  And  as 
children  of  a  happy  household,  when  the  birthday 
of  a  dear  mother  comes,  strive  to  present  to  her 
some  offering,  which,  however  little  in  itself,  yet 
serves  well  to  express  the  affection  that  prompted 
the  giving ;  so  do  you,  every  one  of  you,  young 
and  old,  rich  and  poor,  celebrate  this  birthday  of 
Mary  your  mother,  by  making  to  hei*  an  offering 
which  she  will  deem  worthy  of  her  acceptance. 
You  will  ask  me,  what  shall  you  offer  ?  Well,  there 
is  an  offering  which  everyone  can  make  to  Mary, 
and  it  is  the  greatest  gift  that  one  human  heart 
can  offer  to  another — nay,  the  greatest  that  man 
can  offer  to  his  God — it  is,  the  gift  of  your  love. 
Ah  !  my  brethren,  do  not  undervalue  the  priceless 
gift  of  human  affection,  which  it  is  yoUrs  to  give  or 
to  withhold.  For,  I  say,  when  the  poorest  man 
that  ever  lived  has  given,  whether  to  man  or  to 
God,  the  gift  of  his  affection,  he  has  given  a  gift 
greater  than  which  no  king  can  ever  give.  This  is 
the  gift  that  Mary  wants.  She,  the  mother,  is 
singularly  like  her  divine  Son;  and  He  said,  long 
ago,  to  each  of  us,  "  Son,  give  Me  thy  heart."  So 
says  Mary — Give  me  thy  heart :  give  it  to  me,  that, 
purified  by  the  touch  of  my  immaculate  hands — 
raised  above  all  earthly  affections,  by  the  graces 
with  which  my  intercession  will  enrich  it — it  may 
be  an  offering,  worthy  of  an  eternal  place  amongst 
the  treasures  of  my  Son.  JesUs  asks  us  for  our 
hearts*  let  us  give  them  through  the  hands  of  her, 
from  whom,  having  been  pleased  to  accept  His 
sacred  humanity,  every  gift  comes  with  a  richer 
consecration,  and  a  value  heightened  a  thousand- 
fold— give  them  through  the  hands  of  Mary  your 
mother. 
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ALL  SAINTS. 

The  world  has  its  meed  of  honour  for  those  who 
have  laboured  in  its  service.  It  guards  with  jealous 
care,  the  long  bead-roll  of  high  and  historic  names, 
that  stand  out  bright  from  the  dim  obscurity  of 
ages  past;  men,  whose  deeds  are  household  words, 
and  whose  names  have  become  part  and  parcel  of 
the  history  of  the  world  ;  who  have  been  identified 
with  the  historic  glories  of  their  own  particular 
country,  or  even  with  the  greatness  of  the  human 
intellect  itself.  Poets,  statesmen,  orators,  philoso- 
phers, lawgivers,  warriors,  philanthropists;  the 
world  has  them  all  in  memory,  and  has  a  ritual  of 
its  own  to  celebrate  their  honour.  The  schoolboy 
nourishes  his  youth  with  the  story  of  their  achieve- 
ments ;  the  man  sets  them  before  him,  as  models  in 
his  pursuit  of  the  objects  of  his  ambition. 

Nor  do  I  wish  just  now,  to  quarrel  with  the  world 
for  the  honour  it  so  cheerfully  pays  to  illustrious 
names.  It  is  an  honour  founded  on  one  of  the 
noblest  instincts  of  our  nature,  the  instinct  that 
prompts  us  to  reverence  the  qualities  that  make 
men  great.  I  do  not  quarrel  with  the  world  on  this 
score,  nor  do  I  wish  just  now  to  point  out,  as  I  easily 
might  point  out,  that  the  world  has  not  always  been 
happy  in  the  selection  of  its  heroes ;  that  it  has 
sometimes  honoured  with  its  fame,  men  whose  only 
title  to  distinction  was,  that  their  crimes  had  been 
gigantic  ;  that  even  the  best  of  them  have  effected 
but  little  permanent  good,  and  none  that  was 
unmixed  with  evil ;  that  their  noblest  words  have 
in  them  no  anodyne  for  the  familiar  sorrows  of 
humanity,  nor  has  any  deed  of  theirs  borne  any 
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fruit  that  can  appease  the  hunger  of  the  human 
heart.  Still,  let  them  have  their  honour,  in  the 
measure  with  which  the  world  metes  it  out  to  them, 
each  in  his  own  degree  ;  one  name  living  for  a  day 
in  the  columns  of  a  newspaper,  another  graven 
with  a  pen  of  adamant,  on  the  pages  of  immortal 
books. 

But,  I  ask  you,  shall  the  great  Church  of  God  that 
has  had  given  into  her  hand  the  hearts  of  peoples; 
that  sits  and  keeps  her  everlasting  watch  over  the 
highest  destinies  of  men ;  that  guards  their  indi- 
vidual souls  from  the  moment  of  birth  to  the 
moment  of  death ;  that  consecrates  their  toil,  and 
sanctifies  their  pleasure ;  that  stands  by  them,  so 
lovingly  and  so  close,  through  all  the  varied  scenes 
of  life,  and  lays  them  when  they  are  dead  before  her 
altar,  and  lifts  in  their  behalf  the  voice  of  the  prayer 
that  follows  them,  powerful  and  prompt  to  succour 
to  the  unseen  land  beyond  the  grave ;  shall  this 
great  Church  have  no  heroes  of  her  own,  or,  shall 
she  suffer  her  heroes  to  be  forgotten,  the  men 
whose  names  are  associated  with  her  origin,  her 
growth,  and  with  all  the  thousand  triumphs  she 
has  been  winning  from  the  first,  over  the  devil,  the 
world,  and  the  flesh  ;  shall  this  great  Church  find, 
and  fix  upon,  no  special  time  to  cherish  in  the 
hearts  of  her  loving  millions,  the  memory  of  her 
saints  ? 

It  were  not  meet  that  it  should  be  so,  and  it  is 
not  so.  The  Church  has  sent  her  voice  to-day 
through  all  her  wide  domains,  to  tell  her  children 
upon  earth  to  hold  high  festival,  in  honour  and  re- 
membrance of  her  children  in  heaven.  To-day, 
accordingly,  we  come  from  our  work,  and  our  busi- 
ness, and  our  worldly  pursuits,  to  kneel  before  God's 
altar,  and  unite  in  offering  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice  to 
the  memory  of  the  saints  of  God.  To-day,  the  veil  is 
raised,  and   we  seem   to   see  that  heavenly  host 
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amongst  whom,  it  is  our  dearest  and  most  cherished 
hope  that,  we  one  day  may  find  a  place.  Patriarchs 
who  lived  upon  the  hope  of  the  Saviour  Who  was  to 
come ;  prophets  who,  from  the  mountain-tops  of 
vision,  shouted  down  to  the  desolate  world  the 
tidings  of  His  coming;  apostles  who  saw  Him  in  the 
flesh,  and  served  His  living  truth  in  tears  and 
blood ;  martyrs  who  bled  and  died,  with  a  smile 
upon  their  pain-drawn  lips,  and  rapture  in  their 
tortured  hearts,  because  they  died  for  Him ;  con- 
fessors who  bore  His  blessed  image  in  their  hearts 
and  in  their  lives  j  virgins  who  gave  to  Him  their 
fresh  young  hearts  before  the  breath  of  earthly  love 
had  dimmed  the  lustre  of  their  purity :  they  come 
before  us  to-day — patriarch,  prophet,  apostle, 
martyr,  confessor,  virgin ;  and,  at  their  head, 
uniting  all  their  several  merits  in  her  single  self, 
Mary  the  Queen  of  angels  and  of  saints. 

Let  us  honour  them  to-day,  and  beg  the  powerful 
intercession  of  those  friends  of  God.  But,  let  us  not 
forget,  that  the  Church,  in  proposing  this  festival  to 
her  people,  has  it  in  purpose  not  only  to  honour  the 
saints,  but  also  to  stimulate  her  children  upon  earth 
to  follow  their  example.  She  expects  from  those 
who  celebrate  this  festival  worthily,  not  merely  the 
fruit  of  a  barren  admiration  for  the  heroic  virtues 
of  the  saints,  but  also  the  fruit  of  an  earnest 
following  in  the  narrow  way,  that  ended  for  them  in 
a  throne  in  heaven,  and  a  crown  of  glory. 

We  are  then  to  imitate  the  saints  whose  festival 
we  are  keeping. 


The  saints  were  not  so  much  men  who  did  ex- 
traordinary things,  as  men  who  did  extraordinarily 
well,  the  ordinary  duties  that  fall  to  the  lot  even  of 
such  ordinary  Christians  as  ourselves.  When  I 
tell  you  to  imitate  the  saints,  you  will  perhaps  say 
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to  me — We  are  not  apostles,  we  are  not  called  to 
preach  Christ  to  the  nations,  and  carry  the  standard 
of  the  cross  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  I  answer,  still 
you  can  be,  you  are  bound  to  be  apostles,  in  another 
way.  You  are  not  apostles :  but  are  you  not 
Catholics,  are  you  not  professing  to  be  members  of 
the  Church  that  sends  the  saints  to  heaven  ?  Well, 
are  your  lives  giving  testimony  to  the  world  around 
you,  of  the  holiness  of  your  religion  ?  Are  you  by  your 
word,  by  your  influence,  by  your  example,  making 
the  Holy  Church  to  which  you  belong,  honoured 
amongst  men  ?  If  you  are  doing  this,  you  are 
doing  simply  your  duty,  and  you  are  acting,  in  your 
own  measure,  as  apostles.  But  if,  on  the  other  hand, 
your  lives  are  a  disgrace  to  the  religion  you  pro- 
fess ;  if  you  are,  as  it  were,  doing  your  evil  best  to 
prove  that  a  Catholic  may  be  as  wicked  as  any  one 
else,  that  he  may  be  an  indifferent  Catholic,  a  bad 
Catholic ;  if  your  words  are  blasphemous  and  impure, 
your  influence  pernicious,  your  example  deadly  to 
the  little  ones  of  Jesus  Christ,  then  you  are  not 
apostles  of  Christ ;  rather,  such  men  are  apostles  oi 
the  devil,  aiding  him  to  build  upon  earth  the  king- 
dom of  iniquity,  which  one  day  the  wrath  of  God 
shall  crush,  and  fire  of  God  shall  burn. 

Again,  you  may  say — We  are  not  called  upon  to  be 
martyrs,  to  lay  down  our  lives  for  the  faith.  But, 
I  say  to  you,  you  are  bound  to  do,  in  your  own 
measure,  what  the  martyrs  did.  You  are  bound  to 
make  any  sacrifice  that  God  demands  of  you,  rather 
than  violate  His  law.  You  are  bound  to  mortify 
yourselves,  to  deny  yourselves,  not  only  in  things 
that  are  unlawful,  but  in  things  that  are  dangerous. 
Jt  was  not  to  the  martyrs  alone,  it  was  to  you,  to 
me,  to  every  human  being  that  our  blessed  Lord 
has  said,  "  If  any  man  will  come  after  Me,  let  him 
deny  himself,  take  up  his  cross,  and  follow  Me." 
You  must  be  confessors,  bearing  testimony  by  your 
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lives  to  the  truth  of  our  Holy  Religion ;  you  must  be 
virgins  by  practising  holy  purity  according  to  your 
state. 

In  this  way  shall  you  celebrate  worthily,  not  only 
for  to-day,  but  for  all  the  days  of  your  life,  the 
memory  of  the  saints ;  and  you  will  be  employing 
the  means  that  shall  one  day,  in  the  mercy  of  God, 
infallibly  result  in  your  admission  to  that  kingdom 
of  glory,  where  the  saints  shall  sit  for  ever  at  the 
feet  of  God. 


ALL  SOULS. 

"  Have  pity  on  me,  have  pity  on  me,  at  least,  you,  my  friends,  for 
the  hand  of  the  Lord  hath  touched  me." 

There  is  just  one  thing  on  earth  that  is  absolutely 
universal,  and  that  one  thing  is  death.  There  is 
one  sorrow  that  finds  a  home,  at  some  time  or  other, 
in  every  human  bosom,  and  that  one  sorrow  is, 
sorrow  for  the  dead.  Yes,  "  it  has  been  appointed 
unto  all  men  once  to  die,"  and,  neither  human  pru- 
dence nor  human  power  can  stay  the  execution  ot 
that  dread  decree.  Our  path  through  life  may  be 
a  pleasant  one;  it  may  be  strewn  with  every  flowei 
which  a  fallen  world  has  ever  yet  preserved,  but,  at 
some  place  upon  that  road,  a  grave  is  dug  by  the 
decree  of  God,  and  that  grave  shall  one  day  claim 
us.  Who  of  us,  looking  round,  can  fail  to  perceive 
the  awful  universality  of  death  ?    The  throne  is  not 
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hedged  round  so  securely,  but  that  death  at  the 
appointed  time  breaks  through  and  leaves  it  vacant. 
Riches  cannot  bribe  it,  povery  is  not  too  lowly  to 
claim  its  notice,  and  so  it  comes  that  all  men  die. 
But  by  some  strange  perversity,  the  very  common- 
ness of  death  makes  its  awful  significance  less 
heeded.  It  is  only  when  it  touches  us  closely;  it  is 
only  when  it  lays  its  hand  on  lives  that  had 
been  closely  bound  up  with  our  own ;  it  is  only 
when  the  near  and  dear  have  been  its  victims  ;  it  is 
only  then,  we  feel  the  awful  reality  of  death,  and 
then  the  common  sorrow  comes  to  us  and  makes 
our  houses  desolate. 

But  when  those  we  loved  have  come  to  die ;  when 
the  parting  has  taken  place  that  gives  to  death  a 
bitterness  which  else  it  would  not  have ;  when  we 
long  in  vain  for  the  well-remembered  greeting  of 
the  now  cold  hand,  and  the  music  of  a  voice  that 
has  gone  silent,  can  we  bring  ourselves  to  believe 
that  all  is  over  between  our  dead  and  us.  Can  we 
bury  our  dead  out  of  our  sight;  stand  sorrow-stricken 
beside  the  lifeless  form  ;  wait  till  the  last  sod  has 
been  heaped  upon  the  grave ;  shed  one,  the  saddest 
tear  of  final  parting ;  and  then,  go  back  to  mix 
again  with  the  busy  world,  and  believe  that  we  have 
no  more  to  do  with  the  departed  ? 

Oh!  surely  not.  There  is  something  in  our  hearts 
that  protests  against  such  a  conclusion.  It  would 
be  doing  violence  to  the  very  nature  that  God  has 
given  us,  to  believe  that  human  friendship  and 
human  love  reach  only  to  the  grave,  and  cannot 
pass  beyond  its  shadow ;  that  they  are  flowers  so  frail 
that  death's  cold  touch  can  wither  them  for  ever;  to 
believe  that  even  the  mysterious  power  of  death 
can  break  the  mystic  bond  that,  in  the  first  and 
greatest  of  the  commandments,  binds  the  love  of 
our  fellow-creatures  with  the  love  of  God  Himself. 
Our  very  instincts— and  after  all  these  are  but  dim 
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foresh  ado  wings  of  mighty  truths — our  very  instincts 
compel  us  to  look  beyond  the  grave,  to  see  through 
all  its  shadows  the  traces  of  another  world,  and  to 
brighten  by  the  hope  of  a  future  meeting,  the  gloom 
which  the  death  of  those  we  loved  had  flung  upon 
our  hearts.  Nor  could  we  feel  even  this  to  be  enough. 
It  would  be  but  poor  consolation,  after  all,  to  live 
through  the  weary  years  upon  a  hope,  and  to  feel 
that  all  the  while,  until  the  future  actually  came, 
our  connection  with  our  departed  brethren  had 
absolutely  ceased ;  to  feel  that,  though  love  and 
friendship  might  bloom  again  in  a  brighter  land, 
yet,  that  for  the  present  they  were  dead,  and  could 
make  no  sign. 

The  heart  would  look  for  more  than  this.  Its 
very  affection  would  prompt  it  to  seek  a  means  to 
bind  together  the  world  in  which  it  still  remains, 
and  that  mysterious  world  beyond  the  grave, 
whither  the  dead  have  gone,  and  to  which  the 
living  are  hourly  speeding. 

It  seeks  to  be  assured  that  love  and  friendship 
can  reach  beyond  the  grave,  and  do  good  service ; 
that  kindly  offices  of  charity  need  not  cease  because 
one  soul  still  remains  in  the  flesh,  and  the  other 
has  departed  to  the  unseen  land.  And  lo  S  faith 
has  made  these  wishes  and  these  hopes,  a  living 
reality.  The  loftiest  intellect  could  only  conjecture, 
the  fondest  heart  could  only  wish,  that  these  things 
were  so,  but  the  Church  of  God,  drawing  forth  from 
the  treasury  of  faith  the  sublime  dogma  of  the 
Communion  of  Saints,  has  revealed  these  wonders 
to  the  simplest  intellects. 

She  tells  us  that  there  are  two  worlds — the  world 
of  matter  and  of  sense — and  the  world  of  spirits. 
The  world  around  us  which  we  see,  and  feel,  and 
hear,  and  the  world  to  come  which  can  be  reached 
only  by  the  gate  of  death.  She  tells  us,  too,  that  as 
in  this  our  world  there  are  different  states,  so,  there 
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are  different  states  in  that  other  world  as  well.  She 
tells  us  that  the  state  of  any  individual  in  the  world 
to  come,  depends  precisely  on  the  condition  of  his 
soul  when  death  has  summoned  him  before  the 
judgment  seat  of  God.  If  the  soul,  at  death,  be  in 
the  state  of  mortal  sin,  it  is  lost  for  ever.  Of  such 
as  these  we  need  not  speak.  They  have  fought 
and  lost,  and  their  loss  is  irreparable  and  eternal. 
They  have  passed  for  ever  from  the  Communion  of 
Saints.  For  them,  for  evermore,  no  hope  may 
spring  in  any  heart ;  for  them,  for  evermore,  no 
prayer  may  go  before  the  throne  of  God. 

But  to  those  who  die  in  the  state  of  grace  salva- 
tion is  secure.  Their  fight  has  ended  in  victory, 
and  for  them  is  an  immortal  crown.  But  knowing, 
as  we  know,  that  into  the  unveiled  presence-of  God 
nothing  that  is  denied  can  enter,  knowing  that  such 
is  the  Infinite  Holiness  of  God,  that  the  slightest 
stain  excludes  us  from  the  enjoyment  of  the  beatific 
vision,  and  knowing  moreover  that  few  can  hope 
to  pass  without  defilement  from  a  world  where  the 
Holy  Ghost  has  declared  that  even  the  "  just  man 
falls  seven  times,"  we  are  natually  led  to  ask 
what  is  the  lot  of  such  as  these  in  the  world  of 
spirits.  Again,  we  know  that  though  mortal  sin 
may  be  remitted,  as  to  its  guilt  and  as  to  the 
eternal  punishment  it  deserved,  yet  there  remains  a 
temporal  penalty,  and  we  can  easily  conceive  a 
man  passing  from  this  life  before  complete  penance 
has  blotted  out  the  debt.  Here,  then,  are  two 
classes :  what  shall  be  the  lot  of  those  when  death 
has  claimed  them ;  shall  they  go  into  the  glorious 
presence  of  their  God  ?  Surely  not,  they  are  not 
yet  purified.  Shall  they,  then,  go  into  everlasting 
fire  ?  No ;  God  is  faithful  to  His  word,  and  only  to 
deadly  sin  has  He  attached  the  awful  punishment 
of  hell.  Where,  then,  shall  their  lot  be  cast  ?  The 
Church,  borne  out  by  reason  as  well  as  by  revela- 
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tion,  the  Church  answers  at  once,  they  shall  go  into 
a  place  of  temporary  punishment,  where  they  may 
have  their  venial  sins  wiped  out,  and  may  pay  the 
debt  which  they  owe  to  the  Infinite  Justice  of 
God. 

Such,  briefly,  is  the  doctrine  of  purgatory ;  a 
doctrine  full  of  teaching  upon  God's  justice  and 
God's  mercy,  a  doctrine  so  consoling  in  itself,  and 
so  much  in  accordance  with  what  the  nature  of  the 
case  might  have  been  expected  to  demand,  that 
when  those  who  deny  it,  refuse  to  acknowledge  the 
authority  of  the  inspired  word  that  declares  that 
"  it  is  a  holy  and  wholesome  thought  to  pray  for 
the  dead  that  they  may  be  lossed  from  their  sins," 
I  can  only  wonder  at  their  blindness — not  judging 
individuals  amongst  them — bat  leaving  them  to 
their  conscience  and  their  God. 

There,  in  that  dark  prison,  lie  the  Holy  Souls> 
looking  with  patient  eyes  to  heaven,  awaiting  the 
hour  of  their  release,  enduring  a  punishment  so 
keen  that  some  saints  have  not  hesitated  to  assert 
that  the  pains  of  Purgatory  differ  from  the  pains  oi 
hell  only  in  this — that  they  are  not  eternal.  But 
yet  they  have  not  ceased  to  be  a  part  of  the  Church. 
They  have  passed  from  the  Church  Militant  upon 
earth — one  day  they  shall  pass  to  the  Church 
Triumphant  in  the  glory  of  heaven.  For  the 
present  they  are  members  of  the  Church  Suffering 
in  Purgatory.  And  precisely  because  they  are 
still  members  of  the  Church,  we — bound  to  them 
by  the  mystic  bond  of  the  Communion  of  Saints— 
can  assist  them  by  our  prayers,  no  less  than  we 
can  assist  each  other ;  nay,  even  more,  because  the 
efficacy  of  prayer  for  one  who  is  still  upon  earth 
may  be  hindered  of  its  effect  by  the  perversity  of 
that  will  of  his  which  God  has  left  free  for  good 
or  evil,  but  in  Purgatory,  that  land  of  calm  and 
patient  suffering,  the  Holy  Souls,  confirmed  in  the 
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possession  of  sanctifying  grace,  offer  absolutely  no 
obstacle  to  the  efficacy  of  any  intercession  that  is 
made  in  their  behalf. 

On  their  bed  of  fire  they  can  do  no  more  than 
suffer.  They  are  powerless  for  themselves.  The 
suffering  they  endure  is  quite  beyond  any  concep- 
tion we  can  have  of  suffering.  We  strive,  and 
jstrive  in  vain,  to  make  unto  ourselves  the  faintest 
image  of  their  torment.  Go  down  to  the  pro- 
foundest  depth  of  any  suffering  you  have  ever  felt  j 
the  suffering  of  the  Holy  Souls  is  deeper  still 
Sense  and  intellect  are  alike  tormented.  The  fire 
is  around  them  and  about  them ;  it  pierces  through 
the  quivering  soul  till  life  itself  is  agony.  Their 
intense  longing  for  the  sight  of  God  brings  with  it 
an  anguish  so  keen  of  hope  deferred,  that  every 
moment  seems  one  long  age  of  agony  till  the 
blessed  time  be  come.  They  suffer,  and  they  make 
no  sign.  Cries  were  useless  there ;  no  tears  can 
quench  the  fire  that  torments  them  ;  no  cry  could 
pierce  the  barrier  that  sunders  the  living  from  the 
dead,  nor  strike  upon  the  heedless  ears  of  men. 
Their  friends  on  earth  could  help  them  if  they  only 
would,  but  their  friends  on  earth  are  busy  with 
many  things.  Ah  !  those  on  earth  who  loved  them, 
and  whom  they  loved,  have  ceased  to  think  of 
them — they  have  no  device  to  stir  their  memory. 
The  sympathy  that  was  once  so  strong  between 
the  two  has  failed,  and  faded,  and  died  out,  and  the 
suffering  souls  can  make  no  personal  appeal  that 
might  awaken  it  again.  They  plead  by  suffering, 
but  too  often  is  their  pleading  vain,  because  their 
suffering  is  forgotten;  and  the  friends  on  earth 
form  many  a  scheme  of  business  and  pleasure,  nor 
heed  the  moan  of  anguish  that,  through  weary  day 
and  lonely  night,  goes  up  from  the  prison  of  Purga- 
tory.    "  Have  pity  on  us,"  &c. 

How  have  we  responded  to  their  cry  for  help  ? 
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Our  sorrow  for  the  dead  is  keen,  but,  oh !  it  is  not 
lasting.  Memory's  magic  pictures  grow  fainter 
every  day.  There  may  have  been  a  time  when  we 
knelt  distracted  by  the  death-bed,  and  deemed  that 
because  of  the  bereavement  we  were  about  to  suffer 
earth  could  never  be  bright  for  us  again.  And 
then,  in  the  first  burst  of  sorrow,  memory  was  so 
keen  that  its  keenness  was  a  pain.  We  seemed 
for  some  time  to  see  the  face  of  the  dead,  and  to 
hear  the  voice  that  was  gone  silent.  But  it  does 
not  last.  We  go  out  into  the  world,  and  the  world 
supplies  us  with  new  thoughts,  and  the  dead  friend 
is  remembered  but  faintly — soon  entirely  forgotten, 

Soon  the  very  name  of  the  dead  is  not  mentioned, 
save  at  some  very  rare  interval,  and  then  is  men- 
tioned with  but  a  scanty  prayer  not  much  deeper 
than  the  careless  lips.  Oh,  shame !  that  it  should 
be  so.  Is  this  our  boasted  friendship  ;  is  this  our 
boasted  love;  is  this  the  affection  that  was  to 
survive  the  grave  ;  is  this  the  memory  that  was  to 
be  eternal  ?  Our  friend  lies  prostrate  in  the  in- 
tensest  agony :  the  means  of  help  are  at  our  hands, 
and  yet  we  are  too  cold,  too  careless,  too  forgetful, 
to  apply  them. 

God  has  left  them  utterly  to  themselves ;  He  has, 
as  it  were,  put  it  out  of  His  own  power  to  assist 
them  personally.  He  seems  to  stand  aloof,  looking 
silently  down  upon  their  keen  but  uncomplaining 
agony.  He  has,  to  be  sure,  with  that  mercy  that 
knows  no  limit — He  has,  even  while  seeming  to 
exact  the  uttermost  farthing — He  has  provided 
abundant,  nay,  superabundant  means  for  their 
relief.  But  He  Himself  will  not  apply  them.  He 
has  left  that  to  us — to  us  who  were  their  friends 
and  fellows,  who  loved  them,  and  whom  they  loved, 
who  stood  by  tearful  and  saw  them  die,  who  knelt 
above  their  fresh  graves,  and  almost  swore  by  the 
bitterness  of  our  sorrow  that  we  never  would  forget 
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them — to  us  it  is  that  God  has  left  the  application 
of  the  infallible  means  which  He  has  provided  for 
their  relief.  And,  surely,  one  would  have  thought 
that  the  agony  would  be  short  which  kind  hearts 
had  power  to  shorten,  and  the  suffering  light  when 
kind  hands  held  the  remedy.  But,  oh  !  we  forget 
our  dead.  Engrossed  by  our  own  pursuits,  we  are 
unmindful  of  the  suffering  that  is  unseen.  The 
world's  voices  are  in  our  ears,  the  world's  distrac- 
tions in  our  hearts,  and  we  take  no  notice  of  the 
ceaseless  cry  of  anguish  that  comes  upward  from 
the  bed  of  fire.     "  Have  pity  on  us,"  &c. 

At  the  time  when  our  Blessed  Lord  walked  upon 
the  earth,  there  was  in  Jerusalem  a  certain  pool, 
where  the  sick  and  those  afflicted  with  bodily 
diseases  were  wont  to  congregate.  At  certain 
times  an  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down  and  stirred 
the  waters,  and  the  sick  man  who  went  first  into 
the  pool  after  the  visit  of  the  angel,  was  healed  of 
his  infirmity.  When  Jesus  came  there,  He  found  a 
man  so  infirm  that  he  could  not,  in  the  least  degree, 
assist  himself,  and  he  had  been  waiting  day  after 
day,  for  eight-and-thirty  years,  while  others  who 
were  stronger  than  he,  or  who  had  friends  to  help 
them,  went  down  before  him  and  were  healed.  Our 
Lord  asked  him  why  he  had  not  availed  himself  of 
the  blessing  which  God  at  times  had  given  to  the 
waters,  and  he  answered  in  words  that  are  full  of 
deepest  and  most  mournful  pathos  :  M  Lord,  I  have 
no  man  who,  when  the  water  has  been  stirred,  will 
cast  me  into  the  pool."  Oh  !  my  brethren,  in  those 
few  words  what  a  story  is  compressed  of  the  tedious 
passing  of  weary  years.  He  had  come  there  a 
youth,  with  hope  in  his  heart  that  he  would  soon 
be  cured  of  his  infirmity ;  and  many  a  long  year 
seemed  to  spread  before  him,  in  which  he  might 
enjoy  his  recovered  health.  But  the  years  passed 
by,  and  those  who  were  boys  along  with  him  grew 
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to  be  men,  and  many  a  change  had  passed  upon  the 
faces  that  he  knew ;  many  a  sunrise  did  he  see  in 
hope,  and  many  an  evening  closed  in  the  disap- 
pointment of  the  hope  deferred  that  maketh  sick 
the  heart ;  and  his  hopes  were  dying  out,  and  his 
hair  was  growing  gray,  when,  after  nearly  forty 
years,  Jesus  came  and  cured  him.  Oh !  my  brethren, 
what  a  sorrowful  story  !  Eight-and-thirty  years  of 
waiting,  the  certain  remedy  before  his  eyes,  and 
none  to  help  him  to  avail  himself  of  its  efficacy. 
Friends  he  may  have  had — one  friend  he  surely 
had,  when  his  mother  held  him  in  her  arms — but 
his  mother  was  dead,  and  time  and  the  chance  and 
change  of  life  had  dispersed  his  early  friends,  or, 
after  the  manner  of  the  world,  in  the  day  of  his  dis- 
tress they  had  forsaken  him.  In  that  weary  march 
of  lpnely  years,  what  want  of  human  feeling  that 
man  had  witnessed !  what  cool  contempt,  what 
silent  carelessness  !  and  we  are  tempted  to  exclaim 
against  a  city  whose  annals  are  disgraced  by  a 
story  such  as  this.  But  pause,  before  one  bitter 
thought  forms  itself  in  your  minds,  before  one  word 
of  condemnation  rushes  to  your  indignant  lips. 
Stay  a  little. 

There  is  a  certain  place  in  the  Church  of  God,  a 
place  which  you  have  not  seen  with  the  eye  of  flesh, 
but  which  faith  teaches  you  that  it  exists  as  really 
as  the  places  you  have  walked  in,  and  that  you 
know  with  the  familiar  knowledge  of  everyday  ex- 
perience. It  is  a  land  over  which  hangs  a  cloud  of 
silent  sorrow,  of  uncomplaining  agony,  that  is  voice- 
less in  the  intensity  of  its  resignation.  And  in  that 
silent  land  of  pain  lies  many  a  friend  of  yours  whom 
your  heart  cannot  forget — friends  whom  you  knew 
once — whose  faces,  whose  smiles,  whose  voices, 
were  familiar  to  you  in  days  gone  by,  who  were 
members,  it  may  be,  of  the  same  household,  whc 
knelt  with  you  at  the  same  altar — who  worked,  an4 
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prayed,  and  smiled,  and  were  bound  to  you  by 
every  tie  which  the  kindly  charities  of  nature  and 
of  grace  can  forge.  They  died;  and  they  are  in 
Purgatory.  Stricken  are  they  by  no  mere  earthly 
malady,  but  by  an  agony  for  which  earth  has  no 
image  nor  any  name.  Consumed  are  they  by  no 
mere  earthly  fever,  but  by  the  fever  of  a  fire  that 
searches  their  very  soul.  And  you  pass  by — you, 
their  friends — and  you  have  at  your  disposal  the 
healing  flood  of  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus.  You 
pass  by — heedless,  or  forgetful,  or  indifferent,  it 
matters  little  whicji — you  pass  by  and  give  no 
help.  You  leave  the  sufferers  there,  looking  up 
with  pain-stricken,  wistful  eyes  to  the  heaven  above, 
and  saying  :  "  O  God,  we  have  no  friend  who,  when 
the  healing  blood  of  Thy  Divine  Son  is  ready  in  the 
Holy  Mass  to  extinguish  the  flames  of  our  torment, 
will  use  it  for  our  relief."  My  brethren,  condemn 
if  you  will,  in  what  sharp  terms  indignation  may 
Suggest,  the  heartlessness  of  the  citizens  of  Jeru- 
salem, but  do  not  omit  to  compare  it  with  your 
own,  when,  either  through  carelessness  or  forget- 
fulness,  you  neglect  to  do  your  part,  the  part  of 
friendship,  the  part  of  charity,  to  assist  the  suffering 
souls  in  Purgatory. 

There  is  no  devotion  more  acceptable  to  God,  or 
more  conducive  to  His  glory,  than  the  devotion  to 
the  Holy  Souls.  It  rests  on  faith,  it  works  through 
hope — it  is  the  fragrant  flower,  the  perfect  fruit  of 
charity.  There  is  no  other  devotion  better  adapted 
to  secure  your  own  salvation.  Release  one  soul 
from  Purgatory,  and  what  do  you  do  ?  You  place 
in  the  living  Presence  of  God  in  heaven  a  saint, 
whose  gratitude  shall  never  weary,  to  supplicate  in 
your  behalf,  till  you  yourself  sit  by  him  at  the  feet 
of  God.  But  that  is  not  all.  The  very  means  you 
must  adopt  to  help  the  souls  in  purgatory  tend,  of 
their  own  nature,  directly  to  your  own  salvation. 
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You  pray  for  them— you,  too,  gain  merit  from 
your  prayer ;  you  gain  an  indulgence  for  them — 
to  do  so  you  must  be  in  the  state  of  grace  yourself, 
that  is,  in  the  way  of  salvation,  your  foot  upon  the 
very  threshold  of  heaven  ;  you  procure  a  Mass  to 
be  said  for  them — you  have,  yourself,  a  share  in 
the  superabundant  fruit  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  Our 
dear  mother,  Mary,  is,  in  a  special  manner,  Queen 
of  this  realm  of  suffering.  Do  you  not  think  she 
will  help  those  most,  and  love  them  most  dearly, 
who  aid  her  suffering  clients  ?  So  it  is ;  in  the 
loving  economy  of  God's  Providence,  every  step  we 
take  to  assist  the  Holy  Souls,  is  a  step  further  on 
our  own  way  to  heaven. 

And,  oh  !  my  brethren,  on  a  night  like  this — on 
the  eve  of  the  great  festival  which  the  Church  has 
instituted  for  their  relief — it  needs  no  words  of 
mine,  nor  any  words  to  plead  the  cause  of  the 
suffering  souls.     To-night,  they  plead  themselves. 

There  is  not  one  amongst  you  whose  home  death 
has  not  sometime  visited.  Touched  into  reflection 
by  an  anniversary  like  this,  you  will  look  around 
and  see,  it  may  be,  a  vacant  chair  that  was  not 
vacant  once.  You  miss  an  old  familiar  face,  and 
have  memories  of  a  voice  that  mingles  no  more 
with  the  other  voices  of  your  home. 

Can  we  not  picture  the  departed,  looking  up  to- 
night from  their  bed  of  anguish,  with  a  gleam  of 
hope  in  their  wistful,  sorrow-clouded  eyes.  Well 
may  they  have  hope ;  for,  surely  there  is  no  one 
here  so  heartless  as  to  forget  them.  The  memory 
of  them  will  come  back  upon  their  friends  to-night, 
">nd  the  echo  of  their  half-forgotten  voices  will 
Vake  the  hearts  that  loved  them  to  sympathy  for 
iheir  suffering,  and  to  an  effort  for  their  release. 
And  surely — an  earnest  prayer,  an  indulgence,  an 
application  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in 
their  behalf,  will  prove  that  they  have  not  been 
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forgotten,  and  that  friendship,  blessed  by  faith,  and 
made  strong*  by  charity,  can  reach  beyond  the 
grave.  And  while  your  souls  are  filled  with  reflec- 
tions such  as  these,  I  give  place  to  them ;  and  in 
the  silence  of  your  hearts  it  is  no  longer  I,  but  they 
themselves  that  shall  cry  out,  and  shall  not  cry  in 
vain  :  "  Have  pity  on  me,  have  pity  on  me,  you,  at 
least,  my  friends,  for  the  hand  of  the  Lord  hath 
touched  me." 


BEGINNING  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 
(1.)  Christmas  Day. 

When  the  world  began  its  waiting  for  the  Messiah 
Who  was  to  come,  one  shadow  had  fallen  upon  the 
human  heart,  one  awful  figure  seemed  to  preside 
over  the  destinies  of  man.  The  shadow  was  the 
shadow  of  the  first  great  sin ;  the  figure  was  the 
figure  of  the  angel  with  sword  of  flame  who 
guarded  the  lost  Paradise,  where  man  could  never 
dwell  again.  And  when  that  long  waiting  was 
nearly  at  an  end,  when  the  first  glimmer  of  the 
dawn  was  at  hand  which  kings  and  prophets  had 
sighed  for,  but  had  not  seen,  another  figure  takes 
the  place  of  the  angel,  and  the  world  began  to  be 
filled  with  the  voice  of  one  crying  in  the  wilder- 
ness, a  voice  laden  with  one  unchanging  message, 
the  necessity  of  penance,  because  of  the  near 
coming  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
And  what  had  been  happening  in  the  world  from 
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the  time  the  angel  had  commenced  his  watch  down 
to  the  day  when  John  came  forth  from  the  silent- 
ness  of  his  desert  life  to  announce  that  the  kingdom 
of  heaven  was  at  hand  ?     If  we  wish  to  celebrate 
aright  the  coming  of  that  kingdom   on  this   the 
birthday  of  Jesus,  Who  is  its  king,  we  must  strive 
to  give  that  question  an  answer  more  or  less  com- 
plete.    We  must  strive  in  some  way  to  realise  the 
need  the  fallen  world  had  of  a  Redeemer,  before  we 
can  be  duly  sensible  of  the  mercy  by  which  that 
need  was  met.     The  answer  is   simply  this :    sin 
had  made  its  way  on  earth,  and  had  established 
its  empire  as  widely  as  the  world.     Since  the  first 
great  sin  had  been  committed,  the  baleful  shadow 
had  gone  on  deepening  in  blackness,  widening  in 
influence,  creeping  on  from  heart  to  heart ;  falling 
on  the  home,  and  banishing  for  ever  the  purity 
that   should   make   home    only   less    sacred   than 
heaven,  of  which  it  ought  to  be  the  highest  earthly 
type  ;  falling  on  youth,  and  making  it  a  madness  ; 
on  age,  and  making  it  a  curse.     Men  had  gone 
about  their  business,  and  their  business  was  sin  ; 
had  sought  for  pleasure,  and  their  pleasures  had 
been   sinful   too.     They  had  lived   their   aimless 
lives,   and   had   gone   down,   as  hopeless   as   the 
beasts  that  perish,  to  their  forgotten  graves.    They 
had   perverted    every   faculty,   had    turned   every 
blessing  to  a  deadly  curse,  had  made  the  human 
intellect  a  propagator  of  error,  and  the  human  will 
an  instrument  of  corruption.    Above  all  and  beyond 
all,  they  had  forgotten  God.     As  far  as  they  were 
able,  they  had  pushed  Him  aside  from  the  world 
He  had  made,  had  blotted  out  His  name  from  the 
monuments  of  His  power,  had  lived  without  His 
law,  and  died  without  His  love,  and  had  left  proof— 
if  proof,  indeed,  were  needed — to  all  time  to  come 
of  what  must  inevitably  be  the  condition  of  men 
who  live  without  the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth. 
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To  unenlightened  human  intellect  the  world 
well  might  seem  in  hopeless  case.  The  world 
was  a  mistake,  creation  a  gigantic  blunder.  The 
thoughful  sought  in  hard,  hopeless  doubt,  that  in- 
difference which  might  give  them  respite  from  the 
trouble  that  harassed  their  souls,  from  the  unsolved 
problems  of  the  universe  around  them  ;  and  the 
thoughtless  sought  in  beastly  self-indulgence,  a 
drug  that  might  still  the  wakeful  torture  of  aspira- 
tions of  which  they  knew  not  the  meaning,  and 
far-reaching  desires  which  they  could  not  satisfy. 

It  might  seem  a  hopeless  case  to  man ;  but  to 
God  it  was  not  hopeless.  At  the  very  time  that 
the  tide  of  wickedness  had  reached  its  flood — a 
flood  higher  and  far  more  horrible  than  that  against 
which  the  Deluge  of  old  had  been  Heaven's  indig- 
nant protest — at  that  very  time  God's  message 
worked  in  the  lonely  heart  of  John  the  Baptist, 
and  formed  his  austere  life,  and  his  deep,  silent 
thoughts,  and  all  the  mysteries  of  his  long,  un- 
earthly loneliness,  into  the  one  articulate  cry,  that 
the  kingdom  of  heaven  was  at  hand,  and  that  God 
was  about  to  visit  His  people. 

And  so,  in  God's  good  time,  His  kingdom  came. 
Amidst  all  the  wickedness  of  the  world,  God  had 
made  and  kept  for  Himself  one  nation  of  chosen 
people,  whom  He  made  the  keepers  of  His  law 
and  the  depositaries  of  His  promise.  He  had 
hedged  them  round  by  jealous  ordinances  from  the 
Gentile  races  of  the  earth.  He  had  guided  them 
through  many  vicissitudes,  had  rescued  them  at 
times  from  the  depth  of  political  ruin,  and  exalted 
them  to  the  height  of  political  power.  He  had 
given  riches  to  her  kings,  and  prudence  to  her 
leaders,  and  vision  to  her  prophets ;  but  amid  all 
the  splendours  of  Israel's  destiny,  the  brightest 
jewel  in  the  diadem  of  the  house  of  David  was  the 
promise    that    from    his    line    should   spring  the 
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Saviour  of  the  world.  Years  passed  on,  and 
changes  came  upon  the  land  that  were  unspeak- 
ably bitter  to  the  Jewish  heart.  Earthly  power 
had  passed  from  the  house  of  David ;  his  sceptre 
was  broken,  and  the  diadem  of  Juda's  princes  was 
humbled  to  the  dust.  A  pagan  and  a  stranger 
ruled  in  the  palaces  of  Israel,  and  the  heathen 
soldier  of  haughty  Rome  walked  insolently  through 
the  Holy  City,  whose  every  stone  was  sacred  with 
memories  of  the  long  glories  of  the  fallen  people. 
It  was  Juda's  darkest  hour,  but  then  was  it  nearest 
to  the  dawn. 

It  was  in  the  dark,  cold  time  of  mid-winter,  and 
the  roads  of  Judea  were  thronged  with  travellers  ; 
for  an  edict  had  gone  forth  from  the  Roman  em- 
peror, Augustus,  that  everyone  should  go  up  to  be 
enrolled  in  the  city  of  his  tribe.  And  God  used 
the  proud  caprice  of  a  pagan  emperor,  to  bring 
about  the  fulfilment  of  a  prophecy  that  had  been 
spoken  long  before  Rome  had  risen  on  her  seven 
hills — "  And  thou,  Bethlehem  of  Juda,  art  not  least 
among  the  princes  of  Juda,  for  out  of  thee  shall 
come  forth  the  captain  who  shall  rule  my  people 
kraal." 

Among  the  travellers  were  two — a  woman  seated 
on  an  ass,  which  an  old  man  led  carefully  along 
the  rugged  road.  There  was  not  much  in  their 
appearance  to  attract  the  world's  notice,  yet,  if  one 
had  looked  closely,  he  might  have  been  struck  by 
the  meek  nobleness  of  Mary's  look,  and  by  traces 
of  high  descent  upon  the  face  of  Joseph ;  for, 
humble  though  they  were,  they  were  of  the  royal 
race  of  David,  and  were  going  up  from  Nazareth 
to  be  enrolled  in  Bethlehem,  the  city  of  their 
fathers.  The  night  had  fallen  when  they  reached 
the  town,  travel-stained  and  wayworn  ;  the  inns  of 
Bethlehem  were  crowded  with  richer  travellers ; 
they  wandered  houseless  and  desolate  in  the  fields  ; 
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they  entered  a  bleak,  unsheltered  cave ;  beasts, 
more  hospitable  than  men,  received  them ;  and 
there,  between  an  ox  and  an  ass,  was  born  the 
long  expected  of  nations,  the  Saviour  of  the  world. 
The  kingdom  of  heaven  had  come,  and  had 
come  as  it  was  meet,  if  we  only  consider  it,  that 
the  kingdom  of  heaven  should  come — with  perfect 
power  to  accomplish  the  object  of  its  coming,  but 
with  an  equally  perfect  absence  of  the  outcry  and 
the  pomp  with  which  mere  earthly  kingdoms  think 
it  needful  to  announce  their  coming.  That  which 
is  strongest  and  greatest  usually  comes  most 
quietly.  What  rules  so  widely  as  the  light,  and 
yet,  what  ever  comes  so  quietly  as  the  silent  foot- 
steps of  the  dawn  ?  What  is  stronger  than  the 
storm  ?  and  yet,  the  wind  comes  forth  from  its  first 
faint  source  in  tremulous  whispers.  What  smites 
so  surely  and  rends  so  fiercely  as  the  lightning  ? 
Yet,  before  the  thunder  crashes,  it  has  done  its 
work.  The  sun  shines,  the  trees  grow,  the  flowers 
bloom,  the  stars  move  up  through  heaven,  the 
forces  of  nature  do  their  appointed  tasks,  and  all 
in  silence.  And  it  is  still  more  the  case  in  spiritual 
things  that  silence  is  the  condition  of  perfect  power. 
I  shall  not,  therefore,  strive  to  excite  your  wonder 
at  the  lowly  condition  of  the  Messiah.  I  shall  not 
be  anxious  to  dwell  on  the  hardships  and  the 
humiliations,  and  the  absence  of  earthly  pomp  and 
earthly  ceremony  at  the  manger  cradle  of  the 
Infant  King.  These  things  are  admirable  in  their 
way,  and  from  all,  we  may  learn  lessons  fitted  for 
special  times ;  but  the  special  lesson  of  Christmas 
Day  lies  deeper  far  than  these.  I  shall  no  more 
think  of  dwelling  on  those  things,  than  I  should 
think,  if  I  had  some  rare  picture  to  show  you,  of 
diverting  your  attention  to  the  beauty  of  its  frame. 
The  truth  is,  when  we  consider  the  mystery  of  to- 
day— a   God   made  Man — we  well   may  cease  to 
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wonder  at  things  which,  however  wonderful  in 
themselves,  cease  to  be  matter  for  much  wonder 
when  we  take  this  mystery  into  account.  That  God, 
looking  on  human  conditions,  should  choose  that 
which  is  meanest  and  lowest,  almost  ceases  to  be  a 
wonder,  when  we  consider  that  He  condescended 
to  choose  any  human  condition  at  all.  Between 
the  highest  human  condition,  and  the  lowest,  the 
difference  is  not  great.  Between  the  condition  of 
God,  and  any  human  condition,  the  difference  is 
simply  infinite.  Hence,  I  would  ask  you  to 
prostrate  yourselves  before  the  Infant  Jesus,  make 
an  act  of  faith  in  His  divinity  and  in  His  humanity  ; 
then  set  yourselves  to  learn,  and  apply  to  your  own 
needs,  the  lessons  taught  by  the  sublime  spectacle 
of  a  God  made  Man. 

And,  first,  I  would  ask  you  to  look  on  the  Infant 
in  the  manger,  and  recognise  in  Him  an  answer  to 
prayer.  Patriarch  and  king  and  prophet,  all  had 
prayed  for  the  coming  of  Him  Who  was  to  rule  and 
save  His  people.  If  the  sins  of  men  had  cried  to 
heaven  for  vengeance,  their  sorrows  had  cried 
louder  still  for  mercy.  The  miseries  that  sin  had 
brought  upon  the  world  had  gone  up  as  prayers  to 
the  God  Who  made  it ;  and  to  this  long  prayer  of 
agony,  as  to  every  prayer  that  human  hearts  send 
up  to  heaven,  an  answer  was  given  such  as  only 
God  could  give,  but  such  as  He  never  fails  to  give ; 
an  answer  that  comes,  not  according  to  the  imper- 
fection of  our  knowledge,  but  according  to  the 
fulness  of  God's — an  answer  which  is  not  merely 
the  remedy  we  dared  to  ask,  but  a  remedy  fuller 
and  greater  and  more  perfect  than  we  could  have 
ventured  to  expect.  The  world  had  prayed  for 
four  thousand  years — prophets  had  penetrated  the 
future  in  the  eagerness  of  their  longing — kings 
had  sighed  for  a  deliverance  that  earthly  sceptres 
could  not  bring — the  sorrows  of  desolate  hearts, 
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the  miseries  of  troubled  souls,  prayed  for  the  peace 
of  God ;  nay,  the  very  physical  universe  seemed, 
in  the  language  of  the  Apostle,  to  groan  for  the 
deliverance  from  the  blight  which  mingled  with  its 
beauty,  and  marred  its  loveliness.  And  the  answer 
came,  as  answers  always  come  to  prayer,  and  it 
came,  as  answers  always  come,  in  God's  complete 
form  ;  not  in  the  form  which  man's  weak  intellect 
might  think  desirable.  The  world  had  prayed  for 
a  Saviour  Who  would  remedy  the  past,  console  the 
present,  secure  the  future  ;  and  God  sent  the  world 
an  Infant,  Who  lay  helpless  in  a  manger  on  the 
world's  first  Christmas  Day.  There  was  an  answer 
to  prayer,  which,  at.  first  sight,  and  to  human  eyes, 
might  well  seem  no  answer  at  all,  but  which,  looked 
at  more  closely,  and  with  the  eye  of  faith,  is  an 
answer  which,  for  completeness,  no  mind  but  the 
mind  of  God  could  have  devised,  no  power  but  the 
power ,of  God  made  possible.  Who,  then,  looking 
at  the  God  made  Man,  in  the  form  of  an  Infant, 
can  dare  to  doubt  that  God,  Who  has  given  us  His 
only  begotten  Son,  will  give  us  all  we  pray  for ;  or 
who  will  dare  to  say  that  his  prayer  has  not  been 
answered  in  a  higher,  and  wider,  and  completer 
sense  than  he  could  have  dared  to  hope,  because, 
indeed,  it  may  not  have  been  answered  in  the 
precise  way  which,  to  his  imperfect  knowledge, 
might  ha^ve  seemed  desirable  ?  All  this  may  teach 
us,  first,  to  pray  with  perfect  faith,  and  then,  to 
leave  our  prayers  with  perfect  trust  to  the  wisdom 
and  the  mercy  of  God. 

We  can  see,  in  the  God-made  man,  a  complete 
remedy  for  the  evils  that  sin  had  brought  upon 
the  world.  Man  had  been  created  by  God  in  a 
perfect  state — in  that  precise  state  in  which  God 
wished  him  to  persevere.  The  two  great  faculties 
of  man  are  intellect  and  will,  and  according  to  the 
perfection  of  their  action  is  the  perfection  of  the 


qb  SERMONS. 

human  nature  which  they  constitute.  Now,  the 
object  of  the  intellect  is  truth,  and  the  business  of 
the  will  is  love.  The  intellect  seeks  that  which  is 
true  ;  the  will  tends  to  that  which  is  good,  Hence, 
the  knowledge  of  God,  Who  is  perfect  truth,  and 
the  love  of  God,  "Who  is  perfect  goodness,  are  the 
two  things  required  to  make  perfect  the  nature 
which  God  has  given  us.  In  the  beginning  God 
had  revealed  Himself  to  the  intellect  by  His  law, 
and  to  the  will  by  His  grace;  and  as  long  as  man 
would  observe  that  law  and  preserve  that  grace, 
so  long  would  he  be  fulfilling  the  end  of  his  being. 
But  man  did  not  do  so.  He  slighted  the  command 
of  God,  and,  by  disobeying  God's  law,  he  blinded 
his  own  intellect ;  by  forfeiting  God's  grace,  he 
weakened  his  own  will.  And  these  evils  wrought 
themselves  into  man's  sad  history.  The  evil  seed 
Was  sown  by  one  act  of  rebellion,  and  the  fallen 
world  entered  upon  the  bitter  harvest.  Men  em- 
ployed their  intellect  with  falsehood,  and  their  will 
with  the  corrupt  idols  which  passion  substituted 
for  God,  Who  alone  is  worthy  of  His  creatures' 
love.  From  this  source  proceed  all  the  evils  of  the 
world.  The  welfare  of  the  world  is  based  upon 
two  things — its  knowledge  and  its  action.  In  the 
order  established  by  God,  the  knowledge  was  to  be 
supplied  by  faith,  the  action  was  to  be  based  upon 
morality ;  and  whatever  blinds  the  intellect,  weakens 
faith  and  leads  to  error ;  whatever  weakens  the 
will,  undermines  morality  and  results  in  corrup- 
tion. Hence  it  is  easy  to  see  how  natural  it  was 
that,  before  the  coming  of  the  Messiah,  knowledge 
of  the  true  God  should  have  almost  died  out  of  the 
world,  and  that  all  flesh  should  have  corrupted  its 
way. 

Hence,  too,  the  one  important  thing  that  man 
must  seek  again  was — knowledge  of  God,  to  direct 
his  intellect,  and  the  grace  of  God,  to  strengthen 
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his  will ;  and  these  are  supplied,  as  only  God  could 
supply  them,  by  the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation,  in 
which  the  nature  of  God,  Who  is  the  fountain  of 
truth  and  the  author  of  grace,  is  united  to  our 
human  nature.  Hence,  too,  as  Jesus  came  to  be 
not  alone  our  Redeemer,  but  our  model,  when  He 
began  his  life  as  a  child,  helpless  with  the  touching 
helplessness  of  infancy,  we  may  well  be  sure  that 
He  has  there  given  us  a  perfect  example  of  what 
must  be  the  beginning  of  any  life  we  wish  to  live 
for  God. 

Look  now  at  the  Infant  Whom  you  believe  to  be 
God,  and  Whom  you  see  to  be  man.  What  is  it 
that  strikes  us  ?  It  is  the  infinity  of  divine  power, 
the  extremity  of  human  weakness,  both  united  in 
the  one  divine  person  of  Jesus  Christ.  Weakness 
the  most  absolute,  strength  the  most  perfect,  in 
one  person.  And  in  this  He  is  our  model.  This 
is  the  beginning  of  the  perfect  Christian,  and  like 
this  must  we  be,  like  this  must  we  begin,  if  we 
wish  to  be  followers  of  Christ.  Now  you  cai? 
understand  the  meaning  of  the  mysterious  rul& 
which  jesus  Himself  established,  '*  Unless  you  be- 
come as  little  children,  you  cannot  enter  into  the 
kingdom  of  heaven/'  The  Christian,  then,  must 
commence  his  Christian  life  as  Christ  began  His 
earthly  life,  with  a  union  of  absolute  weakness  and 
absolute  strength,  with  a  full  knowledge  of  both, 
and  with  an  acknowledgment  of  them  in  the  two 
inspired  maxims,  "  Of  myself  I  can  do  nothing/' 
and  again,  "  I  can  do  all  things  in  Him  Who 
Jtrengtheneth  me."  This  is  the  beginning  of  the 
perfect  Christian— a  union  of  the  power  of  God 
with  the  weakness  of  man  ;  and  it  is  in  this  truth, 
our  absolute  powerlessness  of  ourselves,  and  our 
absolute  all-powerfuiness  with  the  assistance  o* 
God,  that  we  find  that  complete  self-knowledge 
which  is  perfect  humility. 
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The  harmonies  of  God's  creation  are  very  won- 
derful ;  and,  in  the  very  physical  universe  around 
us,  we  can  discern  types  of  the  ideas  that  lie  at  the 
very  root  of  the  mysteries  of  our  intellectual  and 
moral  and  spiritual  life.  Thus  we  find  running 
through  all  creation  the  confession  of  "  strength  in 
weakness."  The  seed  is  dropped  into  the  ground, 
and  forthwith  it  begins  to  rot ;  and  when  corrup- 
tion has  reached  its  limit,  that  is,  when  weakness 
has  reached  its  extremity,  then  bursts  forth  the 
germ  of  a  new  life,  forcing  itself  upwards  to  the 
light  of  heaven.  The  blossom  falls  from  off  the 
tree ;  then  can  we  discern  the  fruit  that  is  the  ex- 
pression of  its  strength.  Again,  what  is  so  helpless 
as  an  infant  ?  Yet  what  is  ever  so  carefully  tended  ? 
Its  very  weakness  is  its  protection,  and  out  of  the 
depths  of  its  helplessness  comes  certain  help.  The 
whole  world,  if  we  look  into  it,  is  filled  with  the 
confession  of  strength  in  weakness.  But  this  truth 
expressed  in  the  physical  world  is  but  a  shadow  oi 
the  truth  that  underlies  our  spiritual  life,  and  is 
expressed  to  God  by  perfect  humility.  And  so,  if 
we  begin  as  children  in  our  Father's  house,  our 
very  weakness  shall  become  our  strength,  and  the 
helplessness  of  our  nature  shall  bring  certain  help, 
when  we  throw  ourselves  with  perfect  confidence 
on  the  tender  fatherhood  of  God. 

This  lesson,  then,  of  humility  is  the  lesson  I 
would  ask  you  to  draw  from  the  contemplation  of 
God  made  man ;  and  by  humility  I  mean  a  true 
estimate,  not  alone  of  our  weakness,  which  is  in 
ourselves,  but  of  our  strength,  which  is  in  God. 
To  have  humility  is  not  to  have  too  high  an  opinion 
of  ourselves* — that  everyone  sees  ;  but  neither  is  it 
to  have  too  low  an  opinion  of  ourselves :  it  is  to 
know  ourselves  as  we  really  are — to  know  not 
alone  that,  of  ourselves  we  can  do  nothing,  but  to 
know,  as  well,  that  in  God  we  can  do  all  things. 
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There  is  a  spurious  humility  that  is  in  reality 
cowardice,  that  results  in  meanness,  and  that, 
when  stripped  of  its  delusions,  is  the  worst  form  of 
pride.  There  is  a  confession  of  our  inability  to 
gain  the  victory  which  is  only  a  plausible  excuse 
for  declining  the  trouble  of  the  battle.  There  is 
an  admission  of  imperfection,  which  is  only  a  cloak 
for  the  laziness  and  self-indulgence  which  prevent 
us  from  striving  after  what  is  perfect.  Be  not  de- 
ceived. True  humility  consists  not  in  one  extreme 
or  the  other :  it  is  the  golden  mean  that  lies  be- 
tween the  two — the  knowledge  of  our  own  weak- 
ness of  ourselves,  joined  with,  and  animated  by,  the 
knowledge  of  our  ability  to  do  all  things  in  God, 
Who  is  our  strength. 

Now,  if  we  can  grasp  this — if  we  can  place  this 
truth  as  the  first  foundation  of  Christian  life — let 
us  see  what  ought  to  be  the  result  in  our  practical 
lives.  First,  this  most  consoling  one  that,  if  we 
had  true  humility,  our  past  sins,  however  numerous 
they  may  have  been,  or  however  grievous,  though 
they  may  be  matter  for  deep  sorrow,  would  never — 
could  never — be  a  matter  for  discouragement.  We 
know  whence  they  came ;  we  know  that  they 
sprang  from  our  own  weakness,  that  they  are  its 
natural  consequence,  and  that  we  could  have 
avoided  them  by  having  recourse  to  the  strength 
of  God,  which  would  have  supported  us.  For  the 
future,  if  we  leave  ourselves  at  the  mercy  of  the 
same  weakness,  we  will  commit  the  same  sins 
again,  but  we  shall  commit  them,  not  from  any 
necessity,  but  simply  because  we  shall  deliberately 
refuse  to  call  upon  the  resources  of  our  strength, 
which  is  in  God,  and  which  God  has  placed  abso- 
lutely at  our  own  disposal. 

If  we  have  true  humility,  a  second  thing  will  be 
noticeable  in  our  lives — it  will  be  the  absence  ol 
excuses  for  our  own  shortcomings,  and  the  avoid- 
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ance  of  the  hateful  practice  of  throwing  upon 
others  the  blame  of  our  own  sins.  Remember, 
everyone's  sins  spring  from  his  own  weakness,  not 
from  the  weakness  of  another.  Others  may  be  the 
occasion  of  our  sin,  may  even  tempt  us  to  sin,  and 
incur  the  deepest  guilt  by  their  conduct ;  but  all 
the  time,  whatever  sin  is  in  our  act,  that  sin  is  all 
our  own.  Sin  is  our  own  personal  act ;  and  as  no 
one  can  act  in  us,  so  no  other  can  equally  bear  the 
blame  of  that  precise  amount  of  sin  which  our  act 
brings  with  it.  And  yet  you  will  very  commonly 
hear  people  acknowledge  the  doing  of  something 
wrong,  and  declaring  all  the  time  that  it  was  not 
their  fault,  but  the  fault  of  someone  else.  The 
thing  is  impossible ;  it  is  a  contradiction  in  terms, 
just  as  much  as  if  you  declared  that  you  added  two 
and  two  together,  and  that  they  made  five,  not  four. 

A  third  thing,  also,  will  come  from  humility — 
we  shall  be  anxious  rather  to  do  a  good  work  than 
to  attract  to  ourselves  any  personal  credit  for 
having  done  it.  Believe  me,  the  more  perfect  our 
work,  the  more  likely  is  our  joy  for  having  done  it 
to  take  the  form  of  the  inspired  words,  "  Not  to  us, 
O  Lord,  not  to  us,  but  to  Thy  Name,  give  glory." 

There  is  another  thing  that  will  spring  from 
humility,  a  thing  that  is  so  important  that,  although 
it  might  very  well  form  the  subject  of  many  ser- 
mons, I  cannot  refrain  from  speaking  of  it  now, 
even  though  I  must  be  brief  in  doing  so.  It  is 
this  :  true  humility  is  absolutely  destructive  of  the 
habit,  alas !  too  common,  of  pronouncing  rash 
judgments  on  the  conduct  of  others.  If  we  could 
only  convince  ourselves  how  our  own  weakness 
disqualifies  us  for  the  office  of  judging  others,  we 
should  not  be  so  fatally  ready  to  take  that  office 
on  ourselves. 

These,  then,  are  the  lessons  of  the  Incarnation — 
the  lesson  of  our  weakness,  and  the  lesson  of  our 
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strength.  It  only  remains  for  us  to  see  how  we 
can  remedy  our  weakness  by  God's  strength,  and 
thus  live  lives  after  the  model  of  Jesus,  with  a 
union  of  human  weakness  and  divine  power;  in 
£>ther  words,  what  are  the  means  by  which  we  can 
use  for  our  own  advantage  the  power  of  God.  The 
first  means  is  prayer,  as  needful  to  our  spiritual 
lives  as  the  air  we  breathe  to  the  life  of  the  body. 
Whatever  you  ask,  that  you  shall  receive.  Prayer 
places  at  the  disposal  of  man's  weakness  the  infi- 
nite resources  of  God's  power.  This  is  the  one 
general  need  of  man's  spiritual  life.  Redemption 
was  not  necessary  to  Adam  before  he  fell ;  prayer 
was  necessary  from  the  first  moment  of  his  exist- 
ence. Once  granted  that  God  created  a  reasonable 
creature,  prayer  becomes  a  law  of  that  creature's 
being — a  law  that  began  for  him  when  time  began, 
and  that  shall  never  cease  through  all  the  ages  of 
his  immortality.  When  earth  shall  be  no  more — 
when  heaven  shall  have  begun  for  us,  many  things 
shall  be  changed — not  this.  Sacraments  shall  be 
no  more,  for  their  end  shall  be  attained  ;  faith  shall 
give  place  to  vision  ;  hope  to  fulfilment.  Charity 
shall  alone  remain,  and  as  long  as  charity  abideth, 
it  shall  find  a  voice  in  prayer.  In  that  perfect 
prayer  that  Jesus  left  us  there  are  seven  petitions  : 
six  are  specially  intended  for  the  work-days  of  our 
earthly  existence ;  one,  the  first,  shall  live  upon 
lips  of  saints  through  all  the  Sabbath  of  their 
eternity — the  creature's  cry  to  his  Creator,  "  Our 
Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  Thy  name." 
We  have  seen  that  the  sources  of  man's  weakness 
are  the  blindness  of  his  intellect  and  the  weakness 
of  his  will ;  and  we  have  seen  that  God's  remedy 
for  these  evils  is  found  in  the  Incarnation,  in  which 
God  and  man  are  united  in  the  one  divine  person 
of  Jesus  Christ.  Let  us  now  see  how  that  remedy 
is  applied  to  us.     In  this  way  :  by  being  Catholics 
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we  are  members  of  Christ's  mystic  body,  the 
Church — we  are  united  to  God  through  Christ; 
and  through  this  union — through  being  members 
of  the  Church — we  receive,  first,  infallible  teaching, 
to  enlighten  our  intellect ;  secondly,  unfailing  grace 
in  the  Church's  Sacraments,  to  strengthen  our  will. 
Since,  then,  we  have  been  so  blessed  by  God  as  to 
have  been  called  to  the  membership  of  His  Church 
by  faith,  it  only  remains  for  us  to  have  recourse  to 
the  Sacraments,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  full  benefit 
of  that  union  of  man  with  God,  of  which  the  Incar- 
nation was  the  perfect  model. 

Be,  then,  united  to  Jesus,  first,  as  you  are  united 
by  loving  obedience  to  the  infallible  teaching  of 
the  Church;  and  next,  by  using  to  the  full  the 
fountains  of  grace  which  flow  from  the  sacred 
wounds  of  Jesus,  through  the  Church's  Sacraments. 
The  shepherds,  on  the  first  Christmas,  having  heard 
the  glad  tidings  of  the  angels,  said  to  one  another, 
"  Let  us  go  up  to  Bethlehem,"  &c.  Remember 
that  we  can  accompany  them,  not  merely  in  spirit 
or  in  figure,  but  in  very  truth.  Jesus  was  not  more 
surely  laid  in  a  manger  than  He  comes  down  daily 
on  our  altars.  Not  more  surely  did  He  dwell  in 
the  obscurity  of  Nazareth  than  He  dwells  in  the 
lonely  solitude  of  our  tabernacles.  We  are  united 
mystically  to  Jesus,  inasmuch  as  we  are  members 
of  His  Church  ;  we  can  become  still  more  closely 
united  to  Him  in  the  blessed  Sacramen*  of  His 
love.  He  still  smiles  on  us  at  Benediction,  and 
visits  us  at  Mass,  and  comes  into  our  very  hearts 
in  the  Holy  Communion.  The  shepherds  said, 
"  Let  us  go  up  to  Bethlehem."  No  need  for  us  to 
go ;  let  us  stay  here — here  before  the  altar  conse- 
crated by  His  sacramental  presence,  and  see  the 
perfect  lesson  of  perfect  humility  that  was  given  in 
the  Incarnation,  brought  home  to  us  day  after  day 
in  the  mystery  of  the  Eucharist-     Amen. 
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"  And  the  angel  said  to  them  :  Fear  not,  for  behold  I  bring  you 
good  tidings  of  great  joy,  that  shall  be  unto  all  the  people,"  &c. 
Luke,  ii.  10. 

Whatever  records  there  were  of  visitations  of  God 
to  man,  either  in  the  sacred  books  of  the  Jews,  or 
in  the  vague  traditions  that  lingered  like  memories 
of  dreams  in  the  human  mind,  all  had  hitherto 
borne  traces  that  His  visitations  were  made  in 
such  a  way  as  to  strike  awe,  and  sometimes  even 
terror  and  dismay,  into  those  who  had  witnessed 
them.  The  great  bulk  of  mankind,  outside  the 
Jewish  nation  and  the  Jewish  Church,  had,  before 
the  coming  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  little  reliable 
guidance  about  things  supernatural.  But  though 
pagan  darkness  lay  like  a  pall  of  death  upon  the 
face  of  the  world,  yet,  even  in  the  worst  of  times 
there  lingered,  at  least  in  the  imagination  of  man- 
kind, an  impression  so  deep-rooted  that  nothing 
could  utterly  destroy  it,  that  apart  from,  but  very 
near  to,  the  plodding  life  of  sense,  there  was 
another  and  a  very  different  world — the  world  of 
spirit — that  made  itself  felt  at  times  amid  the  dull 
routine  of  the  material  universe.  They  felt,  even 
the  most  careless  and  the  most  depraved,  that  it 
could  scarcely  be,  but  that,  beyond  the  vault  of  the 
overarching  heavens  some  Mighty  Power  ruled 
and  had  a  throne,  from  which,  however  invisible 
it  might  be  to  the  dull  eyes  of  sense,  yet,  real 
mandates  came,  at  times,  supported  by  a  power 
that  guaranteed  obedience;  and  men  felt  sore  afraid 
when  any  unusual  occurrence,  any  unwonted  signs 
of  marvellous  portent,  gave  ground  for  thinking 
that  the  world  of  spirit  was  about  to  make  a  mani- 
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festation  of  itself.  And,  in  truth,  if  mankind  had 
had  a  knowledge  of  the  inspired  books  of  Judea, 
they  would  have  found  in  them  enough  to  explain 
and  to  justify  this  natural  feeling.  For,  according 
to  those  books,  there  was  a  very  real  and  Almighty 
God,  Who  had  made  the  world,  and  the  men  who 
dwelt  in  it,  and  Who,  having  made  them,  had  not 
flung  them  from  Him  to  be  ruled  by  chance,  but 
Who  had  kept  them  fast  in  His  Almighty  hand, 
and  presided  over  the  shaping  of  their  destinies  by 
a  providence  that  left  nothing  outside  its  spread, 
and  overlooked  nothing  in  its  marvellous  minute- 
ness. And  this  God  had  made  many  a  visitation 
to  His  creatures,  and  He  had  made  them  usually 
in  a  way  that  was  well  calculated  to  make  men's 
hearts  troubled  and  afraid. 

There  had  been  a  day— the  saddest  day  the  world 
could  have  possibly  witnessed — when  the  first 
parents  of  the  human  race,  having  sinned  their 
first  and  fatal  sin,  heard  the  voice  of  God  in 
Paradise,  and  hid  themselves  away  from  the  wrath 
of  His  face. 

Again  had  God  come,  and  had  come  in  deeper 
anger,  for,  all  flesh  had  corrupted  its  way,  and  the 
floodgates  of  heaven  were  opened,  and  the  fountains 
of  the  deep  were  broken  up,  and,  in  a  flood  of  many 
waters,  the  wrath  of  God  rushed  over  the  wicked 
world. 

Once  again  had  God  come,  and  to  His  chosen 
people;  but  the  lightnings  flashed  and  the  thunder 
rolled  from  the  heights  of  Sinai,  and  the  people, 
God's  chosen  people  though  they  were,  fell  upon 
their  face,  and  the  hearts  within  them  quailed  with 
a  terror  like  the  terror  of  death,  while  God  pro- 
claimed His  Covenant  and  His  Law. 

Such  had  been  some  of  the  visitations  which  God 
had  made  to  the  world.  But  there  was  now,  in  the 
fulness  of  His  mercy,  to  be  another  and  an  abiding 
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visitation  of  God  to  man,  so  different  from  those  of 
old,  that  the  most  appropriate  words  that  could  be 
found  to  herald  its  arrival  were  the  words  of  thf 
angel :  "  Fear  not/'  &c.,  &c.  Perfect  love  castetlf 
out  fear,  and  this  time  God  had  come  in  love. 

How  the  world  has  needed  a  Saviour  the  history 
of  the  world  can  tell.  Not  once,  but  many  a  time, 
had  all  flesh  corrupted  its  way.  God  was  unknown 
by  many,  by  some  despised,  by  all  but  badly  served, 
and  lightly  or  little  thought  of.  What  was  the 
history  of  the  world  before  the  coming  of  our  Lord  ? 
I  can  sum  up  its  sadness  in  words  that  were  spoken 
amid  the  trees  of  Paradise.  Adam  had  said,  when 
God  had  asked  him — "Adam,  where  art  thou?" 
Adam  had  answered  :  "  I  was  ashamed,  and  I  hid 
myself."  These  words  may  be  said  to  contain,  as 
it  were,  in  germ,  the  sad  history  of  the  forty 
centuries  that  preceded  the  coming  of  our  Lord. 
Man — created  with  an  immortal  soul  made  to  God's 
likeness,  destined  to  find  its  perfection  and  its 
happiness  in  the  knowledge  and  the  love  of  God 
Himself — man  had  been  corrupted  by  sin  ;  th& 
blight  of  sin  had  fallen  like  a  pall  of  death  over 
the  face  of  humanity ;  and  it  had  become  the  one 
business  of  man,  ashamed,  as  it  were,  of  the  naked- 
ness of  his  soul,  to  hide  himself  away  from  the  face 
of  God.  He  had  been  striving  through  all  those 
years  to  raise  between  himself  and  the  God  Who 
made  him  a  mist  of  ignorance  and  a  wall  of  sin. 
And  too  fatally  had  man  succeeded  in  his  design. 
Sin  made  its  way  on  earth  :  the  curse  of  it  worked 
deeper  from  father  to  son,  from  generation  to 
generation.  The  world  had,  in  fact,  to  all  appear- 
ance, become  the  kingdom  of  Satan.  But  now 
God's  time  had  ripened  to  its  fulness,  and  the  voice 
of  John  came  from  the  wilderness,  proclaiming  that 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  was  at  hand.  And  while 
the  world  slept  in  the  silence  of  the  midnight,  the 
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Kingdom  of  God  stole  upon  the  world  as  silently 
as  the  footsteps  of  the  dawn  steal  down  the  eastern 
hills.  But,  silently  though  God  wished  to  come, 
yet  He  wished  to  make  just  one  announcement  of 
His  coming.  This  announcement  was  made  to 
some  shepherds,  who  kept  the  night-watch  on  the 
lonely  plains. 

And  it  was  made  to  them  with  special  appro- 
priateness. They  were,  of  all  men,  least  likely  to 
have  been  affected  by  the  spirit  of  worldliness. 
Their  lives  were  very  simple,  and  their  hearts  were 
very  pure,  and  the  world  had  not  spoiled  them  by 
its  wealth  or  by  its  pleasure.  Their  life-path  lay 
apart  from  the  great  highway  where  the  noisy 
folly  of  the  world  pursued  its  march.  They  had 
never  seen — had  scarcely  ever  even  imagined — the 
splendid  vice  that  flaunts  itself  in  city  streets. 
They  were  mostly  alone  with  God,  in  the  solitudes 
of  nature,  out  under  the  eye  of  heaven,  thinking 
their  simple  unsophisticated  thoughts  beneath  the 
gleaming  of  the  moonlight  and  the  twinkling  of 
the  stars. 

But  when  the  vision  burst  upon  them — being 
men,  with  the  natural  feelings  of  men,  and  having, 
as  all  men  have,  a  nameless  awe  in  the  presence 
of  the  supernatural — they  were  afraid.  They  had 
seen  the  gleaming  of  many  a  harvest  moon,  but 
never  had  they  seen  a  brightness  like  the  bright- 
ness that  shone  around  them  now.  Their  souls 
had  been  filled  with  the  still  sphere  music  of  many 
a  starry  night,  but  never  even  into  their  dreams,  had 
music  stolen  of  such  witching  strain  as  broke  upon 
the  stillness  of  that  December  night.  And  the 
shadowy,  shapely  form  of  an  angel  floated  in  the 
light  of  the  vision,  and  the  music  rushed  into 
articulate  words,  and  the  words  were  these:  "  Fear 
not,"  &c,  &c. 

Yes  ;  a  Saviour  was  born ;  after  all  the  weary 


CHRISTMAS  DAY. 


109 


waiting.  Death  had  quenched  the  longing  in  the 
eyes  of  many  a  king ;  Isaiah's  fire-touched  lips 
were  dust ;  Ezekiel's  voice  was  mute;  the  prophets 
were  no  more,  for  prophets  were  no  longer  needed. 
After  the  long  years— the  Christ  had  come. 

And  how  had  He  come  ?  How  was  He  likely  to 
come  ?  Shall  He  come  as  He  came  in  Paradise, 
with  a  footstep  that  seemed  to  trample  on  the 
guilty  hearts  that  throbbed  with  terror  at  His 
coming?  Shall  He  come  as  He  came  on  Sinai, 
clothed  in  heaven's  stormiest  clouds,  with  the 
lightning  in  His  hand,  and  the  roll  of  the  thunder 
in  His  voice  ?  Shall  He  come  as  a  King,  with 
observance  and  state,  compelling  the  reverence 
and  the  fear  even  of  the  ungodly  ?  Shall  He  not 
come,  at  any  rate,  as  a  full-grown  Man,  with  the 
ripe  thought  of  manhood  in  His  perfect  mind,  and 
manly  vigour  in  the  beat  of  His  heart,  and  the 
pressure  of  His  hand  ?  My  brethren,  in  any  of 
these  ways  might  one  of  us  have  dreamed  of  Him 
as  coming,  and  been  satisfied  to  see  Him  come. 
But  He  came  not  in  any  of  these  ways,  because 
He  came  not  yet  to  judge,  and  to  smite  with  the 
sword  of  justice,  but  to  draw  men  to  Him  by  the 
sweet  attractions  of  mercy  and  of  love.  All  power 
was  His,  but  He  put  away  the  signs  of  power, 
because  He  wished,  if  to  use  force,  to  use  only  the 
force  that  unselfish  love  and  entire  self-sacrifice 
must  always  exercise  over  hearts  that  retain  even 
a  vestige  of  humanity.  He  would,  as  it  were,  lie 
in  wait  for  the  men  who  had  been  avoiding  Him 
so  carefully,  and  offending  Him  so  grievously.  He 
would  hide  under  the  weakness  of  infancy,  and  try 
to  steal  into-their  hearts  under  a  form  that  rarely 
appeals  in  vain,  even  to  the  most  hardened — the 
form  of  a  child.  He  would  be  born  of  a  woman  ; 
He  would  lie  helpless  in  the  arms,  of  a  human 
mother ;    He  would  lay  His  lips  on   hers,  would 
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nestle  close  to  her  bosom,  would  stretch  His  «baby 
hands  to  her,  with  the  common  instinct  of  all  the 
^aby  children  of  Adam ;  He  would  look  up  i*ito 
tier  face,  and  take  the  law  of  infancy,  as  children 
take  it,  from  a  mother's  eyes  and  from  a  mother's 
lips.  My  brethren,  it  was  a  thought  of  which  I 
must  say,  and  you  must  feel,  just  this — that  it  was 
a  thought  worthy  of  the  God  Who  thought  it.  Who 
can  help  loving  Him,  as  He  lies  a  helpless  Infant, 
reft  of  the  semblance  of  Heaven's  Majesty,  and  of 
the  power  that  makes  the  angels  full  of  awe,  and 
makes  the  devils  tremble  ?  And  what  a  rich  harvest 
of  tender  memories  would  ripen  for  mankind,  from 
the  seed  sown  in  Bethlehem  !  He  would  gradually, 
as  it  were,  make  Himself  at  home  in  His  own  world 
He  would  lay  aside  the  manifestation  of  the  know- 
ledge that  would  amaze,  and  the  majesty  that  woulc 
awe,  and  the  power  that  would  terrify,  and  the 
oeauty  that  would  dazzle.  He  would  hide  them  all 
under  the  simple  forms  of  babyhood,  and  childhood, 
and  boyhood,  and  youth. 

This  was  God's  plan  ;  and,  accordingly,  when 
the  shepherds  passed  up  to  Bethlehem  they  found 
the  Infant  laid  in  a  manger. 

Such,  my  brethren,  is  the  spectacle  that  the 
Church  summons  you  to  look  upon  to-day — the 
spectacle  of  God  made  Man  in  the  form  of  an 
Infant.  Can  I — as  the  minister  of  the  Church, 
announcing  the  same  tidings  of  great  joy  that  an 
angel  announced  on  the  world's  first  Christmas — 
can  I,  also,  preface  the  announcement  with  the 
angel's  words:  "  Fear  not"?  My  brethren,  up 
from  amid  the  cares  and  distractions,  alas  !  and  it 
may  be,  too,  amid  the  sins  of  your  ordinary  lives, 
up  starts  the  vision  that  eighteen  centuries  have 
not  dimmed — that  the  ages  of  eternity  shall  not 
dim — the  vision  of  the  Child  Jesus. 

Can  I,  too,  say — pointing   to   that   vision,   and 
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addressing  you — can  I,  too,  say:  "Fear  not"? 
Well,  I  can  say  so,  but  only  on  this  condition — 
if  already  there  is  kindled  in  your  hearts  the 
fire  of  that  love  that  casts  out  fear;  if  you  can 
come,  as  the  shepherds  came,  with  simple  minds 
and  firm  faith,  and  hearts  as  guileless  as  their 
hearts  were,  to  make  an  offering  of  your  hearts 
and  souls  to  the  Infant  Saviour;  if,  having  gone 
through  that  Baptism  of  Penance  which  John  the 
Baptist  preached  to  the  remission  of  sins  ;  if,  with 
hearts  full  of  love,  and  souls  free,  at  any  rate,  from 
mortal  sin,  you  can  kneel  to-day  before  that  altar, 
where,  in  the  reality  and  the  lowliness  of  His 
sacramental  presence,  Jesus  has  made  Bethlehem 
no  longer  a  mere  memory  of  the  past,  but  a  living 
reality,  a  part  of  the  everyday  experience  of  your 
Catholic  lives. 

If  this  be  so,  then  come  without  fear  with  the 
shepherds  of  Bethlehem ;  you  will  find  Jesus  here 
as  truly  as  the  shepherds  found  Him,  as  surely  as 
you  shall  find  Him  when  your  souls  shall  have 
passed  to  the  glory  of  heaven ;  and,  coming  like 
the  shepherds,  you  shall  find,  as  they  found,  not 
only  the  Child  but  His  mother;  and  with  that 
loyal  devotion  to  Mary  that  belongs  to  Catholic 
hearts,  you  will  learn  from  His  mother  and  from 
yours,  how  to  love  the  Infant  Jesus. 


LESSONS  OF  THE  LA.ST  JUDGMENT. 

First  Sunday  of  Advent. 

There  come  to  all  of  us,  from  time  to  time,  special 
Seasons  for  reflection.  There  are  certain  breathing 
spaces  in  the  race,  the  end  of  which  will  bring  the 
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rest  of  death.  There  are  times  when  we  pause,  as 
it  were,  upon  the  road  of  life,  and  look  back,  half 
in  sorrow  and  half,  perhaps,  in  thankfulness,  on 
the  way  we  have  been  travelling — thinking,  sadly 
enough,  of  baffled  aims  and  blighted  hopes ;  of  the 
good  we  might  have  done,  but  did  not ;  of  the  evil 
we  need  not  have  done,  but  which  we  did — looking 
back  on  the  failures,  and  the  falls,  and  the  disap- 
pointments, that  make  the  landmarks  of  most 
retrospects  of  life ;  and  looking  back,  too,  on  the 
spots  which  God's  grace  and  our  co-operation  have 
made  the  green  spots  and  pleasant  places  of  our 
memory ;  and  doing  all  this  to  the  end  that,  to  use 
the  language  of  Scripture,  we  may  rise  like  giants 
to  pursue  our  way  along  the  path  that  loses  itself, 
as  we  look,  in  the  clouds  that  hang  about  our 
future — that  path  of  which  we  know  little  more 
than  this,  that  at  some  hidden  point  upon  it  lies  an 
open  grave,  where  we  and  our  hopes  and  dreams, 
our  hands  that  toiled,  our  brains  that  planned,  our 
hearts  that  throbbed  such  various  music,  shall  be 
hidden  away  for  ever. 

Such  times  are  good,  and  such  a  time  has  come 
to  us  to-day  ;  for  to-day  the  Church  begins  another 
of  her  years.  The  First  Sunday  of  Advent  is  the 
first  day  of  the  new  ecclesiastical  year,  and  is,  con- 
sequently, a  day  to  look  back  on  the  years  that  lie 
behind  us,  and  forward  to  the  years  that  may  be 
given  to  us  yet.  A  time  to  ascertain  our  position 
in  God's  world,  to  realise  the  end  which  Infinite 
Wisdom  has  given  us  to  attain,  and  the  means 
which  Infinite  Goodness  have  placed  at  our  disposal 
for  its  attainment ;  a  time  to  remedy  the  failures  of 
the  past,  to  set  ourselves  right  in  the  present,  and 
so  prepare  to  meet,  not  alone  that  future  over  which 
death  stands  watchman,  and  whose  ending  is  the 
grave,  but  also  that  greater,  wider,  and  more  awful 
future,  the  end  of  which  shall  never  be. 
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And  how  are  we  to  do  all  this  ?  From  what 
point  shall  we  start,  from  what  principle  begin  to 
form  a  complete  system  of  the  philosophy  of  Chris- 
tian life  ?  To  assign  such  a  starting  point,  to 
determine  such  a  principle,  is  a  task  from  which 
the  boldest  well  might  shrink.  The  highest  intellect 
might  stand  before  the  problem  abashed  even  as 
the  lowest.  Human  learning,  and  human  genius, 
and  human  taste,  the  wealth  of  human  intellect 
and  the  poetry  &f  human  feeling,  each — nay,  all 
united — might  fail  to  strike  the  keynote  from  which 
would  spring  the  wondrous  harmony  of  Christian 
life — might  fail  to  set  before  us  one  simple  subject 
which  would  comprise  all  necessary  teaching  in  its 
single  self;  a  subject  which  would  be,  at  once,  the 
beginning,  and  the  middle,  and  the  end,  of  that 
one  great  wisdom  which  everyone,  at  the  peril  of 
his  soul,  is  bound  to  master.  But  what  all  human 
resources  might  fail  to  do,  and  might  acknowledge 
without  shame  its  failure,  the  Church  has  done 
with  unerring  accuracy,  by  placing  before  us  to-day 
the  picture  of  the  Last  Judgment.  Let  us  consider 
it  a  little. 

The  time  will  come  when  the  world  shiil  have 
fallen  on  its  last  days,  and  when  the  shadow  of 
approaching  doom  shall  fall  deep  and  dark  upon 
nature  and  on  the  human  heart.  A  time  will  come 
when  the  system  of  the  thousand  worlds  which 
wheeled  through  space  at  the  first  bidding  of  the 
Almighty,  shall  begin  to  give  token  that  their  pur- 
pose is  nearing  its  completion.  There  shall  be  signs 
in  the  stars,  and  the  very  light  of  heaven  shall 
grow  dim.  Rumour  shall  follow  rumour,  as  shadow 
follows  shadow,  when  clouds  are  blown  across  the 
troubled  sky,  raising  vague  forms  of  some  infinite 
terror  in  the  hearts  of  the  world's  latest  generation. 
The  things  that  have  been  used  by  God  as  extra- 
ordinary chastisements  of  His  people  shall  become 
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so  rife  as  to  lose  their  strangeness,  though  they 
shall  not  lose  their  sting,  and  the  very  voices  of  the 
wind,  and  the  stormy  music  of  the  sea,  shall  begin 
to  speak  of  some  awful  doom  that  is  at  hand.  We 
cannot  picture  adequately  the  awfulness  of  that 
Last  Advent  that  men  shall  keep,  when  they  shal? 
await  the  coming  of  Him  Who  came  once  with 
tenderest  mercy,  but  Whose  second  coming  shall 
be  one  of  sternest  justice.  The  nearest  approach  to 
the  sublimity  of  the  subject  seems  to  me  to  be 
found  in  the  words  of  the  Evangelist,  who,  after 
enumerating  some  of  the  signs  that  shall  precede 
the  Judgment,  sums  up  the  effect  of  them  in  the 
startling  words :  "  Men  shall  wither  away  with 
fear.,, 

And  then  shall  come  the  end.  The  time  will 
come  when  the  last  man  shall  die,  and  his  body 
lie  unburied  on  the  earth  which  shall  afford  a 
grave  no  more.  A  silence  deep,  but  far  more 
awful,  than  that  which  preceded  the  creation,  shall 
fall  on  the  dead  world.  And  that  silence  how  shall 
it  be  broken  ?  The  angel's  trump  of  doom  shall 
send  its  wailing  note  through  all  the  silent  spaces 
of  the  world.  The  graves  shall  yawn  wide  open, 
the  sea  give  up  its  dead,  and  the  countless  hosts 
that  have  peopled  all  the  centuries  shall  be  mar- 
shalled together  in  the  valley  of  judgment. 

And  we  shall  be  there  too.  As  surely  as  we 
stand  to-day  before  the  hidden  presence  of  Jesus 
in  the  tabernacle,  as  surely  as  the  heavens  bend 
above  us,  and  the  earth  sustains  our  feet,  as  surely 
as  God  liveth,  and  hath  said  it,  so  surely  shall  we, 
one  day,  fall  into  our  place  at  the  bidding  of  the 
angel's  trumpet.  And  what  shall  be  our  thoughts 
in  that  awful  hour  ? 

The  bitterest  hours  that  most  men  know  on 
earth  are  those  hours  when  their  sin  has  found 
them  out,  and   when  the  passions  they  have  in- 
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dulged  turn  to  a  nest  of  scorpions  in  their  bosoms. 
When  the  still  small  voice  of  conscience  pro- 
nounces its  unchangeable  sentence,  when  the 
mists  that  passion  threw  round  crime  are  rent 
asunder  and  the  sinner,  in  his  remorse,  becomes 
loathsome  even  to  himself.  But  what  is  even  this 
to  the  bitterness  of  the  awakening  conscience  that 
shall  take  place  before  the  judgment  seat  of  Christ  ? 
The  light  of  God  Himself  shall  pierce  the  inmost 
recesses  of  the  sinner's  heart.  "  He  shall  search 
Jerusalem  with  lamps."  Concealment  shall  be 
possible  no  more.  The  smile  upon  the  lip  shall 
no  longer  hide  the  treachery  of  the  heart,  and  the 
holiness  of  exterior  that  came  not  from  virtue 
but  from  hypocrisy,  shall  be  a  garment  no  longer 
of  honour,  but  of  ignomony  and  shame. 

Then  shall  the  judgments  of  the  world  be  sig- 
nally reversed.  Then  shall  be  discovered  how 
delusive  were  the  standards  by  which  it  measured 
men  and  things.  Then  the  worldly  prudence 
whose  basis  was  selfishness,  and  whose  highest 
ideal  was  self-interest  shall  appear  paltry  beside 
that  sublime  wisdom,  which  was  so  far  above 
mere  worldly  natures,  that  worldly  nature  sneered 
at  it  and  called  it  folly.  "We  fools  esteemed  their 
lives  folly."  Then  shall  men  and  deeds  that  make 
a  stir  in  history,  be  found  both  in  true  sublimity 
and  true  poetry  infinitely  inferior  to  the  record  of 
some  life  whose  only  earthly  record  was  the  hie 
facet  of  the  churchyard.  Then  shall  be  found  that 
things  which  men  had  long  agreed  to  call  suc- 
cesses, had  been  signal  failures,  and  that  poor 
souls  who  were  thought  to  have  failed,  have  suc- 
ceeded to  an  extent  which  it  hath  never  entered 
the  heart  of  man  to  conceive.  For,  in  truth,  success 
is  a  different  thing  when  it  is  estimated  by  man, 
and  when  it  is  estimated  by  God. 

And  what  shall  be  the  subject  of  the  judgment  r 
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All  the  thoughts  that  men  have  thought  from  the 
first  feeling  of  rapture  that  rose  in  the  heart  of  the 
world's  first  father  when  he  looked  forth  on  the 
fresh  beauty  of  the  newly  made  world,  down  to  the 
latest  thought  of  him  who  shall  be  last  to  die ; 
all  the  words  that  shall  have  ever  fallen  from 
human  lips,  in  blessing  or  in  cursing,  in  tender- 
ness or  in  anger,  in  seriousness  or  in  sport;  all 
the  actions  that  find  a  place  in  the  written  or  un- 
written annals  of  the  world  that  shall  be  no  more ; 
all  shall  be  made  manifest  before  the  countless 
brotherhood  of  the  human  race. 

The  sinner,  in  this  life,  may  do  his  sin  in  secret. 
He  may  seek  the  lonely  places  of  the  world,  and 
may  wrap  himself  around  with  the  darkness  of  the 
night.  He  worships  his  passions  in  no  open 
temple  with  lights  and  incense.  Poor  fool,  he 
deems  himself  too  wise  for  that.  He  worships  his 
sin  in  the  depths  of  his  own  heart  which  no  human 
eye  can  penetrate,  and  he,  whose  every  additional 
breath  of  life  is  a  proof,  did  men  but  know,  of  the 
infinite  forbearance  of  the  outraged  majesty  of 
heaven,  may  live  his  life,  and  sink  into  his  grave 
without  any  one  ever  knowing  what  a  hypocrite 
he  was.  Poor  fool,  he  never  cast  a  thought  upon 
the  inevitable  hour,  in  which  his  sins  must  be 
made  manifest  to  the  assembled  universe. 

The  sentence  shall  be  uttered,  and  the  elect  and 
the  reprobate  shall  go  their  different  ways  to  meet 
no  more,  while  heaven  delights,  while  hell  torments, 
while  God  Himself  reigns  on.  What  a  parting 
shall  be  there  !  There  are  partings  even  on  this  side 
the  grave  that  are  hard  to  bear.  Bitter  is  the  hour 
when  life-long  friends  must  part  to  see  each  other 
no  more  save  in  dreams  that  memory  can  make 
from  the  dead  past.  Bitter  is  the  hour  when  time 
and  circumstances,  and  what  men  call  fate,  send 
forth  on  widely  diverging  paths  those  who  loved 
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each  other  so  well  that,  each  losing  each  seems 
to  lose  some  dearer  portion  of  his  very  self.  Bat 
what  are  even  partings  such  as  these,  to  the  part- 
ings that  shall  take  place  when  the  sentence  of 
the  judgment  shall  have  been  pronounced  ?  The 
wicked  shall  go  into  their  place  of  torment,  never 
more  to  see  the  faces  that  they  loved — never  more 
to  hear  the  voices  that  made  music  on  their  ears, 
never  more  to  smile  beneath  the  smiles  that  were 
the  sunshine  of  their  lives — never  more  to  feel  the 
kindly  charities  of  friendship  or  of  love.  They  shall 
have  lost  all  that  is  good,  and  shall  be  in  ever- 
lasting possession  of  all  that  is  evil ;  and  they  shall 
know  that  never,  as  long  as  God  shall  be  God, 
shall  their  torments  end. 

They  shall  begin  their  everlasting  punishment 
with  the  awful  picture  of  the  last  judgment  graven 
upon  their  souls.  We,  with  the  picture  of  the 
same  judgment,  commence  our  new  ecclesiastical 
year.  But  how  wide  is  the  difference  ?  For  then 
the  judgment  shall  be  past  and  shall  be  irrevo- 
cable ;  for  us,  it  has  yet  to  be.  The  bitter  thoughts 
it  shall  have  caused  in  them  shall  know  no  ending 
to  their  bitterness,  but  to  us  the  picture  can  afford 
a  lesson  which,  if  we  profit  by  it,  can  materially 
affect  our  personal  share  in  the  world's  final  judg- 
ment. 

What,  then,  are  the  lessons  which  we  should 
draw  from  the  subject  which  the  Church  sets  be- 
fore us  to-day  ?  First — we  should  carry  out  her 
manifest  intention  of  making  the  judgment  to 
come  the  standard  of  our  lives.  We  should  try  to 
look  at  things  around  us  in  the  light  of  that 
solemn  truth,  form  our  views  according  to  its 
teaching,  and  arrange  our  lives  by  the  lessons  it 
affords.  If  we  resolve  to  do  so,  we  will  find  in  the 
last  judgment  a  twofold  lesson  which  will  embrace 
all  the  necessities  of  our  lives — a  lesson  on  our 
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conduct,  as  it  regards  ourselves,  and  secondly  as  it 
regards  our  neighbour. 

First,  then,  as  regards  ourselves.  The  first 
thing  that  must  strike  us,  if  we  look  at  the  world 
around  us  by  the  light  of  the  last  judgment,  is  this, 
that  as  we  are  to  be  judged  not  by  our  high  or 
low  position  in  life,  but  simply  by  the  work  we 
shall  have  done,  it  makes  very  little  matter  to  us 
what  position  in  life  we  hold,  provided  we  do  the 
duties  of  it  well.  The  world  makes  vast  differ- 
ences, where  none  exist,  or  where,  if  they  exist  at 
all,  they  are  far  other  than  the  world  supposes. 
According  as  thou  didst  thy  work,  so,  not  other- 
wise, shalt  thou  be  judged.  Life  is  a  preparation 
for  the  judgment  to  come ;  if,  then,  I  would  pre- 
pare for  that  judgment,  I  must  attend  just  to  one 
thing,  the  manner  in  which  I  perform  my  daily 
duties. 

What  a  simple  rule  this  is — and,  like  most  simple 
things,  how  effective  it  is  against  all  specious 
delusions.  There  are,  in  the  world  of  Christians, 
and  I  speak  now  of  those  who  think  seriously 
about  the  business  of  salvation,  two  classes  who 
are  fixed  at  the  opposite  poles  of  a  great  delusion. 
One  class  I  shall  call  the  slaves  of  the  past :  the 
other  consists  of  the  dreamers  about  the  future. 
The  former  seat  themselves,  as  it  were,  with  folded 
hands,  amid  the  ruins  of  their  past  lives,  and 
think  that  because  their  own  sins,  or  the  sins  of 
others  have  made  their  past  what  they  call  a 
failure,  therefore  they  have  no  more  present  work 
in  the  world.  They  have  a  lurking  idea,  which 
they  dare  not  express,  because  its  expression 
would  be  blasphemy,  that  God  Almighty  has 
made  a  mistake  in  allowing  them  to  continue 
living  on,  when  they  see  perfectly  well  that 
the  world  has  no  more  work  suited  to  them. 
The  latter  class — the  dreamers  about  the  future, 
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believe  that  their  work,  the  only  work  that  it  is 
worth  their  while  to  do,  lies  in  some  distant  future, 
which,  by  some  strange  mistake,  has  not  come  yet, 
and  which,  in  the  case  of  such  people,  seldom 
comes  at  all.  These  people,  with  uplifted  hands 
and  eyes  strained  upon  some  future  more  or  less 
distant,  are  so  absorbed  in  the  vision  of  something 
that  can  only  be  done  hereafter,  that  they  quite 
overlook  the  things  that  ought  to  be  done  now. 
The  result  in  both  cases  is  the  same.  The  present 
is  neglected  under  one  pretence  or  the  other — the 
pretence  of  overwhelming  sorrow  for  the  past, 
or  the  pretence  of  great  schemes  for  the  future. 
Both  are  delusions  alike,  and  for  both,  the  remedy 
is  the  same.  Find  it  in  the  truth,  that,  not  accord- 
ing to  thy  vain  regrets,  nor  according  to  thy 
dreamy  visions,  but  according  to  thy  works,  those 
works  you  are  doing  at  this  present  moment,  shall 
your  judgment  be. 

Let  me  not  be  misunderstood.  It  is  not  my  pur< 
pose  to  advise  you  to  regard  neither  your  past  nor 
your  future.  There  are  few  persons,  indeed,  who 
will  not  find  in  their  past  something  which  it 
is  highly  desirable  to  remember  and  to  regret. 
There  are  fewer  still  who  might  not,  without 
incurring  the  charge  of  undue  ambition,  aspire  to 
wider  usefulness  in  the  future.  God  forbid  that 
I  should  say  a  word  against  either ;  but  God 
equally  forbid  that  I  should  not  give  my  testimony 
against  any  contemplation  either  of  the  past  or  of 
the  future,  the  effect  of  which  would  be  to  draw 
away  that  attention  from  the  present  which  is 
absolutely  necessary.  By  all  means  repent  of  the 
past,  by  all  means  aspire  to  higher  things  in  the 
future,  but  do  so  profitably,  not  foolishly,  and  let 
your  test  be  this :  if  your  thoughts  about  the  past, 
of  your  dreams  about  the  future,  have  the  effect  of 
making  you  more  careful,  more  punctual,  more 
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perfect  in  the  performance  of  your  present  daily 
duties,  then  by  all  means  think  those  thoughts, 
and  dream  those  dreams ;  but  if,  on  the  contrary, 
they  have  the  effect  of  making  you  think  that  your 
present  duties  are  not  worth  the  doing,  or  not 
worth  the  doing  well,  then  let  no  sentimentality 
that  is  apt  to  connect  itself  with  thoughts  about 
our  spiritual  past,  or  dreams  about  our  spiritual 
future,  induce  you  to  believe  that  they  are  anything 
better  than  a  delusion  and  a  snare. 

Sanctity  consists  in  the  right  performance  of 
everyday  duties.  We  are  apt  to  draw  a  wide  dis- 
tinction between  the  lives  of  those  whom  we  call 
"  the  saints,"  and  the  lives  of  ordinary  Christians 
like  ourselves ;  and  a  wide  distinction  there  un- 
doubtedly is.  But  let  not  the  distinction  blind  us 
to  the  common  likeness  that  must  exist  between  the 
greatest  of  God's  saints  and  our  poor  weak  selves, 
if  we  are  to  hope  for  heaven.  If  we  ever  come  to 
be  saved  it  will  only  be  because  we,  too,  shall  be 
saints.  If  you  ask  me  how  this  is  to  be,  I  do  not 
tell  you  to  go  fall  into  ecstasies,  to  see  visions,  to 
work  miracles.  No  ;  these  things  are  found  in  the 
lives  of  saints,  but  these  things  do  not  make  their 
sanctity.  I  tell  you  to  aim  at  that  which  all  who 
are  saints  have  had  in  common  with  each  other, 
and  which  we,  if  we  hope  to  be  saved,  must  have 
in  common  with  them — faithful  performance  of  the 
commonplace  duties  of  daily  life.  Such  is  the  first 
lesson  we  should  draw  from  the  contemplation  of 
that  Judgment  in  which  every  man  shall  be  judged 
according  to  his  works. 

The  second  lesson  regards  our  conduct  to  our 
neighbour,  and  is  no  less  useful  and  no  less 
necessary. 

The  Judge,  at  the  last  Judgment,  shall  be  our 
Blessed  Lord.  And  Why  ?  Because  to  Him,  and 
to  Him  alone,  has  it  been  given  to  judge  the  living 
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and  the  dead.  And  when  we  consider  what  will 
be  the  subject  matter  of  that  judgment,  that  it  will 
comprise  not  alone  the  words  and  actions  of  men, 
but  also  the  hidden  secrets  of  their  thoughts,  the 
motives  which  prompted  them,  the  circumstances 
which  coloured  them,  the  end  for  which  they  were 
done,  we  see,  at  once,  that  to  no  wisdom  less  than 
Infinite  could  such  an  office  be  justly  committed. 
And  all  of  us  with  one  voice  confess  that  Christ, 
and  Christ  alone,  is  the  Judge  of  the  living  and  the 
dead.  Yes  ;  we  say  it  in  words,  but  do  we  acknow- 
ledge it  in  our  conduct  ? 

There  is  no  more  difficult  task  on  earth  than  to 
judge  rightly  of  a  single  action  of  another.  For, 
to  judge  rightly  we  should  know  not  merely  the 
outward  shell  of  the  act,  so  to  speak,  but  the  inner 
kernel — the  motive,  the  end,  the  hidden  circum- 
stances— all  which  must  of  necessity  enter  into  the 
formation  of  a  just  judgment.  Now  these  things 
in  their  completeness  we  have  absolutely  no  means 
of  knowing.  How,  then,  can  we  judge?  Yet, 
though  no  office  is  so  difficult,  none  so  far  beyond 
the  range  of  human  powers,  there  is  no  office  into 
which  we  thrust  ourselves  so  often,  and  with  so 
little  regard  to  prudence  or  decency.  There  are 
many  things  which  men  will  readily  acknowledge 
they  cannot  do,  but  few,  indeed,  act  as  if  they 
doubted  their  perfect  competency  to  be  their  neigh- 
bour's judge.  They  are  always  ready  to  intrude 
themselves  into  an  office  that  was  never  meant  for 
them,  and,  by  judging  their  neighbour,  say  to  our 
Blessed  Lord,  by  their  acts,  what  they  dare  not  say 
in  words  :  "  Yes,  Lord,  Thou  art  appointed  Judge 
of  men,  but  in  this  particular  case  You  must  abdi- 
cate your  functions,  stand  aside,  and  let  me  pro- 
nounce the  judgment." 

This  is  precisely  what  one  does  when  he  pro- 
nounces one  of  those  flippant  judgments  that  are 
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§o  common  in  the  world.  Remember  that  Christ 
is  the  Judge,  not  we;  and  that  to  His  infinite  mercy 
and  infinite  justice  we  may  safely  leave  our  neigh- 
bour's conduct  and  our  own. 

These,  then,  are  the  two  rules  of  life  to  begin  our 
ecclesiastical  year.  Be  solicitous  about  your  own 
daily  duties — be  not  solicitous  about  the  judgment 
that  awaits  the  actions  of  your  neighbour.  Perform 
well  the  actions  of  your  daily  lives  ;  do  them  for 
God,  and  the  doing  of  them  will  make  you  saints. 
To  your  neighbour  be  a  neighbour,  in  the  widest 
sense  of  Christian  charity,  but  never  seek  to  be  his 
judge.  These  two  principles  give  you  a  summary 
of  the  duties  of  the  Christian  life.  You  can  make 
of  them  two  wings  that  will  carry  you  to  heaven. 
And  if  these  shall  have  been  the  rule  of  your  lives, 
the  trumpet  of  the  Judgment  shall  one  day  summon 
you  to  hear  the  blessed  sentence:  "Come,  ye  blessed 
of  my  Father,  possess  ye  the  kingdom  prepared  for 
you  from  all  eternity."    Amen. 
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«'  The  poor  have  the  Gospel  preached  to  them.'* 

God's  greatest  gifts,  my  brethren,  are  those  that 
are  most  common.  And  this  is  true  both  in  the 
tiatural  order  and  the  supernatural.  They  are  so 
common  that  they  come  at  times  to  be  lightly 
looked  upon,  or  to  be  regarded  as  things  so  much 
a  matter  of  course  in  their  happening,  that  we 
persuade  ourselves  we  have   a  sort  of   right   to 
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them.  Look  abroad  upon  the  world.  The  greatest 
physical  gifts  that  God  has  bestowed  on  man, 
what  are  they  ?  They  are  not  far  to  seek :  the 
blessed  light  of  heaven,  the  air  that  lies  around  us, 
the  water  that  is  to  be  found  at  every  turn.  These 
are  precisely  the  things  that  are  indispensable, 
I  do  not  say  merely  to  human  comfort,  but  even 
to  human  life.  And  these  are  precisely  the  things 
that  everyone  can  have  for  nothing.  Again,  what 
are  the  most  beautiful  things  in  the  world  ?  Not, 
after  all,  the  works  of  art,  that  are  the  heirlooms 
of  a  monarchy,  that  a  king's  ransom  could  not 
buy — not  these  are  the  most  beautiful :  for,  the 
common  things  that  lie  around  us,  and  which  the 
highest  art  aims  only  at  representing,  have  in 
them  a  beauty  deeper  than  sculptor's  chisel  or 
painter's  pencil  can  ever  hope  to  reach. 

Ah,  these  common  things — so  common  that  they 
have  long  since  become  commonplace — and  scarce 
an  eye  discerns  the  miracles  of  beauty  they  disclose. 
Stand  in  the  grey  dawn,  and  see  the  white  light 
coming  up  behind  the  eastern  hills,  as  if  God  had 
but  newly  said :  "  Let  light  be  made,"  and  see  the 
purple  and  the  crimson  clouds  roll  grandly  up,  and 
let  the  sunrise  strike  on  field  and  flood.  There  is 
no  grander  spectacle  in  nature ;  yet  day  by  day, 
for  near  six  thousand  years,  the  sun  has  risen  on 
the  world — has  called  to  the  labour  of  a  new  day 
generations  who  were,  and  who  passed  away 
before  authentic  history  began ;  and  it  shall  rise 
full  many  a  time  as  brightly  as  it  rises  now,  when 
we,  too,  shall  have  closed  our  eyes  to  nature  and 
its  brightness. 

Sunset,  too,  how  solemn  and  how  grand  it  is ! 
a  thing  which,  if  it  were  to  happen  once,  and  never 
again,  would  leave  of  its  unearthly  beauty  a  memory 
that  would  never  die.  But,  every  evening,  of  all 
the  evenings  that  have  been,  the  glory  of  the  sun- 
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set  has  crowned  the  western  hills;  and  it  is  so 
common  that  not  one  in  a  hundred  ever  pauses  in 
his  homeward  plodding,  to  think  and  say  how 
beautiful  it  is. 

Yes  ;  God  has  made  the  world,  and  has  left  the 
mark  of  His  divine  hand  so  deeply  set  on  it,  and 
has  flung  around  its  sights  and  scenes  so  many 
a  shadow  of  His  own  divine  beauty,  that  not 
even  amid  the  corruption  and  decay  that  sin  has 
caused,  can  the  traces  of  God's  beauty  be  utterly 
obscured.  As  long  as  the  stars  hang  in  the  distant 
spaces  of  the  dome  of  heaven,  as  long  as  the  sun 
rises,  and  shines,  and  sets,  as  long  as  the  trees 
blossom,  and  the  flowers  bloom,  and  the  seas  lie 
calm  or  stormy  under  the  open  eye  of  the  over- 
arching heavens,  so  long  will  all  those  things 
remind  anyone  who  looks  at  them,  with  the  look 
that  ought  to  come  from  eyes  behind  which  an  im- 
mortal soul  sits  watching  out  upon  the  world,  of  the 
existence  and  the  omnipresence  of  the  God  Who 
made  them  all  when  they  first  began  to  live,  and 
Who  keeps  them,  and  shall  keep  them,  in  their 
several  places  till  the  world  itself  shall  die. 

So,  also,  it  happens  in  higher  orders  than  the 
physical,  that  the  things  are  best  that  lie  readiest 
to  our  hands.  The  work  that  each  day  brings  is 
for  that  day,  the  very  best  work  that  a  man  can  be 
engaged  upon.  The  homely  duties  are  those  that 
are  most  useful ;  and  though  the  world  will  not 
give  much  heed  or  much  honour  to  their  perform- 
ance, yet,  if  they  were  not  performed,  the  world 
would  miss  them  more  than  it  would  miss  deeds 
that  attract  a  larger  notice  and  bring  a  larger  fame. 

So  it  is,  my  brethren.  God  has  made  the  world, 
and  the  world  bears  indelible  traces  of  its  Maker ; 
and  of  these  traces  the  most  definite  and  unmis- 
takable are  found  in  the  things  that  are  so  common 
that  we  scarcely  think  them  specially  wonderful  or 
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specially  beautiful.  Now,  as  God  made  the  world, 
so,  also,  God  made  man,  in  the  divine  person  of 
Jesus  Christ ;  made  the  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth, 
which  is  that  Holy  Catholic  Church  to  which  we 
have  the  inestimable  privilege  of  belonging.  Such 
being  the  case  one  will  naturally  expect  to  find  in 
the  constitution  of  that  Church — in  its  power,  in  its 
attributes,  in  its  working — a  striking  likeness  to 
its  Divine  Founder,  Jesus  Christ.  "We  would  expect 
to  find  in  it  the  power  of  God,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  the  exquisite  tenderness  of  the  Sacred  Human 
Heart  of  our  Divine  Lord.  And  our  expectations 
are  not  disappointed.  There  are  many  great,  and 
grand,  and  beautiful,  and  touching  things  in  the 
history  and  the  working  of  that  Church,  but  are 
there  not  in  its  working  daily  before  your  eyes 
common  things  that  are  sublimer  even  than  her 
councils  and  her  solemnities  ?  One  of  yourselves 
comes  to  this  Church,  weighed  down  by  the  burden 
of  a  sin,  the  wages  of  which  is  death  and  hell ;  he 
kneels  before  one  of  the  Church's  ministers,  and 
what  happens  ?  A  thing  happens  which  not  all 
the  power  of  the  world  could  effect :  his  sin  is  for- 
given. So,  my  brethren,  I  wish  to  call  your  attention 
to-day  to  a  thing  in  the  Church  that  goes  on  before 
your  eyes,  perhaps  without  much  notice,  but  which 
is,  and  was  intended  by  our  Blessed  Lord  to  be, 
the  thing  of  all  others  that  was  to  be  a  proof  of 
His  own  divine  mission  to  mankind,  and  of  the 
continuance  and  the  carrying  on  of  that  divine 
mission  by  the  Church  which  He  purchased  with 
His  blood.  It  is  contained  in  the  Gospel  I  have 
read  for  you,  in  these  words  :  "  The  poor  have  the 
Gospel  preached  to  them "  The  history  of  the 
passage  which  forms  the  Gospel  of  the  day  is 
briefly  this.  John  the  Baptist,  being  imprisoned 
by  Herod,  and  foreseeing  that  his  martyrdom  was 
at  hand,  began  to  fear  that  those  disciples  of  his, 


126  SERMONS. 

whom  his  austere  saintliness  had  gathered  around 
him,  might  so  cherish  his  memory  when  he  was 
dead,  as  that  they  would  be  unwilling  to  recognise 
even  in  Jesus,  a  greater  and  a  higher  than  their 
former  master;  so  he  determined  while  he  was 
still  living,  to  create  for  them  an  opportunity  to  re- 
ceive from  the  divine  lips  of  Jesus  Christ  Himself, 
an  assurance,  and  from  His  wisdom  a  convincing 
proof,  that  He  was  in  very  truth  the  Messiah  of 
Jewish  history  and  of  Jewish  hope.  Accordingly, 
he  sent  two  of  his  disciples  to  Jesus,  to  ask  Him 
the  momentous  question  :  "  Art  thou  He  that  is  to 
come,  or  look  we  for  another/'  They  found  our 
Blessed  Lord  in  that  city  of  Nairn  that  has  since 
lived,  and  shall  live  for  ever,  in  the  memory  of 
mankind,  in  connection  with  the  most  touching  of 
all  the  miracles  of  Jesus — the  raising  of  the  young 
man,  who  was  the  only  son  of  the  mother  who  was 
a  widow.  They  came  to  Jesus  there,  and  put  the 
question  they  had  been  sent  to  ask.  Jesus  says 
never  a  word.  He  makes  them  stand  aside  a  little, 
and  look  on,  while  He  wielded  a  power  that  could 
be  nothing  less  than  the  power  of  God,  over  disease 
and  death.  Then  He  said  to  them  :  "  Go  tell  John 
the  things  you  have  heard  and  seen — the  blind 
see,  the  deaf  hear,  the  lame  walk,  the  lepers  are 
cleansed,  the  dead  rise  again,  the  poor  have  the 
Gospel  preached  to  them."  Here,  surely,  were 
proots  enough  of  the  divine  mission  of  Him  who 
was  able  to  offer  them.  The  deaf  heard  in  their 
closed  ears  a  new,  sweet  voice  ;  the  blind  rejoiced 
in  the  strange  joy  of  restored  vision ;  the  lame 
walked  straight  and  upright,  because^ the  power  of 
Jesus  had  given  strength  and  freedom  to  their  dis- 
torted limbs.  The  fulness  of  all  healing  power  had 
been  poured  forth  upon  the  multitude.  Was  any- 
thing wanting  to  the  glory  of  our  Divine  Lord  ? 
Well,  if  anything   were  wanting,  it  w^s   quickly 
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added  when  the  whisper  of  His  voice  broke  through 
the  very  sleep  of  death,  and  the  young  man  who 
who  was  being  carried  out  for  burial  sate  up,  and 
spoke,  and  wiped  away  the  tears  from  his  widowed 
mother's  cheek.  To  these  miracles  our  Lord 
appealed  in  answer  to  the  question,  "  Art  Thou  He 
that  is  to  come."  But  does  He  stop  here  ?  No. 
He  adds  to  these,  what  He  evidently  wished  to  be 
the  crowning  miracle  of  all,  "  The  poor  have  the 
Gospel  preached  to  them. 

And  so  it  is  with  the  Church.  She,  too,  goes 
among  the  people  with  a  blessing  on  her  lips,  with 
power  on  her  forehead,  with  healing  in  the  touch 
of  her  hand.  She,  too,  like  her  Divine  Master — 
for  she  has  inherited  His  power — she,  too,  does  her 
miracles  among  the  people.  She  gives  the  light  of 
faith  to  nature's  sightless  souls  ;  she  has  tones  in 
her  voice  that  pierce  through  ears  that  worldliness: 
had  made  deaf;  she  can  unloose  the  tongues  of  the 
dumb,  who  were  all  unused  to  prayer  and  praise ; 
she  straightens  out  the  limbs  that  sin  had  distorted, 
till  they  are  free  and  fit  to  walk  even  in  the  narrow 
way  that  leads  to  heaven.  Nay ;  more  than  this. 
When  some  among  her  children  die  the  awful  death 
of  mortal  sin,  when  the  passing  hour  is  bearing 
them  on  to  their  grave  in  hell,  she,  speaking 
through  her  priest  in  the  confessional,  breaks  the 
bond  of  their  death  and  of  their  doom,  and  bids 
them  live  again.  These  things  you  have  seen — 
you  see  them  hourly.  They  are  the  common  things 
of  your  Catholic  experience ;  as  common  as  the 
sunrise  and  the  sunset,  common  as  the  darkness 
and  the  dawn.  But  there  is  yet  another  thing  that 
is  even  a  more  abiding  proof  that  she  is  in  very 
truth  the  Church  of  God — she,  too,  "  Preaches  the 
Gospel  to  the  poor." 

What,  think  you,  is  the  meaning  of  the  word 
Gospel  ?     It   is— the   "  good   news."     Jesus  Christ 
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and  His  Church  have  brought,  and  bring,  and  shall 
for  ever  bring,  to  the  poor,  and  the  toil-worn,  and 
the  oppressed,  to  those  whose  lives  are  hard — as 
your  lives  are  hard — to  them,  to  you,  Jesus  Christ 
and  His  Church  brings  the  only  good  news  you 
ever  shall  or  ever  can  hear.  From  the  day  of  our 
Blessed  Lord  to  this,  and  from  this  day  to  the  day 
of  doom — believe  it,  my  brethren — no  one  will  ever 
bring  good  news  to  the  poor,  who  does  not  speak  in 
the  spirit  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 

What  is  this  good  news  ?  It  is  not  easy  to  com- 
press into  a  sermon  the  Gospel  that  was  announced 
by  our  Divine  Lord.  But  I  shall  strive,  using  all 
the  time,  His  own  sacred  words,  to  put  before  you 
the  essence  or  spirit  of  that  Gospel,  especially  inas- 
much as  it  brought  good  news  to  the  poor  and  <the 
oppressed.  When  I  have  done  so,  I  may,  if  time 
permit,  pass  to  another  view  of  the  subject,  much 
more  painful,  but  equally  necessary  to  be  proposed 
to  your  consideration. 

Remember  the  poor.  Poor,  in  the  various  degrees 
of  poverty,  have  always  been,  and  must  always  be, 
the  vast  majority  of  the  human  race.  Before  the 
coming  of  our  Blessed  Lord  the  world  regarded 
poverty  as  the  greatest  curse  that  fate  could  inflict 
upon  a  human  being.  They  saw  the  poor  man, 
bent  with  toil,  oppressed  by  want,  forcing  from  the 
grudging  soil  the  coarse,  daily  morsel  that  served 
to  keep  body  and  soul  together.  He  was  debarred 
from  the  pleasures  the  world  loved,  from  the  dignity 
it  honoured,  from  the  interests  it  valued.  And  the 
world  was  inclined  to  think  the  life  of  the  poor  a 
life  from  which  no  good  could  possibly  conje. 
Well,  our  Blessed  Lord  came,  and  all  was  changed. 
Let  us  see  how.  First,  He  opened  up  a  view  of 
life  which  the  world  had  never  been  in  the  habit  of 
taking.  By  calling  attention  to  the  eternal  future, 
He,  as  it  were,  dwarfed  the  present,  and  at  once  it 
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became  evident  that  it  was  no  such  matter  after  all 
how  a  man  might  suffer  in  this  life  that  flies  so 
fast,  and  ends  so  certainly  and  so  soon,  provided 
the  eternal  future  would  supply  better  things  and  a 
brighter  destiny.  As  long  as  men  had  no  great 
knowledge  or  no  great  belief  about  a  future  life,  as 
long  as  they  were  stumbling  on  in  pagan  blind- 
ness— seeing,  believing,  hoping  nothing  beyond 
the  present  gratification  of  their  five  hungry  senses 
— so  long  as  death  appeared  to  them  the  end  of 
all,  and  the  grave  the  inevitable  term  of  all  their 
aspirations,  so  long  it  was  no  great  wonder  that 
poverty  should  be  regarded  as  a  curse  and  as  a 
doom.  But  when  the  Gospel  opened  out  the  view 
of  an  eternal  world  beyond  the  grave — when,  inside 
the  gates  of  death,  the  light  of  faith  disclosed  the 
awful  and  majestic  figure  of  a  Just  Judge,  Who 
would  pronounce  sentence  upon  men  not  from  any 
regard  of  their  position  in  society,  but  according 
to  the  personal  deeds  done  in  the  flesh  ;  then,  after 
all,  it  began  to  be  seen  that  poverty  was  no  such 
evil  as  men  had  been  in  the  habit  of  considering  it. 
Then,  again,  the  world  that  dreaded  poverty  was 
very  busy  about  many  things — about  wealth,  and 
honour,  and  pleasure,  and  power,  and  place,  and 
politics — about  trade,  and  commerce,  and  philo- 
sophy, and  literature,  and  statesmanship.  Of  all 
these  things  the  world  made  great  parade,  for  all 
it  made  many  a  sacrifice ;  and  it  was  of  opinion 
that  any  life  that  was  not  concerned  in  some  of 
these  things  was  a  worthless  and  a  wasted  life ; 
and  because  these  things  did  not  come  within  the 
reach  of  the  poor,  the  world  hated  and  dreaded 
and  despised  poverty.  In  their  eyes  the  poor  could 
have  no  real  business  in  the  world.  But  in  this 
respect,  again,  our  Lord  and  His  Church  bring 
good  news.  Jesus  Christ  at  one  time  said,  and  I  do 
not  know  any  saying  even  of  His  that  contains  mpre 
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fundamental  teaching :  "  What  doth  it  profit  a  man 
if  he  gain  the  whole  world  and  suffer  the  loss  of 
his  own  soul?"  There,  my  brethren,  is  the  very 
keynote  of  the  wonderful  harmony  of  Christianity 
that  has  filled  and  thrilled  the  world  with  its  un- 
dying sweetness.  Good  news,  indeed,  for  the  poor. 
These  things  on  which  the  world  set  such  value 
were  of  no  great  importance  after  all — had,  indeed, 
absolutely  no  importance  compared  to  one  pursuit, 
which  was,  indeed,  the  one  thing  necessary ;  and 
of  that  pursuit  the  poor  were  quite  as  capable  as 
anyone  else,  for  that  one  pursuit  was,  the  salvation 
of  the  soul.  Men  may  come  and  men  may  go, 
fashions  may  vary,  philosophies  may  change,  king- 
doms may  rise  upon  the  ruins  of  kingdoms ;  the 
questions  of  the  day,  as  they  have  well  been  called, 
may  have  their  little  hour  of  noise,  and  then  die,  as 
they  are  wont  to  die,  without  leaving  even  an  echo 
of  themselves.  Men,  and  societies,  and  states,  may 
laboriously  build  up  their  several  histories,  yet  it  is 
always  true,  for  you  and  me,  and  every  human 
being,  that  there  is  one  interest  that  so  towers 
above  every  other  interest — one  business  so  import- 
ant that  beside  it  every  other  shrinks  into  insigni- 
ficance ;  and  that  one  business  is  the  salvation  of 
the  soul. 

Think  of  this  great  truth  preached  to  the  poor  : 
what  a  revolution  it  was  calculated  to  effect  in 
their  condition  I  Hitherto  they  had  been  cast  aside 
as  worthless — their  whole  history  summed  up  in  the 
two  stern  words — to  work  and  die.  The  world 
said:  "Surely  the  poor  are  miserable";  Jesus 
Christ  said,  and  says  still  through  His  Church : 
"  No,  they  are  not  miserable  ;  at  any  rate  they  need 
not  be.  The  great  prize  of  life  is  not  beyond  the 
reach  of  toilworn  hands.  The  poor  can  do  the  one 
great  work  that  every  man  has  got  to  do  under 
penalty  of  hell  fire — the  poor  can  save  their  souls." 
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Again,  my  brethren — remark,  I  am  putting  before 
you  some  of  the  plainest  of  the  Gospel  truths — 
again,  I  say,  the  world  was  prone,  and  is  prone, 
to  say — when  it  puts  into  words  its  notions  about 
happiness — "  Happy  is  the  man  who  is  rich  and 
powerful ;  admirable  is  the  man  of  high  spirit, 
sensitive  to  feel  and  prompt  to  repel  an  insult  or 
an  injustice ;  enviable  is  the  life  of  ease  which 
wealth  makes  smooth,  and  honours  crown,  and 
friendship  and  affection  bless."  So  it  goes  on ; 
you  can  continue  the  description  for  yourselves. 
Well,  what  does  Jesus  Christ  say  ?  This  :  "  Blessed 
are  " — who,  think  you  ? — "  Blessed  are  the  poor  in 
spirit :  blessed  are  the  meek  :  blessed  are  they  that 
mourn. "  There  you  have  on  the  one  hand  the 
opinions  of  the  world,  opinions  you  have  heard  a 
thousand  times — nay,  in  which  you  may  have  in 
some  degree  participated — and  on  the  other  hand 
you  have  the  opinions  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 
I  ask  yourselves,  is  not  this  Gospel  in  very  truth 
good  news  for  the  poor  of  Jesus  Christ — good  news 
for  those  whose  lives  are  hard — yes,  good,  if  only 
you  be  faithful  children  of  the  Holy  Catholic 
Church,  to  whose  guardianship  the  Gospel  has 
been  committed. 

Would  that  I  could  pause  here,  with  the  un- 
clouded vision  before  me  of  a  Gospel  preached  to 
the  poor,  smoothing  away  the  ruggedness  of  the 
path  through  which  their  lives  must  pass,  and  by 
sharp,  but  blessed  touches,  fitting  them  for  the 
heaven  that  has  been  promised  to  their  poverty ! 
But  I  have  said  that  there  was  a  painful  matter  to 
be  spoken  of  in  connection  with  this  subject :  and 
it  would  become  neither  the  truth  nor  the  duty  that 
befit  a  Catholic  pulpit,  if  I  hesitated  to  add  to  the 
consoling  words  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  a 
word  of  warning,  which  the  circumstances  of  the 
time  render  specially  necessary.     And  indeed  if  I 
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had  been  in  danger  of  overlooking  this  painful  side 
of  matters,  the  recent  pastoral  of  the  Bishop  would 
have  put  my  duty  quite  palpably  before  me.  The 
Bishops,  as  you  know,  had  been  speaking  of  educa- 
tion, and  though,  very  naturally,  they  had  been 
speaking  about  education  principally  as  it  concerns 
children,  yet  they  were  too  true  to  the  instincts  of 
their  pastorship,  to  forget  that  larger  education  that 
goes  on  amongst  grown  men  who  mix  in  the  busi- 
ness of  the  world.  For,  the  truth  is,  from  the  cradle 
to  the  grave,  men  are  always  in  process  of  being 
educated  in  some  way  or  other.  They  are  educated 
by  the  words  and  by  the  example  of  those  around 
them,  by  the  business  of  their  daily  lives,  by  every 
influence  that  the  circumstances  of  their  daily  life 
bring  to  bear  upon  them.  And  as  that  education 
will  be  bad  or  good  according  to  the  badness  or 
goodness  of  the  influences  under  which  it  is  carried 
on,  the  Bishops  have  felt  it  to  be  their  duty  to  point 
out  and  to  denounce  one  influence,  very  potent,  but 
fatally  pernicious — the  influence  of  an  irreligious 
and  immoral  press. 

Yes,  my  brethren,  others  besides  our  Blessed 
Lord  have  set  themselves  to  preach  a  gospel  to  the 
poor — would  incite  them  to  rebel  against  authority, 
to  be  discontented  with  their  poverty,  to  hate  those 
above  them,  to  praise  sedition,  to  glorify  revenge, 
to  cultivate  the  most  fatal  and  most  pernicious 
passions  that  can  ravage  the  human  heart.  This 
is  the  work  of  an  irreligious  press,  that  is  at  this 
moment  being  sown  broadcast  over  the  land.  I 
warn  you  against  it.  Take  up  one  of  those  news- 
papers that  are  becoming  unhappily  so  common — 
test  its  teaching  by  your  own  natural  good  sense 
and  intelligence,  and  you  will  find  it  preaching  a 
gospel  that  is  diametrically  opposed  to  the  Gospel 
of  Jesus  Christ.  "Be  in  charity  with  all  men,"  says 
th3  Gospel.     "  No,"  says  the  newspaper,  "  hate  the 
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Class  above  you."  "  Blessed  are  the  meek,"  says 
our  Divine  Lord.  "  No/'  says  the  newspaper,  "  to 
be  meek  is  to  be  mean."  "  Forgive  your  enemies, 
do  good  to  them  that  hate  you,  bless  them  that 
curse  you,  pray  for  them  that  persecute  and  calum- 
niate you."  "What  folly!''  says  the  newspaper, 
"  do  not  be  so  meanspirited  as  to  do  any  of  these 
things.  On  the  contrary,  swear  irreconcilable 
hatred  to  your  enemies  ;  hurt  by  every  means  in 
your  power  those  whom  you  imagine  (and  often 
foolishly  imagine)  to  hate  you ;  return  curse  for 
curse,  and  let  your  curse  be  ever  the  bitterest." 

There  are  newspapers  that  impliedly  say  all 
this — that  set  themselves  to  fan  into  a  flame  the 
unholiest  fires  of  the  human  heart — to  deify  the 
passions  that  make  men  like  devils  or  wild  beasts ; 
and,  unfortunately,  there  are  found  Catholics  who 
profess  to  believe  in  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  who  are  wilfully  blind  to  the  fact  that  the 
teaching  of  their  newspaper  is  diametrically  op- 
posed to  the  teaching  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ. 

I  leave  you  to  judge,  my  brethren,  under  how 
solemn  an  obligation  Christians  are  bound  to 
abstain  from  reading  publications  that  are  so  op- 
posed to  the  spirit  of  the  Gospel,  and  so  intrinsi- 
cally hostile  to  the  religion  you  profess.  You  will 
find  them  sometimes  professing  to  have  the  keenest 
interest  and  the  tenderest  concern  for  religion  and 
for  the  Church ;  you  will  find  them  putting  them- 
selves forward  as  the  champions  of  the  poor,  as  the 
liberators  of  the  oppressed ;  but  under  all  this  fair 
surface  runs  dark  and  sullen  the  current  that  would 
carry  society  to  destruction,  and  man  to  hell.  How 
shall  you  detect  this,  you  who  are  not  skilled  to 
detect  sophistry  wrapped  in  fair-seeming  words  ? 
Well,  St.  Paul  once  said:  "If  an  angel  from  heaven 
preach  to  you  another  Gospel  than  I  have  preached, 
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let  him  be  accursed."  So  I  say  to  you,  reflect  even 
upon  the  few  plain  truths  out  of  the  Gospel  that  I 
have  put  before  you,  and  your  own  intelligence  will 
show  you  that  those  newspapers  to  which  I  allude 
are  preaching  a  very  different  Gospel  from  that 
which  Jesus  Christ  preached  to  the  poor;  and 
having  seen  that  much,  cast  them  from  amongst 
you,  saying,  as  St.  Paul  said,  and  as  I  now  say, 
"  Let  them  be  accursed." 
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John,  i.  19,  28. 

Selfish  as  the  world  undoubtedly  is,  and  all  the 
more  perhaps  because  it  is  and  knows  itself  to  be 
selfish — there  is  one  quality  in  human  character 
from  which  it  never  can  withhold,  and  never  strives 
to  withold,  its  admiration,  and  that  quality  is,  disin- 
terestedness. The  world  has  its  own  set  of  opinions 
on  which  it  acts  with  unvarying  consistency;  it 
has  interests  which  it  pursues  with  a  keenness 
that  never  flags  ;  it  loves  wealth,  and  will  do  almost 
anything  to  amass  it ;  it  loves  honour  and  wTill 
spend  the  finest  powers  of  body  and  soul  to  secure 
it ;  it  loves  pleasure  and  pursues  it  at  a  cost  in- 
finitely greater  than  it  ever  dreams  ;  it  despises 
poverty ;  it  has  a  horror  of  pain,  cannot  even  un- 
derstand self-denial,  is  shocked  by  the  very  men- 
tion of  austerity — and  yet,  though  all  this  is  so, 
nevertheless,  let  the  world  come  upon  a  man  who 
is  so  utterly  unlike  itself  as  to  be  disinterested — 
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a  man  who  is  not  to  be  influenced  in  his  conduct 
by  the  bribes  that  are  so  powerful  with  ordinary 
men ;  a  man  who  cares  so  little  for  wealth,  that 
he  casts  away  from  him,  as  if  its  touch  was  con- 
tamination, any  portion  of  it  that  may  have  fallen 
to  his  lot ;  a  man  who  is  so  far  above  any  honour 
that  the  world  can  give  that,  if  a  crown  lay  within 
his  reach,  he  would  disdain  to  stretch  out  a  hand 
to  set  it  on  his  brow ;  a  man  who  shudders  at  the 
thought  of  pleasure,  as  others  shudder  at  the 
thought  of  pain  ;  a  man  who  is  so  in  love  with 
self  denial  that  he  has  made  it  the  very  principle 
of  his  conduct,  and  who  maintains  the  sovereignty 
of  soul  and  conscience  over  the  warring  senses,  by 
life-long  practice  of  austerity ;  in  fine,  a  man  whom 
the  whole  world,  and  all  that  it  has  to  buy  the  souls 
and  bodies  of  men,  cannot  bribe,  nor  turn  one 
hair's  breadth  from  the  line  of  rectitude  which  the 
light  of  conscience  strikes  out  across  the  troubled 
waters  of  this  world  of  passion  ;  let  the  world,  I  say, 
find  such  a  man  as  this,  and,  notwithstanding  he 
is  so  different  from  itself,  perhaps  because  he  is 
so  different,  straightway  the  world  lays  at  his 
feet  the  tribute  of  its  bondage,  and  the  crown  of  its 
admiration. 

So  it  has  been  at  all  times,  even  in  the  most 
corrupt  states  of  society  that  the  world  has  ever 
seen  ;  so  is  it  now.  Whom  amongst  yourselves  do 
you  honour  most  ?  Is  it  not  the  man  whom  you 
believe  to  be  least  open  to  the  selfish  influences 
that  sway  the  minds  of  ordinary  men  ? 

We  have  an  example  of  what  I  have  been  say- 
ing in  the  Gospel  I  have  read  for  you.  If  ever 
there  were  men  who  deserved  the  title  of  worldlings, 
they  were  the  Jews,  who  held  the  high  places  in 
the  time  of  our  Blessed  Lord ;  the  Scribes  and  the 
Pharisees  who  have  become  a  by- word  to  all  time 
for  hypocrisy  and  deceit ;  and  yet,  even  they  were. 
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moved  in  their  dream  of  worldiness  by  the  spec- 
tacle of  the  lonely  austere  life  of  John  the  Baptist. 
For,  here  was  a  man  of  one  of  the  priestly  families, 
a  man  who  might,  had  he  so  pleased,  have  warmed 
his  life  by  human  comfort,  and  brightened  it  by 
worldly  honour,  and  yet  he  had  not  chosen  to  use 
his  life  so ;  he  had  carried  it  in  childhood  from  his 
father's  house,  he  had  broken  away  from  the  ties  of 
home,  and  the  stronger  and  tenderer  ties  of  a  father's 
care  and  a  mother's  love.  Eye  of  man  had  rarely 
rested  on  that  solitary  figure  as  he  grew  from  boy- 
hood unto  youth,  and  from  youth  to  manhood  ;  in  the 
loneliness  of  desert  places  he  had  pondered  in  his 
silent  heart,  the  message  that  God  had  given  him  to 
announce,  and  at  the  appointed  time  he  came 
clothed  in  his  garb  of  camel's  hair,  with  a  strange 
light  in  his  eyes  of  an  experience  that  had  been 
gathered  in  far  different  places  from  the  haunts  of 
men.  And  his  life  and  his  message  attracted 
men's  attention,  and  gained  men's  ears  in  spite  of 
themselves,  and  first  they  wondered,  and  then  they 
admired  the  sublimity  of  a  life  which  their  indivi- 
dual expeiience  scarely  enabled  them  to  understand. 
And  rumour  was  busy  about  him,  as  rumour  is 
always  busy,  and  men's  tongues  discussed  him  and 
one  said :  "  He  must  be  the  Messiah,"  and  another, 
"  Perhaps  he  is  Elias  who  was  caught  up  in  olden 
times  in  the  chariot  of  fire  that  bore  him  to  the 
mysterious  land  where,  still  a  living  man,  un- 
touched by  the  passing  of  all  the  years  that  have 
gone  since  then,  he  waits  till  time  is  ripe,  to  come 
forth  to  prepare  the  coming  of  the  Lord ;  or 
perhaps  he  is,  if  not  Elias,  at  any  rate  one  of  the 
old  prophets  whom  God  has  sent  again  to  stir  the 
sleeping  world  to  depths  of  penitence  that  it  had 
forgotten."  So  men  spoke,  and  at  length  the  leaders 
among  the  Jews  put  the  common  curiosity  into 
shape,  and  sent  priests  and  Levites  to  John  the 
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Baptist,  that  he  might  answer,  once  for  all,  the 
question  that  had  become  a  question  of  the  last 
importance,  Tu  quis  es,  "  Who  art  thou?'' 

On  next  Sunday,  we  shall  have  an  opportunity 
of  giving  an  answer  to  this  question  by  consider- 
ing in  some  detail  the  life  of  John  the  Baptist ;  but 
to-day  we  shall  dwell  rather  on  the  answer  which 
he  himself  gave  on  this  occasion,  an  answer  which, 
while  it  displays  the  greatness  of  his  humility, 
conveys  at  the  same  time  the  lesson  which  the 
Church,  selecting  for  this  Sunday  this  portion  of 
the  Gospel,  wished  to  put  specially  before  her 
children  in  this  holy  season  of  Advent. 

"  Who  art  thou  ? "  said  the  priests  and  Levites 
wlio  had  been  sent  to  John  the  Baptist ;  and  remark 
the  answer.  He  might  have  pointed  to  the  tribe 
and  family  from  which  he  sprang,  he  fmight  have 
dwelt  upon  the  life  that  had  rendered  him  remark- 
able. But  no.  He  has  been  so  taken  possession  of 
by  the  Spirit  of  God,  he  has  so  identified  his  life 
and  the  purposes  of  his  life  with  the  message  which 
God  had  given  him  to  deliver,  that  he  cannot,  even 
in  his  own  mind,  separate  himself  from  the  mission 
which  God  has  given  him.  He  has  come  so  far 
to  forget  himself  that  he  looks  upon  himself  as  the 
mere  mouthpiece  of  the  Almighty ;  and  so  he 
answers,  as  it  were—"  Do  not  regard  my  life  how- 
ever austere  it  may  be,  think  not  of  my  holiness 
though  it  has  been  renewed  in  meditation  for 
many  a  long  year,  do  not  regard  me,  for  I  am 
merely  a  voice.  I  am  the  voice  that  is  laden  with 
one  great  unceasing  cry,  tuned  to  the  delivery  of 
one  great  message ;  through  me  the  message  comes 
from  God  to  man,  and  the  message  is  this — '  Pre- 
pare ye  the  way  of  the  Lord.'  " 

God  is  about  to  visit  His^  people  as  He  has  never 
visited  them  since  the  world  began.  He  is  about 
to  come  to  them,  not  through  any  representative , 
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however  clothed  with  His  authority,  not  through 
any  prophet,  however  speaking  His  living  Word, 
but  in  the  divine  person  of  His  only  begotten  Son. 
Do  you  not  see  now,  my  brethren,  with  what  a 
divine  sense  of  appropriateness  the  Church  has 
selected  this  passage  of  the  Gospel  for  the  third 
Sunday  of  Advent  ?  The  Christmas  time  is  com- 
ing nigh  when  we  will  be  called  upon  to  celebrate 
with  happy  hearts  the  birthday  of  the  Infant  Jesus, 
and,  consequently,  to  us  also  comes  the  voice  that 
sounded  long  ago  in  the  deserts  of  Judea :  "  Prepare 
ye  the  way  of  the  Lord."  What  is  this  way  of  the 
Lord  ?  Our  Blessed  Lord  comes  no  longer  in  the 
visible  form  of  a  child.  He  wishes  to  come  into  the 
world  by  the  way  of  the  human  soul.  That,  my 
brethren,  is  the  road  through  which  our  Blessed 
Lord  is  fain  to  come.  He  wants  to  be  born  by  his 
grace,  in  the  soul  of  each  one  amongst  you  ?  Will 
any  one,  I  ask,  dare  to  bar  the  passage  of  the 
King  of  kings  ? 
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Gospel — Luke,  iii.  1-6. 

THE  Church,  my  brethren,  would  not  have  the 
birthday  of  our  Lord  Jesus  come  upon  us  unawares. 
He  is  too  constantly  in  her  mind,  too  close  to  her 
heart,  that  she  should  omit  to  think  about  His 
coming  even  before  the  day  on  which  His  coming 
is  to  be  celebrated.  And,  accordingly,  she  has  set 
aside  the  Advent,  to  the  last  Sunday  of  which  we 
have  now  arrived,  in  order  that  her  children  should 
set  their  hands  diligently  to  the  great  and  necessary 
work  of  R  Preparing  the  way  of  the  Lord  and  making 
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straight  His  paths."  And  it  must  have  struck  you 
that  in  the  public  service  of  the  Church,  during 
those  days  of  preparation,  the  figure  of  John  the 
Baptist — that  saint  who  stands,  as  it  were,  between 
the  Old  and  New  Testament,  bright  with  the  re- 
flected glories  of  both — is  brought  prominently 
forward.  Accordingly,  on  this  Christmas  Eve — 
when  we  are  preparing,  as  it  were,  to  look  upon 
the  Infant  Jesus  in  His  mother's  arms,  to  feast  our 
eyes  and  fill  our  hearts  with  the  sights  of  gladness 
and  the  sounds  of  joy,  that  many  a  king  had  longed 
to  see  and  had  not  seen,  to  hear,  and  had  not  heard, 
and  which  many  a  prophet  had  seen  brightening  in 
the  future  from  the  mountain-tops  of  vision — I  do 
not  think  I  can  better  occupy  the  short  time  I  shall 
speak  to  you  than  by  putting  before  you,  though  in 
the  merest  outline,  the  life,  and  the  office,  and  the 
preaching  of  St.  John  the  Baptist.  The  child  of  so 
great  a  destiny — the  child  who  was  to  unite  and 
gather  up  in  his  single  self  the  gifts  and  the  holi- 
ness of  a  long  line  of  prophets — the  living  link  who 
was  immediately  to  connect  the  Incarnation  of  our 
Lord  with  that  bright  line  of  prophecy  that  ran 
back  like  a  line  of  light  flashing  athwart  the  gloom 
of  the  world's  sad  history,  back  to  the  word  of  con- 
solation that  had  dropped  from  the  lips  of  God 
upon  the  bruised  heart  of  the  world's  first  mother : 
"That  One  should  be  born  of  her  "Who  would 
crush  the  serpent's  head."  it  was  naturally  to  be 
expected  that  the  beginning  of  the  life  of  such  a 
child  should  be  surrounded  by  supernatural  signs, 
and  that  miracles  should  crown  his  very  cradle. 
And  it  was  even  so.  First — his  very  conception 
was  miraculous.  He  had  been  given  to  his  mother 
at  a  period  of  her  life  when,  according  to  human 
possibilities,  she  might  never  hope  to  look  upon  a 
child  of  her  womb.  An  angel  had  announced  to 
Zachary  the  coming  of  the  child.     The  name  of 
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jtahn  had  been  selected  for  him  in  the  very  council 
of  heaven.  Nay;  before  he  had  even  been  born, 
Mary,  having  herself  conceived  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
had  brought  Jesus  to  visit  his  mother,  Elizabeth, 
and  at  the  blessed  sound  of  Mary's  voice,  John  had 
been  washed  from  the  stain  of  original  sin,  and  had 
leaped  with  joy  at  the  recovered  freedom  of  a  child 
of  God.  But  when  this  child  of  miracle  had  grown 
a  little  he  began  to  give  token  that  a  life  had  been 
marked  out  for  him  far  different  from  the  ordinary 
life  of  boyhood  and  of  youth.  Not  for  him  a  father's 
care  and  a  mother's  watchful  love  and  the  comfort 
of  a  home,  and  the  companionship  of  children  like 
himself.  No  ;  called  by  God,  he  went  forth,  a  boy, 
alone  into  the  wilderness,  and,  clothed  with  the 
skins  of  beasts,  and  eating  only  the  scanty  and 
precarious  food  that  a  wilderness  could  supply, 
he  commenced  and  carried  on  that  course  of 
austerity  that  made  his  childhood  saintly,  his 
boyhood  a  marvel,  his  youth  a  long  and  lonely 
martyrdom  ;  and  so  he  prepared  himself  for  the 
office  for  which  God  had  destined  him.  Was  all 
this  preparation  needed  ?  Surely  we  shall  confess 
that  no  preparation  could  be  too  careful  for  such 
an  office — an  office  that  was  no  less  than  this, 
to  be  the  immediate  precursor  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ. 

But  there  was  another  reason  for  the  austerities 
that  he  practised.  What  was  the  message  he  had 
to  announce  ?  This — "  The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  is 
at  hand."  And  how  did  he  preface  the  announce* 
ment  ?  With  these  two  words  :  "  Do  penance." 
He  preached  the  Baptism  of  Penance  to  the  remis- 
sion of  sins.  It  was  meet,  then,  that  the  preacher 
of  pern  nee  should  be  himself,  not  properly  speak- 
ing, a  penitent,  for  by  no  actual  sin  had  he  ever 
been  defiled  ;  but,  should  give  in  lite  own  person  a 
signal  illustration  of  the  penance  and  the  mortifi- 
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cation  that  were  then,  that  are  now,  that  shall  ever 
be,  the  very  best — nay,  in  most  cases,  the  only 
proper  preparation  for  the  coming  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ. 

I,  also,  as  the  minister  of  God  and  of  His  Church, 
I  also  say  to  you — "  The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  is  at 
hand."  It  is  in  the  midst  of  you.  Jesus  is  for  you 
no  mere  name  in  a  history  that  is  past.  He  is  your 
God  ;  and  He  is  here  in  the  midst  of  you  as  surely 
as  He  was  once  in  Mary's  arms,  as  surely  as  He  is 
now  at  God's  right  hand.  And,  asking  you  to  pre- 
pare for  His  coming,  I  can  give  no  other  counsel 
than  this :  "  Do  penance/'  I  can  suggest  no  remedy 
for  sin  but  the  baptism  of  penance.  There  is  one, 
just  one  obstacle  to  the  coming  of  our  Lord  into 
your  hearts,  and  that  one  obstacle  is  mortal  sin. 
Mortal  sin  is  the  one  mountain  that  His  sacred 
feet  will  never  cross.  That  mountain  must  be  laid 
low  and  levelled  to  the  dust  by  the  secret  but  sure 
work  that  is  done  in  the  Sacrament  of  Penance. 

My  brethren,  there  is  not  one  here  who  on  to- 
morrow will  not  say,  and  have  said  to  him,  "  A 
happy  Christmas."  Well,  how  think  you  can 
Christians  be  happy  with  mortal  sin  upon  the 
conscience,  and  the  sword  of  God's  doom  and  the 
flame  of  His  eternal  wrath  waiting  for  the  guilty 
soul  ? 

?Vh,  if  anyone  here  will  have  a  happy  Christmas 
it  can  only  be  because,  by  sincere  repentance — by 
bringing  forth  fruits  worthy  of  penance,  by  making 
firm  resolutions  to  avoid  sin  and  the  occasions  of 
sin,  by  doing  all  this — he  shall  have  laid^low  the 
mountains,  and  made  smooth  the  rough  places  that 
lay  between  him  and  his  Lord. 
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New  Year  Eve.    Gospel — Luke,  ii. 

Surely,  my  brethren,  not  the  most  thoughtless 
amongst  us  can  fail  to  be  awakened  into  some 
degree  of  thoughtfulness  by  the  presence  of  a  day 
that  marks  the  close  of  another  of  the  world's 
years.  Even  those  wTho  are  so  young  that  they 
are  prone  to  look  forward  to  the  years  that  are  to 
come,  rather  than  look  back  to  the  years  that  have 
fleeted  past,  even  they  must  feel,  on  such  a  day  as 
this,  an  instinctive  prompting  to  ponder  a  little 
upon  the  dropping  of  one  other  bead  in  the  rosary 
of  life,  upon  the  closing  of  a  year  whose  history  is 
finished  by  to-day.  It  is  a  time  of  all  others,  to 
have  some  solemn  thoughts  about  the  life  in  the 
midst  of  which  we  find  ourselves. 

The  lives  of  most  men  are  commonly  said  to  be 
uneventful  lives,  made  up  of  very  ordinary  joys 
and  very  ordinary  sorrows.  The  common  offices  of 
life,  the  calls  of  friendship  and  affection,  the 
homely  duties  that  each  day  brings,  these  con- 
stitute the  history  of  most  lives.  It  is,  indeed, 
true  that  most  lives,  looked  at  from  outside,  are 
uneventful  lives.  But  remember,  no  man's  life  is 
uneventful  to  himself.  There  are  in  the  lives  of 
every  one  of  us,  things  that  lie  far  deeper  than  the 
surface  which  our  neighbour's  eye  can  scan, 
things  that  have  their  theatre  in  the  lonely  soli- 
tudes of  our  hearts,  on  which  not  the  feet  of  even 
our  nearest  and  our  dearest  friends  have  ever  in- 
truded— things  and  thoughts  that  no  eye  could  see, 
but  that  have  left  their  mark  upon  the  soul,  for 
evil   or  for  good,    and    that  have   their   separate 
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histories  minutely  written  in  the  judgment  books 
of  God.  And  these  are  things  that  well  might 
form  the  subjects  of  that  self-examination  that 
ought  naturally  be  prompted  by  the  closing  of  the 
year.  Seeing  that  we  are  Christians  and  Catho- 
lics, men  with  immortal  souls  and  eternal  destinies, 
seeing  that  we  live  and  move  and  are  in  God, 
Whose  eye  is  searching  our  every  thought,  see- 
ing that  the  years  God  gives  us  are  fleeting  years, 
and  that  each  as  it  fleets  by,  is  bringing  us  nearer 
and  ever  nearer  to  death's  inevitable  shadow ;  see- 
ing all  this,  surely  the  most  important  concern 
that  any  of  us  can  have  on  such  a  day  as  this,  is  to 
examine  how  we  stand,  not  with  regard  to  the 
frail  and  fleeting  things  of  this  transitory  life,  but 
with  regard  to  the  things  of  that  future  life,  which, 
whether  it  be  a  life  of  unending  misery  or  un- 
fading bliss,  shall  be,  in  any  event,  a  life  that  shall 
never  know  an  end. 

And  I  feel  it  to  be  a  matter  on  which  I  well  may 
congratulate  you,  that  the  last  day  of  this  old 
year  has  happened  upon  a  day  which  brings  you 
from  your  worldly  work,  and  your  ordinary  pur- 
suits to  kneel  before  the  altar  of  your  God. 

Let  us  see  what  aid  the  Church  gives  us  in  form- 
ing reflections  suitable  to  this  particular  occasion. 

Remember,  once  our  Blessed  Lord  came,  the 
history  of  the  world  took,  as  it  were,  a  new  start — 
and  as  a  simple  matter  of  fact,  containing  a  signi- 
ficance which  matters  of  fact  usually  contain,  the 
whole  world  reckons  its  history  in  years  that  bear 
the  express  title  of  "years  of  our  Lord." 

Remember,  too,  that  in  the  case  of  an  individual 
human  soul,  once  Jesus  has  been  spiritually  born 
in  it  by  sactifying  grace,  the  soul  for  ever  more  has 
set  the  history  of  its  future  on  an  entirely  new 
basis. 

A  few  days  ago  the  Church  was  celebrating  the 
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birthday  of  her  Divine  Founder :  her  voice  had 
never  a  tone  that  was  not  glad,  her  music  never  a 
note  that  was  not  a  note  of  jubilee  and  triumph. 
The  burden  of  the  only  song  she  could  afford  on 
such  a  day  to  sing,  was  this — "  Glory  to  God,  and 
peace  to  men."  But  to-day  she  turns,  and  for  our 
instruction,  to  another  side  of  that  momentous 
birth,  which  could  not  be  overlooked  without  injury 
to  our  full  appreciation  of  it.  She  brings  forward 
to  our  notice  the  figure  of  the  old  man,  Simeon, 
rich  in  years,  and  in  the  gathered  harvests  of  many 
a  year  of  sanctity.  No  sooner  had  our  Lord  been 
born  than  God  inspired  that  old  man's  heart,  to  feel 
the  meaning  of  His  coming;  and  Simeon  opened 
his  aged  lips  to  utter  that  sentence  that  sounds  at 
once  like  a  blessing  and  like  a  ban — that  has  a  ring 
in  it  of  hope,  and  a  sound  in  it,  too,  like  the  trump 
of  doom.  For,  taking  the  Child  in  his  arms,  he 
utters  the  future  history— not  alone  of  His  personal 
and  visible  presence  upon  earth,  but  also  of  His 
abiding  presence  in  the  Church  to  the  end  of  time — 
in  these  memorable  words  :  "  Behold  this  Child  is 
set  up  for  the  ruin  and  for  the  resurrection  of  many 
in  Israel,  and  as  a  sign  that  shall  be  contradicted." 


So  it  is  with  God's  greatest  gift  to  men — His 
only  begotten  Son.  His  coming  must  inevitably 
be  the  occasion  of  the  eternal  ruin  of  those  who 
will  not  receive  Him. 

So,  also,  is  it  with  all  God's  gifts :  in  exact  pro- 
portion to  the  advantages  they  are  calculated  to 
confer  is  the  danger  of  refusing  to  avail  ourselves 
of  them. 

So  it  is  with  the  great  blessing  that  God  is  giving 
now  to  every  human  being  that  is  alive  to-day  upon 
the  broad  surface  of  the  world — that  blessing  that 
carries  with   it  every  other  blessing  that  God  is 
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giving,  or  shall  give—the  blessing  of  Time.  Behold, 
that  also  is  given  for  the  ruin  and  for  the  resurreo 
tion  of  many.  Twelve  months  ago  the  new  year's 
sun  shone  out,  and  shone  on  many  a  smiling  face 
on  which  death's  shadow  since  has  fallen  deep  and 
dark,  never  to  be  lifted  off  till  the  hand  of  God 
shall  draw  the  mouldering  dust  from  out  the 
sepulchre.  Many  a  name  that  was  then  on  men's 
lips  is  written  nowhere  now,  save  in  the  memory  of 
a  friend  or  on  the  slab  of  a  tombstone.  Ah !  my 
brethren,  each  day  that  passes  leaves  its  list  of 
dead,  and  its  line  of  graves. 

But  there  is  a  more  awful  thing  than  that.  Men 
must  die,  but  men  need  not  be  damned ;  and  yet  it 
is  as  certain  as  anything  can  be,  that  in  the  short 
space  of  the  year  that  is  closing  to-day,  many  a 
one  has  begun,  and  carried  on,  and  completed  the 
work  of  his  damnation.  It  well  may  be,  alas  !  that 
some  who  began  the  year  with  high  hopes  and 
generous  hearts  and  kindly  feelings — aye,  and 
began  it,  too,  with  a  prayer  on  their  lips  and  in 
their  hearts ;  it  may  well  be  that,  having  sinned 
and  died,  and  having  been  judged  and  lost,  they 
have  since  begun  the  long  tale  of  those  years  that 
can  see  no  ending,  while  the  wrath  of  God  keeps 
burning  the  eternal  fires  of  the  damned. 
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Even  from  amid  the  obscurity  in  which  Christ 
chose  to  be  born,  there  could  not  but  flash  out 
upon  the  world,  of  which  He  was  the  Master,  some 
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gleam  to  light  up  the  birth  of  the  Infant  Saviour, 
and  to  show  that,  Child  though  He  was,  with  all 
the  touching  helplessness  of  infancy,  yet  He  was 
something  different  from  any  child  of  Adam,  that 
God  had  ever  given  into  the  arms  of  a  human 
mother.  He  came  weak  and  helpless,  an  infant 
and  a  pauper — not  even  sheltered  from  the  blasts 
of  winter — but,  nevertheless,  He  was  the  Son  of 
God,  and  His  birth  was  the  greatest  event  that 
ever  happened,  or  that  ever  can  happen,  in  the 
history  of  the  world  ;  and,  accordingly,  it  is  in  no 
way  wonderful  that  many  a  strange  movement  and 
unwonted  stir  should  take  place  around  His  very 
cradle. 

Christ,  the  long-expected,  had  come  at  last,  and, 
as  might  naturally  have  been  expected,  heaven 
and  earth  were  moved.  The  power  of  God  broke 
loose,  as  it  were,  from  the  limitation  of  the  ordinary 
laws  by  which  He  is  usually  pleased  to  restrict  its 
manifestations.  God's  power,  as  it  were,  burst 
forth  rrepressibly,  and  flooded  that  holy  eastern 
land  with  wonders  and  with  signs.  Heaven  and 
earth  seemed  to  be  brought  closer  together  than 
they  had  ever  been  since  that  brief  bright  day,  when 
God  walked  with  Adam  and  Eve  through  the  fresh 
flowers  of  Paradise.  Angels  left  the  calm  beati- 
tude of  heaven  to  busy  themselves,  at  God's  behest, 
about  the  affairs  of  men.  There  had  been  a  song  of 
jubilee,  that  made  the  moonlit  stillness  of  the  shep- 
herd's night-watch,  tremble  with  the  melodies  of 
angelic  choirs.  An  angel  had  stood  by  Zachary  in 
the  Holy  Place,  and  Elizabeth  in  her  old  age  had 
borne  a  son,  whose  one  business  in  life  it  was  to  go 
before  Jesus,  and  give  testimony  of  Him. 

But  all  these  signs  have  this  in  common,  that, 
like  most  of  God's  direct  dealing  with  men  for 
some  thousands  of  years,  they  took  place  in  the 
bosom  of  one  nation,  and  with  special  reference  to 
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the  Jewish  people.  Hitherto  God  had  been  as  a 
stranger  in  the  greater  part  of  His  own  world.  Sin 
had  encroached  on  His  dominion ;  it  gradually 
drove  Him  away  from  nation  after  nation,  and  at 
length  seemed  as  if  it  would  push  Him  utterly — 
His  name  and  His  law,  His  reverence  and  His 
love — from  the  world  itself.  And  then  God  had 
been  forced,  as  if  in  self-defence,  to  draw  closer  the 
limits  of  His  kingdom.  He  would,  as  it  were,  let 
the  faithless  world  wander  away  into  whatever 
paths  of  ignorance  and  error  its  folly  pointed  out ; 
and  He  would  form  for  Himself  one  small  nation 
of  chosen  people,  to  be,  as  it  were,  the  salt  of  the 
corrupted  earth ;  and  He  would  hedge  it  round 
with  jealous  ordinances  from  the  Gentile  races  of 
the  world ;  and  He  would  speak  directly  to  it, 
and  would  give  it  leaders  and  kings  and  prophets ; 
and  in  due  time  would  find  the  blossom  of  the 
race  in  Mary,  and  would  make  her  the  mother  of 
His  Son. 

Hence,  up  to  this,  the  Jews  were  God's  chosen 
people,  and  amongst  them  the  Saviour  was  born. 

Amongst  them,  but  not  for  them  alone.  The 
mercy  of  God  was  wider  than  the  world,  however 
sinful  the  world  was.  Though  men  had  forgotten 
God,  God  had  not  forgotten  them:  and  this  Jewish 
Child  who  was  born  to  be  a  Saviour,  was  to  be  the 
Saviour,  not  of  Jew  alone,  but  of  Gentile,  of  every 
race,  and  tribe,  and  tongue,  under  the  broad  canopy 
of  the  merciful  heaven. 

And  in  the  Gospel  I  have  read  for  you,  and  in 
the  mystery  which  we  celebrate  to-day,  God  begins 
to  give  an  indication  of  His  gracious  purpose 
towards  the  Gentile  races  of  the  earth.  He  begins 
to  send  His  voice  far  along  the  distant  paths  on 
which  the  world  had  strayed  away — begins  to  flash 
the  light  of  His  mercy  and  His  love  through  the 
darkness    in    which    their    wickedness    had    cast 
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them.  He  begins  to  call  the  Gentiles  to  the  feet 
of  Jesus. 

And  the  way  of  it  was  this.  There  appeared 
like  some  strange  vision  in  the  streets  of  Jerusalem 
three  men,  whose  garb  and  bearing  betokened  that 
they  came  from  some  far  eastern  land.  They  bore 
upon  them  the  marks  of  long  travel,  but  there  was 
something  in  their  bearing  that,  travel-stained  and 
toil-worn  though  they  were,  proclaimed  them  chiefs 
of  men — and  the  Scripture  gives  them  the  name  of 
kings — and  they  told  a  wonderful  tale :  that,  in  the 
bosom  of  their  people,  had  lain  for  many  a  century 
a  tradition  that  One  would  be  born  a  Saviour,  and 
that  a  star  would  rise  in  heaven  to  announce  His 
coming.  And  at  length  the  hand  of  God  sent  the 
long-looked  for  star  flashing  in  their  eastern  skies; 
and  at  once,  drawn  by  the  inspiring  grace  of  God, 
they  left  their  homes,  and  journeyed  through  many 
a  wild  waste  place ;  and  the  star  went  before  them 
always  till  it  led  them  to  Jerusalem ;  and  there  the 
one  question  they  had  to  ask  was  this :  "  Where  is 
He  that  is  born/'  &c.  And  the  news  was  brought 
to  Herod  ;  and  Herod  was  troubled  in  mind.  He 
was  King  of  the  Jews,  and  here  was  rumour  of  some 
Child  he  knew  not,  Who  would  wrench  the  sceptre 
from  his  hand,  and  leave  him  crownless.  And  from 
his  trouble  sprang  a  wicked  and  crafty  design.  He 
would  find  out  this  Child ;  and,  having  found  Him, 
he  would,  without  pity,  cut  off  the  young  life  that 
threatened  to  destroy  his  power.  The  chief  priests 
and  scribes  were  called  together,  and  the  sacred 
books  were  opened,  and  with  certain  voice  they 
proclaimed  that  Bethlehem  was  the  place  to  seek 
the  newly-born  King.  The  words  of  indication 
were  plain:  "And  thou,  Bethlehem/'  &c. 

And  so,  the  three  wise  kings  hastened  forward  to 
Bethlehem,  and  found  the  Child ;  and  their  eyes, 
lit  by  faith,  pierced  beneath  the  surface,  and  they 
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recognised  in  Him  the  King  Who  was  to  rule,  the 
God  Who  was  to  be  adored,  and  the  Man  Who  was 
in  the  after  time,  to  suffer  and  to  die.  For  this  is 
the  meaning  of  their  gifts — gold,  to  acknowledge 
His  kingship  ;  frankincense,  to  recognise  His 
divinity;  and  myrrh,  used  in  embalming  bodies, 
to  betoken  His  suffering  humanity. 

Now,  my  brethren,  these  kings  on  this  occasion 
represented  us,  for  we,  too,  are  of  Gentile  race  ; 
they  made  the  offerings  in  our  name  eighteen 
hundred  years  ago,  anticipating  the  time  when 
we  could  make  for  ourselves,  the  offerings  of  which 
their  offerings  were  but  a  figure.  The  time  has 
come.  We,  born  in  the  Catholic  Church,  find  Jesus 
from  our  very  infancy.  A  few  days  ago  we  cele- 
brated with  joy  the  birthday  of  the  Incarnate  Lord. 
The  kings  have  gone  to  their  rest  many  a  long 
year :  we  are  in  their  place  to-day.  And  shall  we 
let  the  occasion  pass  without  making  to  the  Infant 
Jesus  the  offerings  for  which  He  stretches  out  His 
hands  I 

Gold — shall  we  give  gold  ?  Ah !  gold  is  perish- 
able, and  Jesus  has  chosen  to  be  poor ;  earthly  gold 
He  does  not  need  nor  care  for.  But  there  is  gold 
He  wants.  He  wants  the  gold  of  our  heart's  best 
love.  This  is  a  treasure  that  God  has  put  into 
every  human  heart.  And  the  noblest  heart  that 
ever  beat  in  human  breast,  has  nothing  greater  to 
give  to  man  or  God  than  the  priceless  gold  of  its 
affection.  This  is  the  first  gift  Jesus  asks  of  you — 
the  gift  of  your  love.  And  what  incense  shall  we 
offer  to  Him  Who  is  our  God  ?  What,  think  you, 
is  the  most  grateful  incense  that  goes  up  from  this 
earth  to  the  throne  bf  God  ?  It  is  the  incense  of 
the  prayers  of  the  hearts  that  love  Him.  Offer 
Him  this — the  prayer  of  adoration,  by  which  we 
acknowledge  Him  as  our  God,  the  prayer  of  peti- 
tion, by  which  to  supply  our  wants,  the  prayer  of 
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thanksgiving,  by  which  we  show  our  gratitude  for 
the  countless  favours  He  has  lavished  upon  us. 

These  two  gifts  shall  be  offered  to  God  by  His 
elect,  both  for  time  and  eternity.  Love  and  Prayer 
will  be  the  eternal  business  of  the  saints  of  God. 

But  here  on  this  earth  another  gift  is  needed  to 
make  us  saints :  for,  we  have  not  only  a  soul  but  a 
body,  and  a  body  that,  with  its  depraved  senses, 
makes  war  against  the  soul ;  the  body  that  first 
corrupts  itself,  and  then  extends  its  corruption  to 
the  soul.  That  body  we  must  save  from  corruption 
by  the  third  offering  of  myrrh,  the  myrrh  of  morti- 
fication ;  denying  ourselves  first  what  is  unlawful, 
and  even  in  many  things  denying  ourselves  what 
is  lawful,  that  we  may  keep  a  firmer  hold  upon  the 
passions  which,  unless  kept  in  check,  would  over- 
run and  lay  waste  our  whole  spiritual  life. 
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"And  He  went  down  with  them,  and  came  to  Nazareth  and  was 
subject  to  them." — Lu££,  ii.  51. 

Knowing  as  we  know,  my  brethren,  what  the 
history  and  the  manifold  experience  of  eighteen 
hundred  years  have  taught  us,  concerning  the  life, 
and  the  mission,  and  the  work  of  Jesus  Christ  in 
the  world,  it  is  very  instructive  to  turn  to  the  record 
of  His  life,  which  inspired  pens  thought  fit  to  leave 
for  the  scrutiny  of  mankind.  As  might  have  been 
expected  in  a  work  wherein  the  Holy  Ghost  was 
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the  chief  worker,  there  is  in  every  word  of  the 
Gospel  a  meaning,  and  a  depth,  and  a  significance, 
which  a  whole  lifetime  of  saintly  meditation  would 
be  insufficient  to  exhaust.  But  more  than  this, 
and  this  is  what  I  particularly  wish  to  turn  your 
attention  to  at  present ;  it  is  not  only  the  things 
that  are  written  in  the  Gospel  that  are  instructive, 
but  also  the  things  that  have  been  left  unwritten. 

The  truth  is,  the  Holy  Ghost  does  not  write 
biography  as  men  would  be  inclined  to  think  bio- 
graphy ought  to  be  written.  Even  when  the  Holy 
Ghost  is  treating  of  the  life  of  the  Second  Person 
of  the  Most  Holy  Trinity,  there  are  many  details 
over  which  a  human,  a  merely  human  pen,  would 
love  to  linger,  but  which  the  pen  of  the  Evangelist, 
passing  by  utterly,  invests  only  with  the  eloquence 
of  silence. 

Christmas  was  past ;  the  Christ  had  come ;  we  have 
gone  step  by  step  through  the  history  of  that  coming, 
Into  the  deep  skies  of  the  distant  East,  the  hand 
of  God  had  flung  a  new  and  luminous  star,  that 
had  lighted  up  the  obscure  tradition  of  a  Redeemer, 
that  had  lingered  amongst  the  far-off  people  of 
the  Gentile  world ;  and  kings  with  the  dusky  hue 
upon  their  foreheads,  of  still  more  Eastern  lands, 
had  come  in  their  barbaric  splendour,  and  flung 
their  treasures  down  before  the  newly  born  Infant. 
Another  sign  had  been  that  the  Child  had  come 
Who  was  to  grow  into  the  "  Man  of  sorrows,"  for 
the  cry  of  desolate  mothers  had  filled  the  land,  and 
had  gone  up  to  God  when  Herod's  sword  gave  the 
darker  memories  of  blood  to  the  birthplace  of  Jesus. 

But  what  was  to  come  of  all  this  ?  I  ask  you  :  Is 
it  not  strange  that  when  all  these  things  had  passed 
and  gone,  a  silence  falls  upon  the  life  ot  Jesus  ?  His 
boyhood-has  no  record,  His  early  manhood  not  a 
vestige  of  a  history.  Once,  and  only  once  in  all 
those  years  do  we  see  Him,  teaching  in  the  Temple, 
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and  then  just  when  He  seemed  to  be  beginning 
His  real  work,  Mary's  voice  calls  Him  away,  calls 
Him  home.  The  Mother  claims  her  Child  and  has 
her  claim  allowed.  He  goes  back  to  Nazareth, 
and  the  story  of  His  divine  life  up  to  His  thirtieth 
year,  where  is  it  written  ?  It  is  written  nowhere 
upon  earth  save  in  the  heart  of  Mary.  For  us,  for 
the  world,  for  all  future  time,  the  Holy  Ghost  sees 
fit  to  corrfpress  it  all,  into  the  limit  of  three  words, 
Erat  subditus  Mis — "  He  was  subject  to  them." 

But  in  those  three  words,  in  the  picture  they  give 
to  a  meditative  soul,  of  the  life  at  Nazareth,  there 
is  depth  of  teaching  which  might  well  be  the 
foundation  of  a  thousand  sermons.  Do  not  think, 
to-day,  if  I  put  before  you  one  very  obvious  lesson 
from  this  passage  of  the  Gospel ;  do  not  think  that 
I  have  gone  below  the  very  surface  of  its  signifi- 
cance.    The  lesson  is  this  : —  < 

Jesus  preparing  to  overthrow  the  kingdom  of 
Satan,  and  the  power  of  evil,  and  the  reign  of  in- 
justice, begins  his  preparation  in  the  quiet  obscu- 
rity of  a  humble  home,  finding  within  the  walls  of 
a  poor  mean  cottage,  in  the  relations  of  duty 
which  He  had  been  pleased  to  contract  towards 
two  of  his  own  creatures  Mary  and  Joseph,  finding 
in  these  full  scope,  as  much  as  the  divine  wisdom 
deemed  needful,  for  the  exercise  of  every  virtue  of 
His  sacred  humanity. 

Why  did  He  do  this  ?  My  brethren — He  wished 
to  lay  deep,  by  the  labour  of  thirty  years,  the  founda- 
tion of  that  school  where  men  might  learn  to 
sanctify  themselves  for  Him — the  school  of  the 
Christian  home.  The  home  where  those  who  bear 
command  have  a  likeness  of  Mary  and  Joseph,  and 
where  children  grow  from  grace  to  grace  after  the 
model  of  the  Child  Jesus.  This  is  a  picture  of 
what  the  Christian  home  should  be — and,  however 
grand  the  outward  history,  however  glorious  the 
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traditions,  however  great  the  political  or  even  the 
religious  achievements  of  a  people;  if  their  home 
life,  that  life  they  lead  when  the  door  has  closed 
upon  their  dearest  friend  and  their  closest  acquaint- 
ance, and  they  take  their  place  in  their  own  families 
by  their  own  fireside  ;  if  the  life  there  be  not  Chris- 
tian, be  not  pure,  be  not  hallowed  by  the  virtues  of 
home,  be  not,  in  its  measure,  somewhat  like  the 
life  of  the  Holy  Family  at  Nazareth  ;  then,  be  that 
people's  outdoor  virtue  what  it  may,  it  is  hastening 
to  social,  and  political,  and  religious  decay. 

To  this  matter,  however,  I  hope  to  return  at 
some  future  time,  and  to  develop,  as  best  I  may  be 
able,  the  idea  of  the  Christian  home  that  has  been 
implanted  in  the  mind  and  memory  of  the  Church 
by  the  life  at  Nazareth.  At  present,  let  me  draw 
your  attention  to  this  one  thing.  Our  Blessed 
Lord  having  come  upon  earth  expressly  to  do 
good,  to  overthrow  evil,  to  confer  upon  the  human 
race  blessings  which  none  but  a  Divine  person 
could  have  conferred ;  He,  with  all  this  work  be- 
fore Him  of  redeeming  and  regenerating  the 
human  race,  chose  to  spend,  in  the  obscurity  of  a 
poor  home,  in  the  daily  duties  of  what  would  seem 
to  the  eyes  of  men  so  narrow  a  life,  thirty  years  out 
of  a  life  that  was  limited  to  thirty-three.  There, 
my  brethren,  was  the  highest  and  most  perfect 
life  that  could  possibly  be  lived,  and  it  was  lived 
within  as  small  a  home  and  as  narrow — as  seem- 
ingly narrow — a  round  of  duties,  as  can  possibly 
be  the  lot  of  any  person  in  this  assembly. 

Ah  !  if  we  want  to  do  good,  let  us  not  complain  of 
want  of  opportunity.  By  the  very  fact  that  God 
has  created  you,  He  has  given  you  a  part  to  play 
greater  than  which  He  has  not  given  to  the 
monarchs  of  the  world.  I  say,  if  wek  want  to  do 
good.  It  is  our  business  to  do  good  in  the  world. 
Indeed  the  obligation  of  doing  good  in  some  way 
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is  so  generally  acknowledged  that  no  one  would 
be  willing  to  admit  that  his  life  was  utterly  worth- 
less.    Every  one  will  take  his  stand  upon  some 
gbod  he  either  is  doing,  or  imagines  himself  to  be 
doing  in  the  world.*     And  there  are  some  who, 
not  satisfied  with  doing  good  for  themselves  and 
their  families,  will  entertain  lofty  projects  of  doing 
good  to  society,  to  their  town,  or  their  country,  or 
their  native  land,  or  even  to  the  whole  human  race. 
It  is  found,  especially  in  youth,  and  it  is  a  grace- 
ful and  a  precious  thing  in  youth  ;  it  is  found  often, 
that  when  a  young  man  standing  upon  the  thresh- 
old Of  manhood,  looking  out  upon  the  world  in 
whose  work  he  is  about  to  take  a  part,  sees  the 
many  wrong,  and  hateful,  and  unjust  things  that  are 
being  daily  done  under  the  sun  ;  he  feels  his  heart 
within  him  expanding  with  a  love  of  justice,  and  a 
hatred  of  oppression,  and  he  will  at  any  rate  glow 
with  the  desire  to  raise  up  the  oppressed,  and  to 
do  battle  for  the  fallen,  and  to  hasten  by  the  shout  of 
his  mouth,  and  if  need  and  opportunity  were,  by  the 
stroke  of  his  right  hand,  the  reign  of  justice  in  this 
weary  world.  And  this  very  feeling  it  is,  that  so  often 
throws  young  men  into  the  hands  of  those  colder 
and   more  calculating    spirits   who,  professing    a 
syrnpathy  which  they  do  not  feel,  and  are  inca- 
pable of  feeling,  with  the  aspirations  of  youthful 
enthusiasm,  seek  to  use  its  unsuspecting  ardour  for 
the  furtherance  of  base  designs  and  selfish  ends. 

Yes ;  there  are  always  men,  and  in  later  years 
they  are  numerous  and  noisy,  who  single  them- 
selves out  from  their  fellow-men,  and  proclaim 
that  they  have  some  great  plan  to  set  the  whole 
world  right.  And  their  clap-trap  professions  some- 
times cajole  the  young  and  unwary,   for  youth  is 

*  The  remaining  portion  of  this  sermon  is  substantially  the  same  as 
the  beautiful  passage  in  the  Author's  Lecture  About  Life — "The 
Lectures  of  a  Certain  Professor,"  page  208. 
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enthusiastic,  and  though  youth  is  mostly  honest, 
yet,  youth  is  often  foolish,  and  lies  at  the  mercy 
of  the  crafty  brain  and  the  flattering  tongue. 

Ah !  to  these  young  men,  ardent,  unselfish, 
enthusiastic,  who  with  their  beautiful  illusions,  and 
their  impracticable  projects,  are  the  hope  of  the 
future  ;  who  feel  their  hearts  hot  with  indignation 
at  the  oppression  and  the  injustice  which  they  see, 
or  have  imagined ;  who  long  to  rush  into  the 
press  of  battle,  and  make  the  bad  world  good  by 
very  force  and  compulsion ;  to  such  I  would  speak 
thus  : — 

"  The  feeling  that  prompts  you  is  a  noble  feel- 
ing ;  hate  injustice  and  wrong  as  much  as  you 
will,  never  can  you  too  much  hate  them.  You 
want  to  make  the  bad  world  good ;  it  is  a  noble 
wish.  Cherish  it  as  you  cherish  the  apple  of  your 
eye.  But  remember  this ;  your  voice  is  weak  and 
your  arm  is  not  far-reaching,  and  you  may  shout 
and  strike  till  voice  and  strength  are  gone,  and  very 
little  impression  will  you  make  on  the  large  world 
that  lies  outside  your  father's  house,  outside  your 
native  town,  outside  your  parish,  or  your  country, 
or  your  native  land.  But  be  not  discouraged ;  do 
not  think  that  this  noble  hatred  of  wrong  and 
this  noble  love  of  justice  were  given  to  you  in  vain. 
There  is  one  thing  you  can  do,  begin  to  make 
things  better,  not  at  a  distance  which  your  voice 
and  hand  may  never  reach ;  but  begin  first  in 
your  own  heart,  in  your  own  home.  Begin,  not 
with  impracticable  dreams  of  making  the  great 
world  better,  but  begin  to  make  better  that  little 
spot  of  it,  where  God  has  posted  you  to  do  His 
work  and  fight  His  battles.  Begin  to  put  your 
vigour  and  your  enthusiasm  into  the  doing  of  the 
little  homely  duties  that  meet  you  every  day.  Be 
better  sons  to  your  parents,  better  brothers  to  your 
sisters,   better    neighbours    to    your   fellow-men, 
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more  forbearing  towards  each  other,   more  charit- 
able to  the  poor,  better  Christians,  better  Catholics, 
more  loyal  and  devoted  children  to  the  Church, 
your  mother.     And,  when  you  have  exhausted  the 
possibilities  of  perfection  in  these  things,  then,  but 
scarcely  till  then,  seek  to  make  the  large  world 
better.    But  oh  !  as  you  value  truth,  do  not  suppose 
that  you  can  make  up  for  failure  in  your  common 
duties  by  your  ardour  in  politics  or  your  profes- 
sions of  patriotism.    For,  I  ask  you,  is  there  a  more 
hateful  and  more  despicable  thing  on  all  the  broad 
earth,  than  to  see  a  man  come  forward  with  his 
plans   and   projects   for   the    regeneration   of  his 
country  and  his  kind,  while  he  is  doing  absolutely 
nothing  to  regenerate  himself,  and  make  himself 
worthy  of  the  eternal  destiny  for  which  God  created 
him?" 

My  brethren,  there  was  One  who  appeared  in  the 
world  with  the  fullest  possible  knowledge  of  the 
evils  that  weighed  upon  the  human  race,  and  with 
the  most  ardent  desire,  and  the  most  infallible  means 
to  remedy  them  all ;  that  Person  was  Jesus  Christ. 
What  example  did  He  leave  us  ?  How  did  He 
set  about  His  work  ?  Three  words  tell  the  story ; 
Erat  subditus  Hits.  He  was  subject  to  them  ;  sub* 
ject  to  Mary  and  to  Joseph,  subject  to  the  conditions 
of  the  lowly  lot  He  had  selected  for  Himself; 
subject  to  just  such  every- day  duties  as  you  also 
find  ready  to  your  hand.  Go  ye,  therefore,  and 
do  as  He  did ;  fulfil  the  ordinary  duties  of  your 
Christian  lives;  and  so,  like  Him,  too,  you  will 
grow  from  wisdom  to  wisdom,  irom  grace  to  grace, 
and  when  the  God  Who  will  judge  you,  shall  ask, 
"  How  has  your  life  been  conformable  to  His  com- 
mandment ?"  Let  your  angel  be  able  to  answer 
for  each  of  you  :  Erat  subditus  Mis. 
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Gospel — Matthew,  viii.  1-13. 

For  some  time  past,  the  Church  has  been  engaged 
in  putting  before  us  the  mysteries  connected  with 
the  infancy  and  the  childhood  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  When  she  passed  from  the  great  sights 
and  wonders  that  took  place  around  His  cradle, 
she  gave  just  one  picture  of  the  obscure  life  at 
Nazareth,  of  which  the  Gospel  history  has  left  so 
scant  a  record  that  all  we  know  of  that  sacred 
home,  and  the  sanctity  that  flourished  in  it,  is 
comprised  in  this :  that  Jesus  spent  thirty  years  in 
obedience  and  subjection  to  those  creatures  of  His, 
whom  He  had  selected  for  the  sacred  office  of 
cherishing  His  blessed  childhood,  and  His  divine 
youth. 

But  now,  the  Church  turns  to  that  other  and  more 
conspicuous  portion  of  the  life  of  our  Lord,  when 
He  left  His  quiet  home,  and  came  forth  to  fill  so 
large  a  place  in  the  public  life  of  Judea,  and  to 
occupy  so  much  of  the  attention  of  the  Jews,  to 
whom  the  tidings  of  salvation  were,  in  the  order  of 
God's  Providence,  to  be  first  made  known. 

And  the  Gospel  I  have  read  for  you  takes  up 
His  history  at  the  moment  when  He  came  down 
from  the  mountain,  after  delivering  to  the  en- 
raptured ears  of  the  multitude  that  heard  Him,  that 
collection  of  precepts  whose  heavenly  wisdom  has 
since  become  the  light  and  life  of  the  world,  and 
has  been  known  to  all  men  under  the  name  of  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount.  That  discourse — that  of 
itself  would  have  been  sufficient  to  proclaim  the 
divinity  of  Him  "Who  conceived  it  in  His  Sacred 
Heart,  and  uttered  it  with  His  sacred  lips — that 
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discourse  in  which  He  overthrew  once  for  all  and 
forever,  the  cherished  opinions  of  the  world,  in 
which  He  proclaimed  that  not  riches,  nor  glory, 
nor  worldly  success,  but  poverty,  and  meekness,  and 
mortification  led  to  that  eternal  happiness  for  which 
man  was  created. 

And  in  its  first  words  the  Gospel  tells  us  that  a 
great  multitude  followed  Him. 

And  these  words,  my  brethren,  have  a  larger 
meaning  than  might  at  first  sight  appear  manifest, 
for  they  express,  what  is  found  to  be  a  leading 
feature  in  the  history  of  the  public  life  of  our 
Blessed  Lord.  Those  who  held  the  high  places  of 
the  world  of  His  day,  might  and  did  look  on  Him 
with  disfavour.  Scarcely  had  He  been  born  but 
Herod  sought  His  life.  The  Pharisees  might  frown 
upon  His  teaching,  the  Scribes  might  cavil  at  His 
words,  the  respectable  hypocrites  of  the  time — who 
only  asked  to  be  let  alone  in  their  hypocrisy — 
might  keep  far  away  from  the  penetrating  eye  that 
searched  down  into  their  very  souls,  and  from  the 
voice  that  lashed  them  like  a  scourge;  but  the  great 
mass  of  the  simple  people  loved  to  listen  to  Him, 
and  treasured  up  every  word  He  said,  and  followed 
Him  everywhere,  and  recognised  in  Him  One  Who 
had  a  heart  large  enough  to  love  them  all,  and 
Who  had  in  Him  some  divine  treasure  of  wisdom 
and  of  power,  that  could  lighten  and  lift  off  the 
burden  of  care,  and  sorrow,  and  sin  that  each  day  of 
their  hard  lives  brought  with  it,  as  it  came. 

And,  on  this  occasion,  it  was  no  wonder  that  they 
followed  Him  more  eagerly  than  ever,  for  the  dis- 
course He  had  delivered  was  one  calculated  to  stir 
and  warm  the  very  hearts  within  them.  It  was  in 
this  discourse  beyond  all  others,  that  the  good 
tidings  were  preached  to  the  poor,  and  the  sorrow- 
stricken,  and  the  suffering ;  and  it  was  here,  also, 
that   those   divine   principles   were   laid   down    of 
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mercy  and  of  justice,  that  have  Iain,  and  shall 
always  lie,  at  the  very  root  of  any  real  success  that 
men  or  nations  have  ever  had  since  the  time  of  our 
Blessed  Lord. 

Our  Lord  chose  this  occasion  to  perform  a  miracle 
that  will  serve  to  express  to  us  what  is  the  first  and 
most  necessary  effect  that  should  at  all  times  follow 
from  the  hearing  of  the  Gospel. 

The  crowd  pressed  round  our  Lord:  but  there 
was  one  sorrow- stricken  wretch  who  kept  apart, 
and  dare  not  come  among  the  crowd.  The  hand 
of  a  foul  disease  had  touched  him,  and  made  him 
loathsome  in  the  eyes  of  men.  Leprosy  had  eaten 
into  his  flesh,  and  spread  its  defilement  over  all  his 
body — had  rendered  him  not  only  disgusting,  but 
dangerous — and  friend  and  neighbour  fled  from 
him  as  a  source  of  pestilence,  and  he  lay  by  the 
wayside,  desolate  and  alone. 

But,  even  he  had  heard,  sitting  far  apart,  the 
murmur  of  the  crowd,  and  the  name  of  Jesus  had 
been  carried  to  his  ear;  and  he  gathered  from 
rumour  that  this  Man  had  been  speaking  as  never 
man  spoke  before,  and  that  His  heart  was  very 
tender,  and  His  words  full  of  sympathy  for  those 
who  suffered ;  and  the  poor  wretch  said  to  himself, 
M  I  will  cast  myself  in  His  way,  and  ask  Him  to 
heal  me." 

He  had  no  doubt  about  the  power  of  our  Lord  to 
heal  him  ;  he  casts  himself  at  His  feet,  and  said 
these  remarkable  words  :  "  Lord,  if  Thou  wilt  Thou 
canst  make  me  clean."  And  our  Lord  replied  in 
very  memorable  words.  He  said  :  "  I  will,  be  thou 
clean."  And,  stretching  forth  His  hand,  He  touched 
the  leper,  from  whom  others  shrunk  in  disgust,  and 
immediately  the  leprosy  was  cleansed.  Now,  this 
disease  of  leprosy  was  a  strong  figure  of  sin,  and  of 
the  direful  effects  of  sin  upon  the  human  soul. 

There  is  a  leprosy  which,  though  it  inflicts  no 
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shock  upon  the  eyes  of  men,  is  far  more  deadly 
than  any  leprosy  that  ever  blighted  bodily  life  by 
its  defiling  touch.  It  is  the  leprosy  of  mortal  sin, 
that  seizes  on  the  soul,  and  makes  it  loathsome  to 
the  eyes  of  God.  Men  do  not  see  it :  the  sinner 
may  appear  to-day  as  he  appeared  yesterday ;  the 
smile  may  linger  still  upon  his  lips,  his  voice  have 
the  same  tone ;  those  who  see  him  oftenest  and 
know  him  best  may  discern  in  him  no  change ;  but 
once  he  has  committed  a  mortal  sin  a  deadly 
change  is  there.  The  glory  of  his  life  is  faded; 
the  splendour  of  his  soul  is  gone ;  the  whiteness  of 
his  innocence  is  tarnished,  its  purity  breathed  upon 
as  by  a  blast  from  hell.  Let  him  laugh  if  he  will, 
and  be  gay  as  if  no  doom  hung  over  him;  but  I  ask 
his  very  self — If  his  heart  went  silent  now,  if  his 
life  stopped  short  this  instant,  if  God — the  God 
Whose  forbearance  he  has  tried  to  a  limit  of  which 
he  can  have  no  conception — were  at  this  hour  to 
send  straight  to  his  guilty  heart  the  swift,  sharp 
stroke  of  death — I  ask  him :  What  would  be  his 
doom  for  all  the  ages  of  eternity  ? 

But  while  life  still  lasts,  God  is  merciful.  There 
is  no  lesson  more  plainly  written  upon  the  very  face 
of  all  revelation  than  this — that  the  mercy  of  God 
is  infinitely  greater  than  any  sin,  and  than  all  the 
sins  by  which  men  have  ever  abused  it.  There  is 
nothing  I  believe  about  God  more  firmly  than  I 
believe  about  His  infinite  mercy.  He  has  always 
been  saying — what  Jesus  said  in  the  Gospel — "  I 
will " — "  I  will  not  the  death  of  the  sinner,  but 
rather  that  he  should  be  converted  and  live."  He 
left  many  a  description  of  Himself  in  the  Old 
Testament,  all  tending  to  this — that  His  one  desire 
was  to  have  mercy  upon  any  sinner  who  desired 
His  mercy.  To  Moses  He  said — speaking  about 
the  sinner — "If  he  cry  to  Me  I  will  hear  him, 
because  I  am  compassionate/'     And,  giving  com- 


THIRD   SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY.  l6l 

mission  to  Ezechiel,  God  said :  "Son  of  man,  say  to 
the  children  of  Israel:  Thus  have  you  spoken, 
saying,  Our  iniquities  and  our  sins  are  upon  u§,  we 
pine  away  in  them,  how,  then,  can  we  live  ?  Say 
to  them :  As  I  live,  saith  the  Lord  God,  I  desire 
not  the  death  of  the  sinner,  but  that  the  wicked 
turn  from  his  way  and  Hve.  Turn  ye,  turn  ye,  from 
your  evil  ways  ;  and  why  will  you  die,  O  House  of 
Israel  ?  The  wickedness  of  the  wicked  shall  not 
hurt  him,  in  what  day  soever  he  turn  from  his 
iniquities."  And  through  the  Prophet  Isaiah  He 
said :  "  If  your  sins  be  as  red  as  scarlet,  they  will 
be  made  white  as  snow;  and  if  they  be  red  as 
crimson,  they  shall  be  made  white  as  wool." 

So  had  God  described  Himself  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment ;  and  at  last,  the  mercy  of  which  He  had 
spoken  became  incarnate  in  the  Divine  Person  of 
Jesus  Christ.  Behold  Him  in  the  Gospel !  Who 
was  ever  so  merciful  to  the  sinner  as  He  ?  Why, 
He  has  made  His  very  Gospel  a  biography  of  sin- 
ners of  all  classes.  He  was  fond  of  going  amongst 
them,  and  earned  the  reproach  of  the  Pharisees,  as 
being  a  Man  who  ate  with  publicans  and  sinners. 
And  His  answer  to  their  reproach — what  was  it  ? 
It  is  found  in  the  parables  of  the  lost  sheep,  and 
the  good  shepherd,  and  the  prodigal  son.  Or,  take  a 
very  memorable  instance  of  His  way  of  dealing  with 
sinners.  There  was  a  woman  in  Jerusalem  whose 
womanhood  had  been  degraded  by  a  life  of  sin. 
Her  open  iniquity  brought  a  blush  to  the  cheek  of 
the  pure,  and  a  sneer  to  the  lip  of  the  uncharitable. 
Her  sin  was  open  before  the  world ;  and  in  the 
spring  of  her  young  life,  in  the  bloom  of  all  her 
wondrous  beauty,  she  stood  alone,  a  mark  of  scorn 
to  the  scornful,  of  deepest  pity  to  the  compassionate. 
And  in  the  midst  of  her  excesses  she  heard  of  Jesus. 
She  heard  of  His  power,  and  His  wisdom,  and  His 
miracles ;  and  she  felt  her  sin-worn  heart  grow  hot 
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within  her  at  the  stories  of  His  tenderness  towards 
the  fallen.  And  a  great  change  came  over  her, 
and  a  great  purpose  gathered  in  her  breast ;  and 
she,  too,  polluted  though  she  was,  would  go  to 
Jesus.  And  she  found  Him  as  He  sate  at  the  feast 
of  a  Pharisee ;  and  undeterred  by  the  shrinking  of 
the  righteous,  never  heeding  the  scorn  of  the  scorn- 
ful, regardless  of  the  taunt  of  the  malicious — caring 
nothing  for  the  bitter  word,  or  for  the  look  that  can 
cut  deeper  than  a  word  or  than  a  blow— she  ran 
the  gauntlet  of  their  cruel  eyes,  and  before  they 
divined  her  purpose  she  had  fallen  on  her  knees, 
and  her  hot  tears  fell  upon  the  feet  of  Jesus.  And 
not  a  Pharisee  of  them  all  but  thought  that  He 
would  spurn  her  as  she  knelt.  "  Surely,"  they 
said,  "  He  knoweth  what  manner  of  woman  this 
is — that  she  is  a  sinner."  And  their  indignation 
swelled  into  a  murmur  when  His  eyes  looked  down 
compassionately  on  the  weeping  penitent.  At  last, 
as  if  forced  by  their  murmurs,  He  opens  His  mouth 
to  pronounce  her  sentence.  And  what  was  it? 
"Because  she  hath  loved  much,  much  also  is 
forgiven  her:  woman,  go  in  peace,  thy  sins  are 
forgiven." 

And  she  went  in  peace;  and  she  became  the 
companion  of  Mary  Immaculate.  And  wherever 
Jesus  was,  there  also  Was  found  Mary  the  Penitent; 
and  she  stood  beneath  the  Cross,  and  shared  His 
dying  glance  with  His  mother  and  His  beloved 
disciple ;  and  she  sits  at  His  feet  to-day,  as  if  to 
remind  Him  of  the  mercy  which  He  has  pledged 
Himself  to  show  to  sinners.  This  was  His  way  of 
treating  penitent  sinners ;  and  His  way  has  never 
changed  from  that  hour  to  this. 
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Gospel — Matt.  xx.  1,  17. 

TO-DAY,  my  brethren,  as  doubtless,  you  have 
yourselves  remarked,  a  very  significant  change 
has  come  upon  the  face  of  the  Church.  Another 
page  is  turned  in  her  ritual,  another  tone  is  in  her 
song  of  praise.  The  Christmastide,  so  rich  in 
memories  of  the  holy  childhood  of  Jesus,  has 
fleeted  away,  as  every  season  fleets,  and  to-day  I, 
as  the  minister  of  the  Church,  meet  you,  her 
children,  no  longer  in  the  white  and  golden  vest- 
ments that  were  befitting  for  festivals  whose  pre- 
vailing character  was  one  of  spiritual  joy,  but  in 
the  purple,  sad  coloured  and  sombre,  that  breathes 
the  spirit  of  that  long  vigil,  that  weary  watch,  that 
penance,  and  that  preparation  which  we  needs 
must  pass  through,  before  we  can  keep,  as  one 
day,  with  God's  help,  we  all  shall  keep,  the  festi- 
vals of  Christ  and  of  His  saints  in  the  glory  of 
heaven. 

For  on  to-day,  Septuagesima  Sunday,  nine  weeks 
before  the  Easter,  the  Church  commences  her 
solemn  preparation  of  penance  and  of  supplication, 
that  is  formally  prescribed  in  the  holy  Lenten  season 
that  is  close  upon  us  now.  And  she  has  put  before 
us  some  pertinent  instruction  from  the  Gospel 
about  the  kingdom  of  God. 

My  brethren,  when  the  shadows  of  the  night  are 
gone,  when  the  hand  of  God  unlocks  the  gates  of 
morning,  and  gives  to  the  world  the  unspeakable 
blessing  of  a  new  day,  in  which  His  creatures  may 
go  their  several  ways,  some  to  meet  the  morning 
with  a  smile,  some  to  work,  and  some  to  suffer 
and  to  weep ;  but  all,  if  they  only  wish  it,  to  draw 
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nearer  and  ever  nearer  to  God  and  to  God's  eternal 
rest ;  when  the  new  day  dawns,  there  is  not,  I  fain 
would  hope,  a  single  one  amongst  you,  and,  if 
there  be  even  one,  from  my  heart  I  pity  him,  who 
is  so  unmindful  of  his  eternal  interests  and  his 
immortal  destiny,  as  to  begin  the  day  in  any  other 
way,  than  by  forming  in  his  heart,  and  on  his  lips, 
the  prayer  that  nature  and  grace  both  suggest  to 
the  awakening  world.  You  kneel  by  your  bedside 
grateful  that  the  perils  of  the  night  are  past,  and 
conscious  that  the  day  has  perils  of  its  own ;  and 
you  recite  that  prayer  of  prayers  that  first  formed 
itself  in  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  found  utterance  on 
the  sacred  lips  of  Jesus  Christ  Himself.  Yes,  you 
cry  out  to  the  God  who  made  you,  with  such  a  cry 
as  human  lips  would  never  have  dared  to  utter, 
if  the  first  human  lips  that  spoke  it  had  not  been 
the  human  lips  of  God's  only-begotten  Son.  You, 
dust  returning  to  dust,  creatures  of  the  fleeting 
hour,  with  lips  which  even  as  they  speak  have 
upon  them  the  doom  of  the  silence  and  the  corrup- 
tion of  the  grave,  you  claim,  and  justly  claim  God 
as  your  "  Father."  And  as  if  to  make  your  bold- 
ness still  more  manifest,  you  lift  your  eyes,  and 
pierce  beyond  the  clouds,  and  you  proclaim  that 
the  God  whom  Jesus  has  emboldened  you  to  call 
your  Father,  is  the  God  who  sits  above  the  Se- 
raphim in  the  glory  of  heaven.  And  kneeling 
thus  at  the  feet  of  your  Almighty  Father,  your  own 
hearts  would  accuse  you  of  ingratitude  if  your 
next  word  were  not  what  it  really  is  :  "  Hallowed 
be  thy  Name."  You  make,  as  it  were,  to  the  uni- 
verse a  solemn  proclamation  of  the  unutterable 
holiness  of  God.  And  then  you  proceed  to  say, 
in  words  that  are  the  highest  and  the  holiest  ex- 
pression of  human  needs,  the  most  just  and  the 
most  reasonable  utterance  of  the  human  heart, 
Thy  Kingdom  come." 
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Have  you  ever  reflected  what  is  this  Kingdom 
of  God  ?  Perhaps  you  have  been  in  the  habit 
of  thinking  that  the  Kingdom  of  God,  or,  as  it 
is  so  often  styled  in  the  Gospel,  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven,  means  only  heaven  where  the  just  made 
perfect  participate  in  the  eternal  beatitude  of  God. 
Perhaps  you  have  been  in  the  habit  of  forgetting 
that  there  is  even  upon  earth  a  Kingdom  of  God, 
for  whose  coming  and  whose  strengthening  you 
are  bound  to  pray ;  and  to  which,  on  the  peril  of 
your  immortal  souls,  it  behoves  you  to  belong. 
For,  remember  this,  the  reign  of  God  which  you 
hope  to  enjoy  in  heaven  will  only  be  the  con- 
tinuation of  the  reign  of  God  begun  in  your  hearts 
before  the  gates  of  death  have  swung  back  upon 
their  noiseless  hinge,  and  placed  your  soul  before 
the  tribunal  of  His  judgment.  If  the  reign  of  God 
has  not  been  begun  by  grace  in  your  dying  heart, 
it  will  never,  can  never  be  continued  by  glory  i« 
your  undying  soul.  There  is  then,  upon  earth,  a 
kingdom  of  God,  for  whose  coming  and  extension  you 
daily  pray,  and  it  is  to  this  kingdom,  or  reign  of  God, 
that  our  Blessed  .Lord  refers  in  so  many  of  His  para- 
bles, and  notably  in  the  parable  of  this  day's  Gospel. 

God  there  represents  Himself  as  the  Master  of  a 
vineyard,  who  has  certain  work  to  get  done,  and 
who  casts  His  eye  about  for  workmen  to  do  it  in 
due  season. 

The  vineyard,  then,  is  God's  Kingdom  upon 
earth ;  a  kingdom  in  which  He  has  work  to  get 
done,  in  which  He  has  precious  interests  to  look 
after,  a  kingdom  which  He  has  organised  with 
great  care,  in  which  He  has  provided  every  means 
necessary  to  attain  the  end,  to  accomplish  the 
work  for  which  it  is  intended.  And  this  Kingdom 
of  God  is  not  the  world  at  large.  It  is  something 
quite  special,  so  special  that  it  can  be  represented, 
as   it   is   in   the   Gospel,  under   the  very  definite 
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figure  of  a  « vineyard/'  There  is,  then,  I  repeat 
upon  earth,  a  special  kingdom,  a  reign  of  God, 
where,  amidst  all  the  elements  of  discord  which  the 
abuse  of  man's  free  will  has  introduced  into  the 
world,  God's  rule  is  acknowledged,  His  eternal 
law  observed,  where  lives  are  moulded  by  His 
precepts,  souls  sanctified  by  His  grace.  And  that 
Kingdom  of  God  is  the  Church  which  Jesus  has 
purchased  with  His  blood,  and  to  which  you  have 
the  inestimable  privilege  of  belonging.  I  call  it 
an  inestimable  privilege,  and  I  well  may  call  it  so, 
for  it  is  but  the  simple  truth,  that  there  is  no  bless- 
ing which  even  God  could  bestow  upon  you  on  this 
side  of  the  grave  so  absolutely  priceless  as  the 
bleesing  of  being,  as  you  are,  members  of  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church.  The  Church  that  takes  you,  in 
the  helplessness  of  infancy  from  the  arms  of  your 
mother,  and  before  human  reason  has  grown  strong 
enough  to  give  the  dignity  of  manhood,  invests 
you  83th  a  dignity  which  makes  the  newly 
baptised  iniant,  an  object  of  reverence  to  the 
angels  of  heaven.  She  watches  over  the  lives  whose 
first  beginning  she  has  sanctiheu.  At  every  spiri- 
tual crisis  she  has  her  sacraments  to  aid  you,  to 
keep  you  from  falling,  to  remedy  and  remove  the 
disastrous  consequences  of  your  fall.  She  sends 
not  merely  her  priest  to  your  death-bed,  but  she 
puts  into  his  hands  the  God-made  Man  Who  is  to 
judge  you ;  and  when  the  spirit  has  fled  from 
clay  that  it  animated,  she  is  mindful  that  the  life- 
less body  has  once  been,  and  shall  be  again  the 
tabernacle  of  an  immortal  soul ;  she  remembers 
that  it  has  been  marked  with  the  sacred  sign,  and 
anointed  with  holy  oil,  and  accordingly  she  will 
lay  it  before  her  altar,  will  bury  it  in  consecrated 
soil.  In  life  and  in  death,  she  watches  over  the 
welfare  of  her  children.  This  Church,  then,  is  the 
Kingdom   of    God,    the    guardian    of    His    law, 
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the  teacher  of  His  truth,  the  inculcator  of  His 
precepts.  She  it  is  that  keeps  before  the  eyes  of 
men,  the  supreme  and  sovereign  rights  of  the  God 
Whom  with  the  eye  of  flesh  they  do  not  see,  but 
in  Whom  they  live  and  move  and  are.  She  it  is 
who  ever  keeps  repeating,  that  out  of  all  the 
thousand  things  that  interest  mankind,  one  thing 
only  is  necessary,  because  one  thing  only  shall 
avail  us  when  the  world  has  faded,  and  its  hopes 
are  dead,  when  time  is  ended  and  eternity  begun  ; 
and  that  one  thing  is  the  salvation  of  the  soul.  She 
it  is  who  teaches  us  the  lesson  so  hard  to  learn, 
but  so  necessary  to  know,  that  there  is  something 
higher  than  worldly  success,  something  infinitely 
wiser  than  any  worldly  wisdom,  that  self-sacrifice 
is  a  noble  thing,  that  mortification  is  the  road  to 
heaven,  that  poverty  and  suffering  and  the  things 
the  world  calls  evils,  are  God's  best  training  for 
His  most  favoured  souls ;  that  humility  is,  not  as 
the  world  deems  it,  a  badge  of  slaves,  bu*-  the 
brightest  jewel  in  the  crown  of  sanctity.  The 
Church  to  which  you  belong  which  does  and  teaches 
all  this  and  more,  this  Church  is  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven  upon  earth  of  which  the  Gospel  speaks, 
and  in  which  God  has  placed  each  and  every  one 
of  you,  to  which  He  has  called  you,  and  for  what  ? 
Ah !  the  Gospel  tells  you  ;  it  is — to  be  workmen, 
to  be  as  it  is  elsewhere  expressed,  not  hearers  of  the 
Word  only  but  also  doers.  And  is  it  not  manifest 
that  in  proportion  as  you  belong  to  the  Church, 
not  only  by  being,  as  thank  God  you  are,  members 
of  its  visible  organisation,  but  also  by  being  im- 
bued with  its  inner  spirit,  docile  to  its  infallible 
teaching,  amenable  to  its  unerring  guidance,  so,  in 
proportion,  will  you  be  doing  the  work  that  God 
has  given  you  to  do  in  His  vineyard ;  sustaining 
and  preserving,  in  the  midst  of  the  wickedness  of 
the  world,  the  Kingdom  of  God. 
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Remember  this — and  it  is  the  lesson  I  would 
particularly  impress  upon  you  from  this  day's 
Gospel — that  in  order  to  receive  the  reward  that 
God  has  promised  to  those  who  serve  Him,  it  is  not 
sufficient  to  have  been  called,  not  sufficient  even  to 
have  entered  His  vineyard,  but  it  is  also  necessary 
to  be  what  He  meant  you  to  be,  labourers  in  that 
vineyard.  It  is  not  enough  to  be  in  the  visible 
communion  of  the  Catholic  Church — to  be  in  name 
Catholics — not  sufficient  even  to  be  found  at  stated 
times,  as  you  are  found  to-day,  with  the  body  of 
the  faithful — it  is  also  necessary  to  be  Catholics  in 
spirit  and  in  truth — Catholics  easily  to  be  known  by 
your  frequentation  of  the  sacraments,  and  above 
all,  by  your  freedom  from  mortal  sin.  The  King- 
dom of  God,  His  Church,  has  many  a  bitter  enemy. 
You  have,  unfortunately,  many  opportunities  of 
hearing  every  day  the  efforts  they  are  making 
against  Christ  and  against  His  Vicar. 

ETren  as  I  speak,  Christ's  Vicar  sits  a  captive  by 
the  tomb  of  the  Apostles,  weeping  not  so  much — 
ah !  never  think  it — not  so  much  for  the  personal 
affliction  that  has  fallen  on  Ms  aged  heart,  as  for 
the  evils  his  persecutors  are  bringing,  fast  and  in- 
evitable, upon  themselves  and  upon  their  peoples. 
"  Weep  not  for  me,"  said  Jesus,  when  He  was  on 
His  sorrowful  journey  to  the  agony  of  Calvary, 
"  weep  not  for  me,  but  weep  for  yourselves  and  for 
your  children." 

What  Christ  said  then,  His  Vicar  may  say  now. 
"  Weep  not  for  me,  but  for  those  who,  enlisting  the 
evil  passions  of  the  human  heart  against  the  Church 
of  Christ,  are  sharpening  against  themselves  the 
sword  of  God's  vengeance." 

Well,  my  brethren,  with  eighteen  hundred  years 
of  Christianity  behind  us,  we  need  have  little  fear 
about  the  ultimate  triumph  of  the  Church,  and  we 
have  no  fear.     As  for  the  avowed  enemies  of  the 
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Church,  it  shall  be  with  them  as  it  has  been  with 
those  who  went  before  them  in  that  evil  office. 
Time  will  rid  the  world  of  their  presence ;  history 
will  brand  them  with  its  august  condemnation — 
posterity  will  repair  the  ruin  they  have  made ;  and 
as  for  the  God  Whose  Vicar  they  have  assailed, 
God  will  judge  them. 

But  there  are  other  enemies  of  the  Church  whom 
I  do  not  hesitate  to  call  worse  enemies  than  even 
they. 

My  brethren,  they  are  the  bad  Catholics — those 
pretended  friends,  who  can  do,  and  are  doing,  more 
real  injury  to  the  Church  of  God  than  even  her 
avowed  enemies.  Against  an  open  enemy  one 
can  take  precaution — who  can  guard  against  the 
treacherous  malice  of  a  pretended  friend  ?  When 
the  assailant  is  outside,  we  can  make  good  and 
man  the  defences  of  the  fortress,  and  hurl  defiance 
from  its  lofty  walls  ;  but  what,  if  the  hidden  traitor 
be  within  the  gates  ?  What  if  he  be  a  Catholic, 
tvho  is  a  Catholic  only  in  name — who  is  making 
it,  so  far  as  his  efforts  can  make  it,  an  object  of 
derision  ?  He  calls  himself  a  Catholic — the  world 
knows  him  as  a  Catholic — but  the  world  knows 
him  also,  as  a  drunkard,  a  blasphemer,  a  man  of 
impure  life,  of  sensual,  ungoverned  passions — 
knows  him  as  a  man  whose  highest  point  of  reli- 
gious observance  is  going  to  Mass  on  Sundays — a 
man  who  never  goes  to  confession,  or  who,  if  he 
does  come  at  rare  intervals,  seems  determined  to 
prove,  by  the  absence  of  all  amendment,  how  little 
influence  even  the  sacraments  of  Christ  can  have 
upon  his  unhappy  soul. 

These  are  the  worst  enemies  of  the  Church  ot 
God.  There  are  not,  thank  God,  so  far  as  I  know, 
many  such  amongst  you,  but  there  are  a  few. 

My  brethren,  be  not  only  Catholics  but  good 
Catholics,  doing  in  the  field  of  God  the  daily  work 


170  SERMONS. 

of  sanctifying  your  souls.  Do  you  want  a  motive 
to  make  you  do  so  ?  Well,  I  shall  give  just  one — 
the  Holy  Ghost  suggests  it  in  the  Gospel:  "And 
when  the  evening  was  come  the  Lord  of  the  vine- 
yard said  to  his  steward :  Call  the  labourers  and 
pay  them  their  hire."  Ah,  my  brethren  !  "  when 
the  evening  was  come."  God  has  given  the  day  of 
life — He  shall  also  bring  the  night.  We  know  not 
when  the  shadows  of  the  evening  may  begin  to 
gather  around  our  life  :  this  only  we  know,  that  the 
day  of  life  is  ever  hastening  to  its  close,  that  "  the 
night  cometh  when  no  man  can  work" — that  God 
shall  tell  His  steward  to  summon  us  to  receive  the 
things  that  we  have  earned :  and  the  steward's 
name  is — Death. 


FIRST  SUNDAY  OF  LENT. 

«'  Nunc  est  tempus  acceptable,  nunc  est  dies  salutis." 

We  began  a  few  days  ago,  my  brethren,  the  holy 
Lenten  season,  that  has  been  set  apart  as  a  time 
0,f  penance  and  as  a  time  of  preparation  :  first,  for 
the  festival  of  the  triumphant  resurrection  of  our 
Blessed  Lord ;  and  secondly,  of  preparation  for  that 
personal  share  in  His  victory  over  sin  and  hell, 
which  we  all,  with  God's  blessing,  hope  to  have 
when  time  is  ended,  and  the  world  has  fleeted  away, 
and  when  all  our  deeds  done  in  the  flesh  shall  be 
summed  up  before  the  tribunal  of  God's  Judgment. 
Not,  if  the  Church  can  help  it,  shall  men  forget  the 
solemn  mysteries  connected  with  their  eternal  des- 
tiny.    Not,  if  she  can  help  it,  shall  the  distractions 
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of  the  world,  or  the  weakness  of  the  flesh,  and  the 
temptations  of  the  devil  beguile  them  from  the  nar- 
row path  that  leads  them  to  their  Father's  feet  in 
the  glory  of  heaven.  It  may  unhappily  be,  that 
even  of  those  who  are  members  of  the  Church,  some 
may,  in  spite  of  sacrament  and  sacrifice,  in  spite  of 
warning  and  threat,  work  out  their  damnation ;  but 
never  shall  they  do  so  till  first  there  has  been  given 
to  them,  as  there  is  given  to  you  to-day,  a  time 
that  is  u  an  acceptable  time,"  a  day  that  is  "a  day 
of  salvation."  No  ;  the  world  may  have,  as  it  always 
has,  its  thousand  interests ;  it  may  press  each  one 
of  them,  in  turn,  as  it  so  well  knows  how  to  press 
them,  upon  our  attention — the  weakness  of  human 
nature  may,  from  time  to  time,  threaten  to  bear 
down  the  fainting  soul  and  weary  heart — tempta- 
tion in  its  most  alluring  form,  may  seek,  and  will 
seek,  to  win  us  from  the  allegiance  which,  both  by 
the  order  of  nature  and  the  order  of  grace,  we  owe  to 
the  God  Who  has  not  only  made  us,  but  made  us  for 
Himself;  but  in  the  busiest,  and  the  stormiest,  and  the 
most  dangerous  hour,  help  is  close  at  hand.  In  this 
sprin  g  season  of  the  year,  that  may  well  remind  us  that 
this  little  span  of  existence  which  we  call  life,  is  the 
seedtime  in  which  our  hands  may  cast  into  the  fur- 
rows of  the  world  around  us,  the  seed  of  good  works 
which,  with  God's  blessing,  shall  ripen  into  an 
eternal  harvest ;  in  this  spring  season  of  the  year, 
the  Church  lays  her  hand  upon  us,  plucks  us  aside 
for  a  moment  from  the  world  we  so  keenly  serve, 
places  us  before  her  altar,  and  then  she  takes  ashes 
and  sprinkles  them  upon  our  foreheads,  as  a  token 
and  a  reminder  that  the  brain  within,  and  the  busy 
heart,  and  the  hands  that  toil,  shall  all  one  day  be 
dust. 

She  places  us  beneath  the  shadow  of  death,  and 
in  those  solemn  words,  "  Remember,  man,  that 
thou  art  dust,  and  into  dust  thou  shalt  return,"  she 
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suggests  the  thoughts  that  such  a  shadow  is  calcu- 
lated to  awaken.  And  this  is  of  itself  an  inesti- 
mable service,  for,  surrounded  though  we  are  by 
many  things  that  might  naturally  remind  us  of  the 
inevitableness  of  death,  yet  are  we  prone  to  put 
aside  such  teaching  as  interfering  unduly,  with  the 
enjoyment  of  the  present.  Men  have  many  aims  in 
life,  and  men  love  to  succeed  in  the  things  to  which 
they  put  their  hands ;  they  march  on  eagerly,  and 
though,  as  they  press  on  eagerly  in  that  troubled 
march,  many  a  gap  is  left  beside  them  in  the  ranks, 
many  a  friend,  and  many  a  neighbour  sinks  into 
tjiat  inevitable  grave  that  shall  hide  the  faces  of  the 
fondest  from  each  other,  till  they  shall  meet  with  a 
new  strange  light  thrown  on  them  from  the  judg- 
ment seat  of  God;  though  all  this  happens,  and 
is  happening  every  moment  between  sunrise  and 
sunset,  yet  few  strive  to  realise  that  the  lot  of  death 
shall  one  day  fall  upon  themselves,  that  the  cold 
hand  that  has  stilled  the  beating  of  other  hearts, 
shall  be  laid  upon  their  own. 

But  the  Church  does  more  than  this.  When  the 
ashes  have  been  placed  upon  our  foreheads,  and 
the  thought  of  death  implanted  in  our  minds,  our 
hearts  grow  troubled,  and  we  feel  a  shrinking  back 
from  that  eternity,  upon  the  threshold  of  which  we 
shall  be  placed  by  death.  Ah !  well  does  the  Church 
know  this  feeling,  and  well  does  she  divine  its 
cause.  Death  frightens  us ;  but  why  should  we  be 
afraid  of  death,  were  it  not  that  inside  the  gate  of 
death  stands  the  throne  of  God's  Judgment,  before 
which  the  parted  soul  must  stand,  from  which  God's 
only-begotten  Son  shall  search  our  souls,  and  shall 
pronounce  our  doom  ?  Why  should  death  have 
any  terrors  for  us,  if  death  were  not  followed  by 
Judgment ;  and  why  need  we  fear  Judgment  were 
it  not  for  mortal  sin  ? 

Let  it  be  revealed  to  one  amongst  you  that  in  an 
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hour  he  dies.  What  shall  start  up  from  the  grave 
of  the  past  to  terrify  his  soul  ?  What,  but  the 
mortal  sin  that  has  lain  like  a  curse  upon  his 
memory,  like  shadows  on  his  life,  like  a  burden  on 
his  heart  ? 

Yes,  my  brethren,  the  Church  knows  well  that 
where  she  succeeds  in  implanting  the  thought  of 
death  she  will  also  have  raised  terror  and  dismay 
in  the  human  heart ;  and  in  the  mercy  that  makes 
her  like  her  Divine  Founder,  although  she  could 
find  in  the  inspired  records  many  a  frightful  warn- 
ing, many  a  terrible  threat,  to-day  she  passes  by 
them  all,  and  she  fastens  on  those  consoling 
words  of  the  apostle  :  "  Now  is  the  acceptable  time, 
now  is  the  day  of  salvation/' 

In  mercy,  then,  this  holy  season  has  been  given 
to  you.  It  is  one  more  of  the  countless  graces  that 
God  has  been  showering  upon  you,  many  of  which 
it  may  unhappily  be  that  you  have  trampled  upon 
and  abused.  Whoever  of  you  has  ever  committed 
a  mortal  sin,  let  him  ask  himself  to-day  where 
should  be  his  place  ?  and  the  faith  that  is  in  him, 
the  faith  that  still  makes  reparation  possible,  will 
answer  at  once  :  "  You  have  committed  mortal  sin. 
Well,  your  place  is  not  here  among  the  faithful ; 
your  place  is  in  the  hell  of  the  damned,  where 
never  more  a  prayer  might  rise  to  your  burning 
lips ;  where  never  a  hope  might  visit  your  tortured 
heart,  nor  any  release  ever  come  through  all  the 
ages  of  eternity  to  your  lost  soul.  And  if  instead 
of  being  in  hell,  you  are  beginning  another  Lent ; 
if  you  are  still  among  the  living,  still  within  the 
hearing  of  the  words  of  hope,  still  within  the  reach 
of  sacrament  and  sacrifice,  of  saintly  intercession, 
of  the  untiring  solicitude  of  Mary  your  Mother,  it 
is  because  out  of  His  pure  mercy  God  has  done  for 
you  what  He  has  not  done  for  others,  who,  perhaps, 
deserved   His   anger  less,   and  has  let  one   other 
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acceptable  time  come  round,  has  let  one  other  day 
of  salvation  dawn  upon  the  guilty  soul,  that  by 
mortal  sin  has  forfeited  its  claim  to  heaven/' 

During  this  holy  season  the  Church  will  daily 
pour  forth  her  prayers  for  the  conversion  of  sinners ; 
she  will  strive  by  the  fasts  and  the  mortifications 
she  prescribes,  to  unloose  the  bonds  that  bind  you 
to  the  world.  But  there  is  one  place  of  all  others 
in  which  the  Church  shall  keep  the  Lent;  she  shall 
be  found,  in  the  person  of  her  priests,  sitting  in  the 
confessional,  with  the  very  power  of  God  to  forgive 
sin,  and  with  a  mercy  like  the  mercy  of  God,  to  make 
reconciliation  easy  to  the  sinful  soul.  All  may  have 
been  wrong  between  the  sinner  and  his  God  ;  sin 
may  have  been  added  to  sin  till  only  the  angel  who 
has  written  them  down  can  keep  the  count ;  the 
sinner  may  have  sinned  beyond  the  measure  ot 
men's  forgiveness;  but  still  the  Church  is  not  a 
liar  when  she  proclaims  that  this  is  an  acceptable 
time,  a  day  of  salvation.  She  will  meet  the  sinner 
with  a  smile  such  as  may  have  been  upon  the  lips 
of  Jesus  when  He  spoke  to  Magdalene  ;  she  will 
meet  him  with  a  mercy  that  finds  its  model  in  the 
mercy  that  stirred  the  dying  heart  of  Jesus,  when 
the  mists  of  death  were  lifted  for  a  moment  from 
His  eyes,  that  He  might  look  on  one  who  had  been 
lost,  when  the  voice  came  back  to  the  lips  that  death 
had  almost  touched,  that  He  might  canonise  the 
penitent  who  had  been  a  thief  and  a  murderer. 
Remember  these  things,  my  brethren  ;  call  to  mind 
the  thousand  proofs  that  Jesus  gave  of  His  com- 
passion for  sinners,  of  His  love  for  human  souls. 
It  could  never  be  out  of  place,  standing  where  I 
stand,  discharging  the  sacred  duty  which  I  dis- 
charge, to  preach  the  unbounded  mercy  of  Our 
Saviour  and  our  God ;  but  to-day  of  all  days,  it  is 
right  that  I  should  declare  that  you  should  fasten 
it  in  your  minds,  that  God  is  a  God  who  will  have 
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mercy  and  not  sacrifice ;  that  Jesus  is  still  the  same, 
has  still  the  same  compassionate  heart  as  when>  in 
olden  time,  He  turned  away  from  the  Pharisee  and 
sought  the  haunts  of  sinners;  still  the  same  as 
when  the  story  of  the  prodigal  came  from  His 
sacred  lips  ;  still  the  same  as  when  He  forgave  Mag- 
dalene many  sins,  and  crowned  by  His  acceptance 
the  contrition  of  the  dying  thief.  True  it  always 
is — but  true  especially  in  this  holy  season — that  no 
matter  how  grievously  the  sinner  may  have  sinned, 
no  matter  with  what  crimes  the  guilty  soul  may  be 
weighed  down — though  the  number  of  the  sinner's 
offences  have  surpassed  the  moments  of  his  exist- 
ence— though  they  were  black  in  their  enormity  as 
the  crime  of  Judas — yet  if  the  sinner  come  to  Jesus 
in  the  confessional,  he  shall  find  that  the  love  that 
was  stronger  than  death  in  His  Sacred  Heart  has 
never  died  out — that  His  mercy  has  never  known 
any  diminution,  and  that  He  is  ready,  in  this  ac- 
ceptable time,  this  day  of  salvation,  to  pronounce, 
by  the  mouth  of  his  minister,  those  words  that  im- 
plant in  the  penitent's  heart  a  forecast  of  the  blessed 
joy  of  heaven:  " Go  in  peace,  thy  sins  are  for- 
given." 


THIRD  SUNDAY  OF  LENT. 

THERE  is  one  very  remarkable  thing  about  our 
Blessed  Lord,  considered  as  a  teacher  of  men,  and 
that  is,  the  short,  sharp,  decisive  way  in  which  He 
puts  an  end  to  any  possible  delusion  that  might 
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exist  in  the  minds  of  men,  either  with  regard  to  His 
sacred  person,  or  to  His  doctrines,  or  to  the  claims 
He  advanced  to  the  allegiance  of  men.  He  was 
meekness  itself  as  long  as  meekness  was  possible, 
but  He  was  not  one  to  speak  soft  words  when  hard 
words  were  needed ;  not  one  to  try,  by  plausible 
understatement,  to  conciliate  the  prejudices  of 
those,  who,  if  their  prejudices  were  not  conciliated, 
would  refuse  to  become  His  disciples ;  not  one  to 
hesitate  for  an  instant  to  set  before  His  hearers 
the  whole  broad  truth,  even  though  the  truth 
might  be,  as  truth  very  commonly  is,  bitter  to 
those  whose  previous  lives  had  not  prepared  them 
for  its  acceptance. 

We  have  an  instance  of  this  in  the  Gospel  I  have 
read  for  you.  We  have  here  one  of  those  trenchant, 
incisive  sayings  that  there  is  no  explaining  away — 
a  saying  which,  the  moment  we  hear  it,  we  recog- 
nise to  be  a  watchword  of  the  Christian  faith — one 
of  the  working  maxims  of  the  Holy  Church — it  is 
this :  "  He  that  is  not  with  me  is  against  me,  and 
he  that  gathereth  not  with  me  scattereth." 

Let  us  first  examine  the  details  which  the  passage 
in  the  Gospel  presents  to  our  consideration. 

I  cannot  help  seeing  that  the  circumstances  in 
which  our  Divine  Lord  found  Himself  on  the  occa- 
sion, were  very  similar  to  the  circumstances  in 
which  His  Church  has  many  a  time  found  herself 
since,  and  never  more  certainly  than  now ;  that  the 
several  classes  of  persons  mentioned  in  the  Gospel 
were  representative  classes,  and  might  be  found 
doing  their  characteristic  work  at  this  present 
moment. 

First — there  is  the  man,  in  himself  not  an  inapt 
illustration  of  the  condition  of  the  Gent^Je  world 
before  the  coming  of  our  Blessed  Lord :  a  man, 
blind  and  dumb,  with,  consequently,  two  of  those 
strings  wanting  that  contribute  so  much  to  the  full 
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music  of  a  human  life,  with  two  of  those  golden 
cords  broken  which  bind  society  together,  and  one 
human  heart  to  another.  It  is  a  pitiable  thing  to 
be  blind.  Blind — cut  off  from  all  the  sights  of 
beauty  with  which  even  this  fallen  world  is  still  so 
rich.  Blind — never  to  catch  one  glimpse  of  the 
bright,  glad  face  of  nature,  varied  by  gleam  of  sun- 
light and  the  tender  play  of  shadow ;  never  to  see 
the  beautiful  things  that  we  see  so  often  that  we 
almost  forget  to  notice  them  ;  never  to  see  tree  or 
flower,  or  the  welcome  that  lights  up  friendly  eyes; 
never  to  have  the  remotest  chance  of  witnessing — 
nay,  never  even  the  possibility  of  conceiving — the 
dusky  glow  of  summer  sunsets,  or  the  mellow  gleam 
of  harvest  moons. 

And  dumb  besides.  The  thoughts  might  gather 
in  the  dark,  sad  heart,  till  their  tumult  would  make 
it  all  one  living  throb  of  pain ;  but  there  was  no 
outlet,  and  the  current  of  busy,  restless  thought 
could  never  flow  out  on  other  hearts  in  the  silver 
tide  of  speech. 

This,  then,  was  the  man  on  whom  our  Lord  had 
compassion — whom  He  healed — whose  eyes  He 
opened  and  whose  tongue  He  loosed,  and  who 
witnessed  the  miracle.  First,  there  was  the  multi- 
tude, who  were  lost  in  admiration,  Ah,  yes  ;  the 
people  loved  Jesus ;  they  were  impressed,  as  people 
always  are  impressed,  by  His  power,  but  still  more 
by  the  tender  compassion  of  its  exercise.  Second, 
there  were  those  who,  awful  to  relate,  took  occasion 
from  His  very  power  and  goodness  to  burst  out  into 
blasphemy — who,  blinded  by  hatred,  could  see 
nothing  in  the  beneficent  exercise  of  His  divine 
compassion  but  a  manifestation  of  the  power  of  the 
devil.  They  could  not  deny  His  power ;  its  effect 
upon  the  poor  dumb  wretch  they  could  not  gain- 
say; but  what  they  could  they  did — they  said  that 
he  had  been  healed  by  the  power  of  Beelzebub,  the 
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prince  of  devils.  Well,  our  Lord  confutes  them  by 
a  word.  For  how  could  it  be  supposed  that  the 
devil  would  work  against  himself?  But  as  there 
were  some  there  present  who,  not  going  to  the 
length  of  the  blasphemy  of  those  evil  minds  and 
lying  tongues,  yet  were  indifferent  to  the  preaching 
of  our  Lord,  to  these,  too,  He  has  something  to  say, 
and  it  is  this :  "  Do  not  suppose  that  it  will  be 
enough  to  keep  silence  about  me,  and  refrain  from 
uttering  blasphemy  against  me;  do  not  imagine 
that  having  once  heard  my  voice  and  seen  my 
power,  you  can  go  your  way  and  have  no  more  to 
do  with  me ;  do  not  suppose  that  you  can  play  the 
cautious  part  of  men  who  are  neither  friends  nor 
enemies.  No  ;  once  I  have  announced  myself  and 
my  Gospel  to  the  world,  there  is  no  middle  course — 
you  must  be  either  friends  or  enemies,  for — "  He 
that  is  not  with  me  is  against  me,  and  he  that 
gathereth  not  with  me,  scattered.5' 

Now,  my  brethren,  when  our  Blessed  Lord, 
having  redeemed  the  world,  went  back  to  His 
Eternal  Father,  He  did  not  do  so  without  leaving 
in  the  world  an  image  and  representative  of  Him- 
self, to  which  each  successive  generation  could 
come— could  look  up  into  its  face,  and  read  upon 
it  a  likeness  to  the  Divine  features  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ — and  that  image  and  representative 
of  Llim  is  the  Holy  Catholic  Church,  wviich  He 
purchased  with  His  precious  blood.  Do  you  want 
to  see  Christ  in  the  world  ? — look  at  His  Church. 
Do  you  want  to  hear  His  voice  ? — listen  while  she 
speaks.  Do  you  want  to  witness  the  continued 
manifestation  of  His  power  ? — you  have  only  to 
read  her  history. 

It  is  no  wonder,  then,  as  I  told  you,  that  the  same 
things  that  took  place  around  the  living  presence 
of  our  Lord  should  take  place  also  around  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church. 
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She,  too,  found  upon  her  arrival  upon  earth  a 
world  around  her  that  was  blind  and  dumb.  Blind 
to  the  light  of  Divine  faith,  groping  darkly  through 
the  world,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  ;  cherishing 
hopes  that  failed  them  in  their  day  of  need;  dream- 
ing dreams  that  faded  long  before  life's  evening 
came ;  still  sowing  in  the  long  grey  furrows  that 
each  day  ploughed  across  the  world,  still  sowing 
vanity,  and  reaping  little  better  than  despair.  And 
as  this  world  was  blind,  so,  also,  was  it  dumb.  It 
had  no  voice  to  speak  to  Him  who  made  it,  no  word 
of  fitting  worship  to  offer  to  its  Creator — it  was 
blind  and  dumb.  Well,  the  Church  came — and 
healed  it :  gave  to  its  eyes  the  light  of  faith,  and  to 
its  lips  the  voice  of  prayer ;  raised  it  from  the  dust 
in  which  it  sate — from  the  filth  in  which  it  wallowed; 
sanctified  it,  taught  it,  civilized  it,  and  made  it— 
especially  this  Christian  Europe — what  it  has  been, 
and  what  it  is. 

And  as  it  was  of  old,  so  is  it  now.  There  is  a 
class  of  men  who  have  witnessed  this  miracle,  who 
have  partaken  largely  of  the  blessings  which  it 
brought,  but  who,  as  the  Pharisees  of  old  hated 
Jesus,  are  animated  by  a  deadly  hatred  to  His  Holy 
Church.  They  are  at  work  in  almost  every  land — 
using  their  ingenuity  to  find  out  where  the  Church 
may  be  wounded,  and  all  their  strength  to  strike 
the  blow  that  will  wound  her.  They,  even  they, 
cannot  deny  her  power,  and  the  blessings  she 
brought  to  Christendom  in  days  past ;  but  the 
Pharisees  have  taught  them  what  to  do — they  say 
that  she,  too,  worked  her  miracles  by  the  prince  ot 
devils. 

Well,  my  brethren,  there  are  none  such  here: 
you  rather  fall  into  the  class  of  the  disciples  who 
followed  Jesus;  of  the  warmhearted  people  who 
were  filled  with  admiration  at  His  miracles  ;  of  the 
impulsive  woman  who  cried  out :  "  Blessed  is  the 
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womb  that  bore  Thee,"  &c.  You  are  Catholics,  but 
your  danger  is  this — that  you  maybe  satisfied  with 
being  Catholics  in  name — satisfied  with  feeling  that 
you  have  no  wish — God  forbid ! — to  be  the  enemies 
of  Christ  or  of  His  Church,  without  doing  anything 
to  show  you  are  His  friends. 

Our  Lord  has  said  :  "  He  that  is  not,"  &c. 

This  sentence  has  been  graven  upon  the  brow 
of  His  Church.  As  it  was  true  of  Him,  so,  and  in 
equal  measure,  is  it  true  of  her,  that  in  the  relations 
which  men  can  contract  towards  her,  as  towards 
Him,  there  are  only  the  two  extremes,  without  any 
possibility  of  a  middle  course.  Either  a  man  hates 
the  Church  with  the  whole  force  of  his  moral  being, 
or  he  loves  her  with  his  whole  heart ;  either  he  sits 
at  her  feet  with,  the  docility  of  a  child,  or  lifts  his 
armed  hand  against  her  with  the  audacity  of  a 
rebel. 

There  are  men,  unfortunately  there  are  Catholics 
sometimes,  who  carry  the  spirit  of  the  world  into 
their  Catholic  lives.  They  think  there  is  more  than 
one  thing  necessary;  they  think  that  it  is  as  equally 
important  to  succeed  in  this  life  as  in  the  life  to 
come.  They  do  not  think  it  quite  prudent  to  be  too 
determined  in  the  assertion  of  their  Catholicity. 
They  always  stand  a  little  aloof  from  the  Church  ; 
they  higgle  over  the  terms  of  salvation  she  proposes, 
and  try  if  they  can  succeed  in  beating  down  her 
demands.  Indeed  they  sometimes  so  far  mistake 
her  character,  as  to  imagine  they  can  secure  her 
co-operation,  in  the  solution  of  that  insoluble 
problem,  which  has  occupied  some  of  the  most  in- 
genious intellects — "  How  to  serve,  at  once,  God 
and  Mammon."  They  sometimes  even  think  they 
have  solved  it ;  think  they  have  so  nicely  adjusted 
the  rival  claims  of  God  and  the  world  that  neither 
side  has  any  just  reason  to  complain ;  and  they 
live  their  worldly  lives  without  even  a  momentary 
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qualm  of  conscience ;  and,  probably,  in  many  sad 
cases,  never  find  out  their  fatal  mistake  till  they 
have  passed  from  the  world  they  loved,  to  the  final 
jurisdiction  of  God,  and  heard,  to  their  despair, 
that  because  they  had  not  been  His  firm  friends, 
they  had,  in  reality,  been  His  enemies  all  along. 

You,  then,  my  brethren,  being  Catholics,  have  to 
guard  against  the  spirit  of  the  world;  and  the 
spirit  of  the  world  is,  above  all  things,  a  spirit  of 
compromise,  which  it  strives  to  carry  even  into 
matters  that  admit  no  compromise,  even  into 
things  that  concern  the  eternal  salvation  of  our 
souls.  It  is  a  spirit  that  would  strive  to  induce 
such  Catholics  as  it  had  taken  possession  of,  to  give 
up  some  of  their  Catholic  principle  for  sake  of  a 
temporal  advantage. 

We  have  an  instance  of  it  in  a  question,  that 
forms  at  this  moment,  the  very  battle-ground  on 
which  the  Church  and  the  world  are  brought  face 
to  face,  and  which  threatens  to  be  a  conflict  to  the 
very  death.  I  mean  the  Education  Question.  And 
I  speak  from  the  profoundest  conviction  when  I 
say,  that  there  is  at  this  moment  no  question  that 
so  vitally  concerns  the  real  interest  of  Ireland  as 
the  question  of  education.  On  the  one  hand  we 
have  had,  and  have,  offers  made  to  us  of  large 
assistance  if  only  we  would  agree  to  compromise 
our  Catholic  principles  ;  on  the  other  we  have  our 
profound  convictions  that  these  principles — an  in- 
heritance hardly  won  by  the  tears  and  blood  of 
those  who  went  before  us — are  infinitely  above  any 
temporal  interest  that  could  be  furthered  by  their 
sacrifice,  that  they  admit  no  compromise,  and  that 
we  would  be  traitors  alike  to  Ireland's  past  and 
Ireland's  future,  if  we  basely  consented  to  com- 
promise them.  For,  I  ask,  what  has  been  the 
special  glory  of  Ireland's  past?  I  answer,  and  you 
answer — her  Catholicity.    And  what  will  be  the 
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glory  of  Ireland's  future  r  Again  I  answer — it  will 
be  her  Catholicity.  Now,  if  you  took  the  children 
of  even  one  generation,  and  gave  them  to  be 
educated  under  a  system  that  openly  professes 
indifference  to  religion  in  general,  and  reserves  its 
avowed  hostility  for  the  Catholic  religion  in  parti- 
cular, when  such  a  generation  so  educated  would 
have  taken  our  places,  and  we  would  be  gone  to 
give  our  account  to  God,  would  not  the  love  of  Catho- 
licity have  already  died  even  out  of  Irish  hearts  ? 

But  I  have  no  fear  of  the  results  of  this  crisis. 
When  I  look  back  a  little  I  can  see  that  there  was 
a  time,  not  so  long  ago,  when  Irish  fathers  and 
mothers  saw  their  children  starve  rather  than 
stretch  their  hands  for  the  bread  of  the  prosely- 
tiser ;  and  I  cannot  but  feel  that  the  Ireland  of 
to-day,  will  spurn  even  the  more  sacred  bread  of 
knowledge,  rather  than  pay  for  it  the  price  of  their 
children's  souls.  In  this  you  must  work  for  your- 
selves :  you  must  make  your  legitimate  influence 
felt.  Recent  events  have  served  to  strengthen  a 
conviction  that  has  long  been  forming  itself  in  my 
mind,  that  where  Catholic  interests  are  concerned 
it  would  be  the  very  madness  of  trustfulness,  to 
hope  for  impartial  justice  from  an  English  parlia- 
ment. And  there  is  another  conviction  that  has 
grown  upon  me — and  I  do  not  see  why  I  should 
hesitate  to  express  it  even  here — and  it  is  this : 
that  it  was  one  of  those  happy  instincts  of  which 
only  genius  is  capable  that  made  the  great 
O'Connell  deem  Catholic  Emancipation  incom- 
plete, till  it  should  have  been  followed  by  Repeal 
of  the  Union. 

Put  this  question  before  you  :  discuss  it  among 
yourselves.  People  will  tell  you  it  is  a  complicated 
question.  I  say,  No ;  it  is  simple  enough  for  the 
lowest  intelligence.  When  you  ask  yourselves 
about  rival  claims  of  religions,  and  mixed  educa- 
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tion,  the  question  is  simply  this  :  Do  yOu  or  do  you 
not  desire  that  the  Ireland  you  leave  after  you,  shall 
be  as  Catholic  as  the  Ireland  of  to-day  ?  There  can 
be  no  mistake  about  that  question,  and  neither  can 
there  be,  thank  God,  any  mistake  about  the  tenor 
of  Ireland's  answer. 
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Gospel— John,  vi.  1-15. 

Reading  over  the  history  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  as 
narrated  in  the  Gospel,  I  do  not  know,  my  brethren, 
that  anything  upon  its  surface  will  strike  us  more 
forcibly  than  the  special  influence,  wrhich  Jesus  pos- 
sessed over  the  great  body  of  the  people.  And 
considering  further  this  phenomenon,  we  see  with 
equal  clearness  that  this  special  influence  was 
accompanied  by  a  very  special  regard  which  Jesus 
had  for  the  people — for  homely,  unsophisticated 
people,  as  distinguished  from  those  who  either  by 
wealth,  or  intellect,  or  talent,  or  birth,  or  position, 
had  acquired,  what  might  seem  to  the  eyes  of  men, 
a  special  claim  to  special  attention.  There  were 
Pharisees  proud  of  their  religious  observance, 
Scribes  learned  in  the  law  of  Moses ;  but  Jesus 
never  seems  to  have  made  Himself  at  home  with 
these.  When  He  spoke  to  them  there  was  a  stern- 
ness upon  His  brow,  and  a  keenness  in  His  glance, 
and  a  ring  of  reproof  in  His  voice  that  made  Him 
seem  for  the  time  being,  quite  a  different  Person 
from  the  kindly  compassionate  heart  that  warmed 
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to  the  poor  outcasts  of  society,  such  as  Zacheus  the 
publican,  and  Magdalene  the  public  sinner. 

There  were  men  of  high  position,  of  regal  rank ; 
but  Jesus  never  gained  the  friendship  of  such  as 
these.  At  the  very  time  of  which  this  Gospel  con- 
tains the  record,  there  were  Pharisees  in  high  place 
who  were  plotting  His  ruin,  and  Herod,  the  King, 
was  seeking  his  life  because  he  had  heard  a  rumour 
that  Jesus  was  none  other  th^n  John  the  Baptist 
risen  from  the  bloody  tomb,  to  which  Herod's  cruel 
hand  had  sent  him  before  his  time. 

Indeed,  of  the  love,  and  if  I  may  so  speak,  as  surely 
I  may,  of  the  respect  that  Jesus  had  for  the  people, 
there  needs  no  further  proof  than  this,  that  when 
His  divine  wisdom  devised  the  plan  of  an  organised 
Church,  through  which  the  benefits  of  His  Passion 
would  be  carried  down  by  faithful  hands  to  all 
generations  of  the  world,  it  was  among  the  poor 
and  the  unlearned,  and  the  undistinguished — in 
short,  among  the  people — that  the  same  divine 
Wisdom  selected  the  preachers  of  his  Gospel,  the 
pillars  of  His  Church. 

Not  to  any  king — not  to  any  statesman — not  to 
any  man  of  genius — not  to  any  philosopher  grown 
grey  with  life-long  study,  and  wrinkled  with  life- 
long thought— not  to  any  of  those,  fit  though  they 
might  seem  for  such  an  office,  did  Jesus  address 
the  wonderful  command  that  brought  with  itself 
the  power  to  fulfil  it ;  "Go  teach  all  nations."  No; 
when  He  spoke  these  words  He  had  before  Him  a 
handful  of  poor,  unlearned  men,  chosen  from  the 
fruitful  bosom  of  the  people  who  live,  and  toil,  and 
mourn,  and  die,  and  leave  no  record  of  themselves 
save  what  can  be  read  by  those  who  think,  in  the 
soil  that  they  have  coaxed  into  fruitfulness,  and  the 
furrow  they  have  ploughed,  and  the  trees  they  have 
planted,  and  the  grass  upon  their  nameless  graves. 

Ah!  yes,  my  brethren,  very  evident  it  is  that 
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Jesus  loved  the  people ;  and  in  this  day's  Gospel 
we  have  a  proof  of  what,  for  the  honour  of  human 
nature,  we  would  anxiously  look  for — the  people 
loved  Jesus. 

On  this  occasion,  when  Herod  was  seeking  His 
life,  when  He  had  gone  out  from  the  ungrateful 
streets  that  had  witnessed  His  power,  and  yet  re- 
jected Him — out  from  the  society  whose  evils  He 
alone  had  power  to  remedy,  but  which  refused  to 
recognise  Him;  even  in  His  desolation  and  His 
abandonment  there  was  a  nameless  charm  about 
His  presence,  and  an  attraction  in  His  smile,  and 
an  invitation  in  His  voice  that  drew  after  Him  the 
multitude  till  they  forgot  the  roughness  of  the  way, 
and  the  discomfort  of  the  desert  places ;  forgot  even 
the  natural  craving  of  hunger  and  of  thirst,  and 
came  unprovided  with  meat  or  drink  to  feed  upon 
the  sight  of  His  countenance,  and  drink  in  the 
music  of  His  voice.  Nor  do  we  feel  surprised  that 
our  Blessed  Lord  would  take  occasion  to  perform 
on  behalf  of  the  multitude,  one  of  those  stupendous 
miracles  that  stand  a  memorable  instance  of  His 
compassionate  love.  They  had  followed  Him  with- 
out a  thought  and  without  a  care  about  their  daily 
sustenance ;  but  He  had  taken  thought  for  them, 
and  His  solicitude  had  been  awakened  in  their 
regard,  and  the  bountiful  Hand  that  had  from  the 
beginning  of  the  world  given  fruitfulness  to  the 
seed,  and  fertility  to  the  soil,  was  raised  to  bless 
and  to  multiply  five  barley  loaves,  till  the  multitude 
were  filled  with  bread. 

My  brethren,  it  is  obvious  to  remark — and  it  is 
what  I  wish  specially  to  put  before  you  to-day — that 
the  love  that  Jesus  had  for  the  multitude  of  the 
people  He  wished  also  to  be  permanent  in  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church,  which  He  purchased  with  His 
Precious  Blood. 

This  trust — the  people — has  been  committed  to 
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her;  and  well  has  she  fulfilled  her  trust.  Her 
apostles,  selected  from  the  people,  preached  the 
Gospel  among  the  people ;  and  though  that  Gospel 
is  a  message  of  good  news  to  everyone,  no  matter 
what  his  rank,  who  ever  heard  it;  yet  to  none,  have 
its  tidings  been  tidings  of  greater  joy  than  to  the 
poor,  who  must  always  constitute  the  great  multi- 
tude of  the  human  race. 

Even  when  the  Church  was  weak,  she  proclaimed 
the  equality  of  all  her  people  before  God  ;  and  when 
she  grew  strong  she  threw  the  shield  of  her  protec- 
tion over  the  multitude,  whose  weakness  and  want 
of  knowledge,  are  a  temptation  to  the  oppressor. 
The  Church  made  slavery  impossible,  for  the  chains 
fall  off  the  limbs  of  slaves,  once  they  bent  their  knee 
under  the  shadow  of  the  altar  where  Jesus  was  pre- 
sent. To  the  poor,  the  Church  revealed  a  new 
dignity  which  no  human  eye  had  seen  in  them 
before,  for  she  declared  that  theirs,  by  a  special 
right  and  a  peculiar  title,  was  the  very  kingdom  of 
heaven.  In  short,  in  the  words  of  the  Epistle  of 
this  Sunday,  the  Church  introduced  the  people  to 
the  blessed  liberty  with  which  Christ  had  made 
them  free. 

The  Church  has  opened  wide  her  gates  to  the 
multitude  of  men  ;  she  loves  the  people.  In  all  her 
functions,  in  all  her  legislation,  she  alone  it  is  who, 
of  all  the  powers  that  are,  consults  impartially  for 
the  people's  interests.  If  she  rears  an  altar,  it  is 
that  they  may  see  it ;  if  she  builds  spacious  churches, 
and  lavishes  upon  them  every  ornament  that  human 
skill  can  devise,  or  human  hands  make  visible  in 
marble  or  in  gold,  there  is  yet  one  ornament  with- 
out which  not  the  grandest  of  her  world-famed 
cathedrals  would  be  in  her  eyes  complete,  and  that 
ornament  is  the  throng  of  the  simple  people  filling 
the  place  with  the  incense  of  their  prayers,  and 
finding  beneath  the  shadow  of  her  altars  a  resting 
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place,  and  often  the  only  resting  place  their  weary- 
hearts  can  find,  in  this  hard  and  pitiless  world. 

For  the  people  she  has  her  sacraments,  for  them 
her  worship,  for  them  her  every  ministration ;  for 
them,  because  Jesus  loved  them  so,  she  has  reserved 
her  sweetest  smile,  the  tenderest  accents  of  her 
soothing  voice. 

See  if  it  be  not  so.  Come  into  this  church,  its 
door  lies  wide  for  every  one  of  you ;  on  your  en- 
trance look  around,  and  you  see  the  baptismal 
font.  Well,  does  the  Church  ask  or  care  about  the 
worldly  rank  of  the  child  that  comes  to  be  baptised  ? 
No  ;  the  waters  flow,  and  the  words  are  said  without 
a  variation,  over  the  heads  of  prince  and  peasant ; 
and  as  the  poor  have,  everywhere  and  always,  the 
strength  of  numbers,  it  is  specially  for  them  the 
baptismal  font  stands  there.  Advance  a  little 
further,  you  meet  the  confessional.  What  is  the 
confessional  ?  It  is  the  place  where  Jesus,  in  the 
person  of  his  minister,  sits  as  really  as  He  sat  at 
that  memorable  feast  of  the  Pharisee,  and  forgave 
the  penitent,  whose  hot  tears  fell  upon  the  sacred 
feet  she  kissed.  That  is  the  confessional.  Well, 
has  any  anointed  minister  of  God  ever  dared  to 
suspend  the  alsolution,  till  he  had  ascertained  the 
worldly  dignity  of  the  penitent.  Ah  !  no,  he  dare 
not  do  so  ;  and  if  he  dared,  the  Church  would  smite 
him  with  her  anathema. 

Go  a  little  further,  you  come  to  the  communion 
rails  that  surround  the  altar.  If  you  come  there 
prepared,  has  it  ever  made  a  difference  whether  you 
were  richly  dressed  or  meanly  clad  ?  And  when  men 
come  to  die,  has  it  ever  made  a  difference  to  the 
priest,  whether  the  dying  man  lies  in  a  mansion  or  a 
hovel  ?  He  goes  to  both  alike,  and  if,  as  he  brings 
JesUs  Himself  to  the  dying  bed,  if  he  recognises  a 
difference,  it  is  this,  that  in  his  heart  he  feels  that 
the  choicest  blessing  of  the  hidden  God  Whom  he 
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carries  in  his  hands,  must  be  reserved  for  those  who 
are  like  Jesus  in  their  poverty. 

Ah !  ye  poor ;  little  kindness  do  you  meet  with 
at  the  hands  of  men,  scant  acknowledgment  of  the 
dignity  of  your  manhood ;  but  in  the  Church  at 
least,  and  in  her  ministrations,  you  have  the  amplest 
rights  of  free-born  sons  of  God. 

Why  have  I  said  these  things  to  you  ?  Why  have 
I  brought  before  you  those  proofs  that  the  Church 
recognises,  as  none  other  recognises,  the  dignity 
of  the  manhood  that  is  in  you — a  dignity  that  is  in 
itself  so  great,  and  that  involves  such  momentous 
consequences,  that  all  other  differences  that  divide 
man  from  man,  and  class  from  class,  and  race  from 
race—differences  of  wealth,  and  rank,  and  position, 
differences  even  of  intellectual  power  and  social 
education — shrink  into  comparative  insignificance, 
before  this  dignity  that  gives  to  man  his  real  value 
in  the  eyes  of  the  Almighty  God  ?  It  is  first,  because 
I  fain  would  have  you  to  respect  yourselves  even 
as  God  and  God's  Church  respect  you.  It  is  be- 
cause I  wish  to  impress  upon  you,  what  is  the  simple 
truth,  that  now,  as  in  the  days  of  which  the  Gospel 
speaks,  Jesus  loves  the  multitude.  Ah !  yes,  my 
brethren,  you  the  people,  with  your  many  weaknesses, 
and  your  many  wants,  you,  the  people,  who,  if  there 
were  no  world  but  this,  would  be  defrauded  of  that 
happiness  to  which  the  desire  implanted  in  your  souls 
by  the  God  Who  made  them,  gives  you  an  inalienable 
right,  and  an  indisputable  title — you,  the  people, 
who  throng  the  spaces  of  our  churches,  and  open 
your  simple  hearts  before  the  altar  of  your  God — 
you  it  is,  that  now,  as  ever,  Jesus  loves. 

Whatever  else  you  despise,  never  cease  to  respect 
yourselves  whom  God  and  his  Church  so  constantly 
respect.  Whatever  else  you  may  forget,  remem- 
ber this  :  that  Jesus  loves  you ;  that  He  has  intro- 
duced you  to  a  liberty  which  the  world  never  could 
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have  given ;  a  liberty  of  the  children  of  God,  of 
which  nothing  can  deprive  you  save  the  commission 
of  a  mortal  sin.  Jesus  wishes  your  salvation  with  a 
wish,  the  intensity  of  which  could  never  be  satisfied 
till  He  had  written  it  upon  the  face  of  the  worlds  his- 
tory, in  the  red-lettering  of  His  most  Precious  Blood. 
And  oh !  especially  to  the  great  multitude  of  the 
poor,  whose  lives  are  hard  ;  to  whom  each  coming 
day  brings  no  richer  gift  than  the  gift  of  toil ;  whose 
daily  bread  is  bought  by  the  sweat  of  their  brow, 
and  so  often  moistened  by  the  tears  of  their  afflic- 
tion ;  to  them  I  reckon  it  as  one  of  the  greatest 
privileges  of  my  ministry  that  I  can  announce  that 
Jesus  regards  them  with  a  peculiar  solicitude,  and 
loves  them  with  a  very  special  love ;  that  for  them, 
above  all  others,  for  them  who  have  so  much  to 
suffer,  so  little  to  console  them,  Jesus  has  specially 
provided  the  consolation  of  His  sacraments ;  that 
their  condition,  hard  though  it  is,  is  the  condition 
of  all  others  that  Jesus,  having  the  choice  of  all 
human  conditions,  deliberately  selected  for  Him- 
self; that  theirs  is,  not  this  world  that  fleets  so 
quickly,  and  that  fades  so  soon — but  theirs,  by  a 
special  title  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ;  that,  if  only 
they  faithfully  correspond  with  the  graces  that 
God  lavishes  upon  them  more  copiously  than 
upon  others,  then,  no  matter  into  what  slavery 
the  chains  of  toil  and  of  hardship  may  seem  to 
have  bound  them,  a  day  shall  come,  in  God's 
good  time,  when  the  priest  shall  stand  beside  their 
bed,  holding  in  his  hands  Jesus  in  the  last  viati- 
cum ;  and  in  that  hour  the  angel  of  death,  the  real 
liberator  of  the  poor,  shall  lay  his  hand  in  blessing 
on  their  world-weary  hearts — shall  close  softly  their 
dying  eyes — and  shall  open  them  for  ever  and  for 
ever  to  the  glory  which  human  eye  hath  never  seen, 
which  human  ear  hath  never  heard,  nor  any  human 
heart  been  able  to  conceive. 
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But  a  little  while  ago,  the  eyes  of  the  Church 
were  filled  with  tears,  and  fixed  upon  the  figure  of 
the  dead  Christ ;  but  to-day  her  tears  are  tears  of  joy 
and  she  is  glad  of  heart  because  He  has  arisen  from 
the  dead.  But  a  little  white  ago,  and  sin  had  done 
its  worst.  It  had  arisen  against  God  and  as  far  as 
men  could  see,  had  conquered,  and  He  that  was 
sinless  lay  dead  amongst  the  people.  But  to  our 
Blessed  Lord  the  hour  that  seemed  to  be  the  hour 
of  defeat  was  the  hour  of  victory ;  death,  whose 
fateful  hand  beckons  men  silently  away  from  the 
paths  of  their  ambition,  was  to  Him  the  occasion 
of  His  greatest  glory ;  and  the  grave,  that  hides 
away  the  hopes  and  the  designs  of  men,  was  to 
Him  the  beginning  of  everlasting  honour.  When 
the  dreadful  scenes  of  the  Passion  had  been 
enacted ;  when  Jesus  stood  bruised  and  pale  before 
the  people ;  when  they  saw  upon  His  sacred  flesh 
the  cruel  disfigurement  which  the  scourge  had 
left,  and  traced  upon  his  pallid  brow  the  bloody 
pressure  of  the  thorny  crown  ;  when  they  saw  His 
hands  and  feet  dug  with  rough  nails,  and  His 
wounded  body  stretched  upon  the  gibbet;  when 
they  wagged  their  heads  in  scorn,  and  bent  the 
knee  in  mockery  before  the  expiring  Saviour,  well 
might  they  have  imagined  that  His  history  was 
closed  for  ever.  But  no ;  the  end  was  not  yet. 
His  disciples  laid  Him  in  the  tomb,  but  on  the 
tomb  they  wrote  no  epitaph.  Go  into  some  burial 
place  reserved  for  the  illustrious  dead ;  tread 
lightly  and  with  awe,  above  the  dust  of  buried 
greatness,  read  upon  the  tombs  the  record  of  the 
names  that  shall  live  through  many  an  age  upon 
the  lips  of  men,  but  read,  too,  at  the  beginning  of 
every  record,  tbe  inevitable  words,  "  here  lies  the 
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body/'  and  then  you  will  know  that  the  stone,  on 
which  their  deeds  of  greatness  are  inscribed,  covers 
the  mouldering  dust  of  the  hearts  that  prompted 
their  designs,  and  of  the  hands  that  achieved  their 
greatness. 

But  go  on  the  Easter  morning  to  the  tomb  qt 
Jesus,  behold  the  stone  rolled  back,  and  hear  the 
angel  speak  his  epitaph,  "  He  is  risen,  he  is  not 
here,  behold  the  place  where  they  laid  him-" 

And,  now,  let  us  lift  up  our  hearts  to  celebrate 
this  glorious  mystery,  and  may  God  Whose  glory 
and  omnipotence  are  revealed  in  the  Resurrection, 
touch  our  lips  with  fire  from  the  altar,  that  we  may 
proclaim  His  praise,  and  open  our  hearts  to  receive 
the  lessons  which  are  taught  by  this,  the  greatest 
of  Christian  mysteries. 

But  in  what  spirit  shall  we  come  to  celebrate  this 
glorious  festival  \  Surely,  in  the  spirit  of  Christian 
joy  and  Christian  gladness.  But  in  all  our  joy,  let 
us  not  forget  that  spirit  that  must  ever  mingle 
largely,  with  even  the  holiest  gladness  of  the 
soldiers  of  Christ,  the  spirit  of  heartfelt  penitence 
and  deep  contrition.  "We  must  go  to  the  tomb  of  the 
risen  Jesus  in  company  with  Magdalen  the  peni- 
tent. We  should  remember  that,  if  Jesus  rose  fronji 
the  dead,  it  was  because  of  our  sins  He  died.  Listen 
to  the  angel's  words,  "  Behold  the  place  where 
they  laid  him."  Look  back  to  Calvary  reddened 
with  His  sacred  blood,  to  the  hall  of  Pilate  where 
He  stood  crowned  with  thorns,  to  the  lonely 
garden  where  He  lay  amid  the  olives,  crushed  to 
the  blood-stained  earth  by  the  sins  of  men.  Yes, 
all  this  our  sins  have  done.  Behold  the  place  where 
they  laid  Him,  and,  with  tears  of  sorrow  mingling 
with  our  joy,  let  the  cry  go  up,  even  on  to-day, 
from  each  penitent  heart,  "  God  be  merciful  to  me. 
a  sinner." 

Looking  now  to  the  resurrection  of  our  Saviour,  I 
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find  that  in  this  glorious  mystery  are  contained 
two  pledges :  (i)  the  pledge  of  the  Church's  triumph, 
and  (2)  the  pledge  of  the  fulfilment  of  the  Chris- 
tian's hopes,  the  foundation  of  the  power  by  which 
the  followers  of  Christ  conquered  an  unbelieving 
world ;  and  the  foundation  of  the  blessed  hope  that 
in  the  last  day  we,  too,  shall  arise,  and  in  our  flesh 
shall  see  God. 

(1)  The  resurrection  was  the  pledge  of  the 
triumph  of  the  Church.  It  proves  that  Christ  is 
God ;  that  He  Whom  they  crucified  was  the  Son 
of  the  Most  High  ;  that  the  fire  which  He  came  to 
cast  upon  the  earth  was  fire  from  heaven  ;  that 
the  doctrines  which  He  announced,  bore  upon 
them  the  stamp  and  seal  of  divine  authority.  Many 
a  wonderful  miracle  had  Jesus  wrought  in  the 
course  of  His  public  ministry.  Healing  went  out 
from  the  very  hem  of  His  garment,  and  His  voice 
had  power  over  the  devils  who  tormented  the 
possessed.  He  had  made  the  blind  to  see,  and 
the  dumb  to  speak,  nay,  He  had  broken  down  the 
barrier  that  sunders  the  living  and  the  dead,  and 
brought  back  souls,  who  had  gone  upon  that  journey 
whence  none  return,  save  by  the  high  command 
of  God.  But  great  though  these  miracles  were, 
though  each  was  of  itself  sufficient  to  prove  the 
divinity  of  His  mission,  yet  not  upon  these  did  He 
choose  to  rest  the  proof.  He  appealed  once  and 
again  to  the  fact  that  He  would  arise  from  the 
dead;  and  on  this  was  He  content  to  rest  the  asser- 
tion of  His  divinity. 

Here,  then,  is  the  hinge  on  which  turns  the 
Christian's  faith,  the  foundation  on  which  rests  the 
doctrine  of  the  Church ;  and  so  true  is  this,  that 
St.  Paul  does  not  hesitate  to  say,  "  If  Christ  be 
not  risen,  then  is  our  preaching  vain."  Nor  is  it 
wonderful  that  it  should  be  so.  Surely,  in  the 
stupendous  fact  of  resurrection  from  the  dead  all 
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must  recognise  the  hand  of  Him  Who  is  Omnipo- 
tent. Great  is  the  power  of  man,  wonderful  his 
skill ;  but  they  have  their  clearly  ascertained  limits. 
Men  have  power  upon  the  earth,  and  have  used 
it  with  wonderful  results;  they  have  drawn  her 
cherished  secrets  from  nature,  and  have  forced  the 
unstable  elements  to  reveal  the  laws  by  which 
they  are  governed ;  but  one  thing  man  cannot  do, 
he  cannot  lift  his  dead  hand  amid  the  grave  clothes, 
nor  bring  back  the  tide  of  blood  to  the  pulseless 
heart  that  has  gone  silent  to  the  touch  of  death. 
Only  God  can  do  this.  Christ,  then,  by  raising  Him- 
self from  the  dead,  proved  Himself  God,  vindicated 
His  claim  to  the  divinity,  put  upon  His  mission 
the  stamp  and  seal  of  Divine  Omnipotence,  and 
supplied  His  apostles  with  a  guarantee  which  none 
might  question,  of  the  truth  of  the  message  they 
announced. 

Armed  with  this  sacred  truth,  the  followers  of  the 
risen  Jesus  went  forth  to  bear  His  name  to  the 
limits  of  the  habitable  earth.  It  was  a  wonderful 
thing  to  see.  Twelve  poor  men,  destitute  of  the 
world's  riches,  unskilled  in  the  world's  learning,  go 
forth  to  conquer  the  world.  They  preached  a  cruci- 
fied Saviour,  but  they  preached,  too,  a  Saviour  Who 
had  arisen  from  the  dead,  and  Who  sitteth  for 
ever  at  the  right  hand  of  the  Eternal  God.  And 
the  power  of  God  went  with  them,  supplying 
the  want  of  learning  and  of  wealth,  and  the 
sound  of  their  voices  went  forth  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth.  Men  began  to  feel  that  there  was  abroad  a 
mysterious  influence  which  they  could  not  under- 
stand, but  which  mastered  the  keen  intellect,  and 
bent  the  stubborn  will.  The  new  doctrines,  strong 
with  the  strength  of  truth,  and  attractive  by  their 
intrinsic  beauty,  won  upon  the  hearts  of  men.  They 
stole  upon  the  world  like  strains  of  half-forgotten 
music,  and  hearts  that  had  been  steeped  in  worldli- 
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ness  recognised  their  teaching  as  divine,  and  so 
the  banner  of  the  risen  Jesus  was  borne  through 
the  world.     But  not  in  peace.     Our  Blessed  Lord 
had  predicted  :  "  The  world  will  hate  you  even  as 
it  hated  Me  f  ;  and  His  words  began  to  be  fulfilled. 
The  banner  was  borne  in  triumph,  but  the  song  of 
victory  was  a  cry  of  battle,  and  the  feet  of  those 
who  marched  in  that  procession  were  red  with  the 
blood  of  martyrs.     And  so  it  has  been  since,  a  story 
of  conflict  and  a  story  of  victory.     The  religion  of 
the   risen   Jesus   has    gone   onward   through    the 
world,  conquering  and  to  conquer.  The  Church  took 
up  what  civilization  she  found,  and  left  a  mark  on 
it,  which  even  her  deadliest  enemies  must  acknow- 
ledge to  be  ineffaceable.     She  took  the  rude  bar- 
barians who  were  laying  Europe  desolate,  and  she 
moulded  them  into  a  Christian  people,  with  a  strong 
hand  and  a  determined  purpose.     North  and  south^ 
east  and  west,  her  footstep  passed  with  amusic  like 
the  tramp  of  armies,  and  a  success  that  could  only 
come    from  the  God    of  Battles.     She   has    seen 
kingdoms  rise  and  rule  and  perish,  and  yet  she 
grows  not  old ;  she  has  seen  histories  begun  and 
finished,  and  yet  she  has  not  failed.     Many  a  re- 
lentless foe  has  she  encountered  ;  she  has  survived 
their  fall.     She  has  carried  the  Name  of  Jesus  to 
every  land.     Yes,  Jesus  has  triumphed ;  go  now, 
after  eighteen  hundred  years  to  the  grave,  where 
his  enemies  imagined  that  they  had  buried  His  in- 
fluence and  His  power ;  lo !  He  is  risen,  He  is  not 
there,  He  has  gone  forth  through  the  world,  His 
power  has  passed  upon  every  nation,  His  influence 
on  every  heart,  His  cross  is  high  above  a  thousand 
altars,  and  to-day  His  followers,  counted  by  mil- 
lions, celebrate  the  glories  of  His  resurrection. 

(2)  But  the  resurrection  is  not  alone  the  pledge 
of  the  triumph  of  the  Church,  it  is  also  a  pledge  of 
the  triumph  of  the  individual  Christian.     For,  as 
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Jesus  died  to  save  us  from  sin  and  death,  so  has 
He  arisen  that  we,  too,  may  share  the  glory  of  His 
resurrection.  It  is  the  cause  and  the  model  of  the 
resurrection  of  His  saints  ;  the  cause,  inasmuch  as  it 
is  the  same  omnipotence  by  which  He  raised  Him- 
self from  the  dead,  that  shall  draw  the  bodies  of 
His  saints  from  the  dust  into  which  they  have  re- 
turned ;  the  model,  because,  as  He  rose  from  the 
dead  glorious  and  immortal,  and,  being  risen,  dieth 
now  no  more,  so  shall  we,  if  we  comply  with  the 
conditions  which  He  established,  rise  clothed  again 
with  our  bodies,  and  in  our  flesh  we  shall  see  God. 
And  oh  !  what  consolation  is  here.  You  may  be 
poor  and  miserable,  your  path  through  life  may 
lead  through  many  sorrows,  the  hard  world  may 
press  heavily  on  your  weary  hearts.  But  the  world 
and  the  things  of  the  world  pass  very  quickly 
away  ;  life  is  but  a  troubled  dream  of  which  death 
will  be  the  awakening.  Your  souls  will  go  into 
the  house  of  their  eternity,  your  bodies  will  moulder 
in  the  grave  ;  but  if  you  pass  from  life  in  the  friend- 
ship of  God,  as  surely  as  Jesus  has  arisen  from  the 
tomb,  so  surely  God  will  guard  your  mouldering 
dust;  and  when  the  angel's  trump  of  doom  shall 
quicken  the  dead  world,  you  will  rise  like  Jesus, 
glorious  and  immortal,  and  in  your  flesh  you  shall 
see  God. 

But  if  you  would  have  part  in  the  glory  of  th& 
resurrection,  two  things  must  first  be  done.  You 
must  rise  from  the  death  of  sin  to  the  life  of  grace, 
and  being  risen,  you  must  die  no  more,  but  persevere 
to  the  end. 

There  are  times  when  the  voice  of  gladness  is 
simply  unbearable.  When  sorrow  has  fallen  upon 
Us,  when  death  has  visited  our  homes  and  made 
them  desolate ;  oh  !  then,  we  fain  would  shut  our 
ears  against  the  sound  of  gladness.  In  the  midst 
of  our  affliction  we  think  it  strange  that  others  can 
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rejoice;  we  have  no  part  in  their  rejoicing,  nay, 
we  almost  wonder  how  the  uin  can  shine,  and 
how  the  earth  can  look  so  beautiful,  while  we  sit 
alone  with  the  sorrow  that  has  come  upon  us.  But 
oh !  is  there  anyone  here  still  buried  in  the  grave  of 
sin  ?  Is  there  one  amongst  you  on  this  Easter  day, 
sitting  apart  under  the  shadow  of  iniquity,  listen- 
ng  as  from  a  long  distance,  to  the  voice  of  exulta- 
tion that  the  Church  is  sending  up  to  heaven  ? 
Oh !  poor  miserable  soul,  how  can  he  have  any  part 
in  such  rejoicing  ?  For  him  there  is  no  joy,  no 
peace,  no  rest,  no  gladness.  He  is  bound  by  the 
chain  of  sin,  he  is  wrapped  in  the  shroud  of  death, 
step  by  step  he  is  coming  nearer  to  an  unholy 
grave;  hour  hands  him  on  to  hour  in  his  fatal 
march  upon  the  road  to  hell.  The  world  may  go 
well  with  him,  all  his  schemes  succeed,  he  may 
have  plenty  in  his  house  and  comfort  at  his  hearth  ; 
he  may  have  wealth  and  friends  and  honour ;  he 
may  be  looked  up  to  as  a  useful  member  of  society, 
a  careful  father,  a  kind  husband,  a  generous, 
large-hearted  friend.  But  what  of  all  these  things 
if  sin  be  there?  It  eats  like  a  canker  into  the 
generous  heart,  and  spoils  the  merit  of  the  open 
hand.  He  is  but  a  whited  sepulchre,  whiteness 
without,  but  rottenness  and  corruption  within,  and 
when  he  dies,  when  the  large  heart  goes  silent, 
when  the  open  hand  lies  motionless  in  the  coffin, 
while  men  speak  his  praise  who  knew  not  the 
secret  of  his  sinful  heart,  while  the  care  of  sorrow 
falls  on  his  dead  face,  even  at  that  hour  his  soul 
is  buried  in  hell.  Oh!  do  not  deceive  yourselves; 
for  him  who  remains  in  mortal  sin  Christ  has  not 
risen.  He  may  deceive  himself,  and  strive  to  fill 
his  empty  heart  with  the  paltry  pleasures  that  the 
world  offers.  He  may  shut  his  ears  to  the  voice  of 
God,  he  may  purchase  the  delusive  peace  that 
comes  from  the  forcible  stifling  of  the  voice   of 
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conscience,  but  oh !  at  what  a  price  !  at  the  fearful 
cost  of  his  immortal  soul.  He  may  sleep  for  a 
time,  but  one  day  there  must  come  an  awakening, 
and  there  shall  be  peace  no  more.  The  sinner,  too., 
must  die,  and  the  vices  of  his  youth  shall  go 
down  with  him  to  the  grave,  and  they  shall  sleep 
with  him  in  the  dust.  Clothed  with  his  iniquity, 
as  with  a  garment,  he  must  one  day  stand  before 
his  Judge,  and  hear  the  dreadful  sentence.  Oh  ! 
be  wise  in  time,  rise  from  the  death  of  sin,  and 
then  you  may  celebrate  with  heartfelt  joy,  the  re- 
surrection of  your  Saviour. 

But  it  is  not  enough  to  place  ourselves  in  the 
state  of  grace ;  one  other  thing  is  necessary — we 
must  persevere  to  the  end.  Only  to  him  who  per- 
severes has  the  crown  been  promised ;  and  at  this 
hour  there  is  many  a  soul  in  hell  that  often  knelt 
before  God's  altar  in  deep  contrition,  that  often 
whispered  its  tale  of  guilt  into  the  ear  of  the 
minister  of  God,  and  departed,  giving  joy  over  sin 
forgiven,  to  the  angels  of  heaven.  But  oh  !  they  did 
not  persevere.  The  time  came  when  they  turned 
aside  and  gave  the  battle  up.  And  now,  ruined 
and  lost  for  ever,  they  look  back  in  despair  to  the 
days  when  salvation  was  in  their  hands,  and  they 
cast  it  from  them. 

Oh !  persevere.  What  avails  it  to  have  fought 
through  the  long  day,  if  night  closes  on  disaster 
and  defeat  ?  "What  matters  it  to  the  soldier  to  have 
fought  through  the  battle,  if,  in  the  end,  he  is  ruined 
and  overthrown  ?  "When  he  lies  stiff  and  stark  with 
his  dead  face  turned  to  the  silent  stars,  what  boots 
it  that  he  went  forth  at  morning  high-hearted  and 
hopeful  ?  But  in  the  world's  battles  defeat  does  not 
necessarily  imply  disgrace,  nor  need  defeat  bring 
with  it  aught  of  dishonour.  We  may  honour  the  dead 
soldier  though  his  cause  be  lost,  and  recognise  his 
bravery  even  through  the  shadows  of  defeat.     But 
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in  the  fight  for  eternal  salvation  the  case  is  far 
otherwise  ;  there  defeat  means  everlasting  misery, 
there  ruin  is  ruin  irreparable,  and  he  who  in  that 
great  battle  loses  at  the  last  shall  lie  for  ever  in 
flames  of  hell,  looking  up  in  vain  to  the  heaven  he 
shall  never  enter,  and  blaspheming  the  God  Whose 
face  he  shall  never,  never  see. 

But  with  us,  please  God,  it  shall  not  be  so.  We 
shall  run  in  the  race  so  as  to  win,  and  fight  the 
battle  so  as  to  be  crowned  with  victory.  To  do  so, 
we  have  the  highest  motive,  and  the  most  power- 
ful means.  What  motive  can  be  more  inspiring 
than  the  thought  that  we  have  been  called  to  par- 
ticipate in  the  glory  of  our  Blessed  Lord's  resurrec- 
tion ;  that,  no  matter  what  may  be  our  condition 
here,  a  crown  has  been  prepared  for  us  in  heaven  ; 
that,  though  we  shall  soon  pass  away  frum  earth, 
though  our  place  shall  know  us  no  more,  though 
our  bodies  shall  return  to  the  dust  from  whence 
they  came,  yet,  if  we  be  faithful  to  the  end,  as 
surely  as  Jesus  sitteth  at  this  hour  at  the  right 
hand  of  God,  so  surely  shall  we  share  His  everlast- 
ing glory  ?  And  the  means  are  ready  to  our  hand. 
Jesus  has  died  for  us.  He  has  placed  at  our  dis- 
posal the  chalice  of  His  sacred  blood  to  purchase 
our  salvation.  His  ear  is  open  to  our  prayers ; 
His  sacraments  are  ready  to  supply  our  every 
want  and  to  heal  our  every  wound  ;  He  has  given 
His  own  beloved  Mother  to  be  our  Mother  also. 
Oh !  if  we  but  use  these  means,  death  shall  find  us 
ready.  We  shall  rise  with  Jesus,  and,  like  Him, 
we  shall  die  no  more,  and  when  the  silent  finger 
of  death  shall  beckon  us  away  from  the  ranks  of 
the  living,  we,  too,  may  cry  out  with  the  patriarch 
of  old  :  "  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth,  and  that 
in  the  last  day  I  am  to  rise  out  of  the  earth,  and 
in  my  flesh  I  shall  see  my  God." 
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"  Quorum  peccata  remiseritis  remissa  sunt." — John,  xjc. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  dwelt  in  a  city  of  Galilee 
a.  mother  with  an  only  son.  Time  makes  few 
changes  in  the  human  heart ;  and  it  is  within  the 
range  of  our  own  experience  how  a  mother  loves 
an  only  child.  So  it  was  this  mother  loved  her 
son — loved  him  all  the  more  because  she  was  a 
widow — and,  doubtless,  saw  traces  of  his  dead 
father's  face  in  the  child  who  remained  to  her  in 
her  widowhood,  to  recall  the  happiness  of  her  lost 
youth,  and  to  break  the  loneliness  of  advancing 
age.  We  may  picture  to  ourselves  how  the  hoy 
filled  her  lonely  heart,  and  became  the  sun  and 
centre  of  her  desolate  life.  How  her  youth  almost 
came  back  in  her  sympathy  with  his ;  how  age 
grew  to  be  less  dreaded  because  it  promised  to  be 
lighted  by  the  glory  of  his  youth ;  and  how,  even 
the  thought  of  the  grave  became  less  bitter,  because 
the  hands  she  loved  would  close  her  dying  eyes, 
and  lay  her  beside  the  dead  husband  of  her  early 
love.  We  can  picture,  too,  how  her  heart  was  set 
on  him  with  tenfold  deeper  love,  when  he  grew 
towards  manhood,  and  bade  fair  to  take  his  father's 
honoured  place;  how  the  flush  of  joy  came  on  her 
faded  cheek,  when  friends  or  neighbours  praised 
her  boy ;  and  how  her  heart  beat  high  with  joy,  as 
one  by  one,  he  realised  her  cherished  hopes.  A 
beautiful  thing  to  see  is  a  mother's  love,  and  many 
wonders  can  it  effect ;  alas,  one  thing  it  cannot  do, 
it  cannot  ward  off  the  stroke  of  death  ;  else  never  a 
son  would  die.  And  the  lot  of  early  death  fell 
upon  the  son  of  this  poor  Galilean  widow,  and  in 
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the  bloom  of  his  life,  in  the  glory  of  his  youth,  one 
day  he  died,  leaving  a  vacant  chair  by  his  mother's 
fireside,  and  in  his  mother's  heart  an  empty  spot 
which  no  one  else  could  ever  fill  again.  And  the 
mourners  came,  and  they  mourned  for  his  early 
death,  and  rising  at  last  they  put  the  body  on  a  bier, 
and  carried  it  out  from  the  city ;  and  the  mother 
walked  beside  it,  weeping  such  bitter  tears  as  only 
mothers  weep  ;  and  now,  indeed,  she  was  a  widow. 

With  aching  heart  and  streaming  eyes  she 
walked  beside  the  dead  body  of  the  son  who  had 
been  called  away  thus  untimely,  before  he  had  left 
in  the  world  he  had  scarce  had  time  to  greet,  any 
record  of  himself,  save  that  which  was  graven  on 
a  mother's  heart.  Well  might  she  weep ;  but  are 
not  tears  shed  over  the  dead  idle  tears  ?  Even  a 
mother's  tears  cannot  bring  back  the  dead.  Ah! 
but  her  tears  could,  and  did :  for  Jesus  was  passing 
by,  and  her  tears  touched  His  tender  heart,  and 
remembering  His  own  Mother,  and  foreseeing  what 
desolation  would  come  upon  her,  when  she  would 
see  Him  lying  dead,  he  laid  His  hand  upon  the 
bier,  and  recalled  the  spirit  that  had  fled,  and 
gave  the  young  man  back  to  life  and  home,  and 
to  his  mother's  widowed  heart. 

There  are  amongst  ourselves  young  men,  aye, 
and  old,  who  have  died  a  worse  death  than  this 
young  man  died.  They  are  those  who,  yielding  to 
temptation,  have  fallen  into  mortal  sin.  A  worse 
death  than  physical  death  has  come  upon  them  ; 
and,  very  surely,  as  hour  follows  hour  of  their 
guilty  lives,  they  are  being  carried  out,  out  from 
the  city  of  God,  to  be  buried,  where  ?  To  be  buried 
in  hell.  And  the  Church  of  God,  their  spiritual 
mother,  weeps  over  them ;  aye,  and  if  tears  could 
be  shed  there,  tears  would  fall  from  the  tender 
eyes  of  Mary,  their  Mother  in  heaven. 

They,  too,  were  very  dearly  loved.   Jesus  died  fol 
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them.  He  had  done  to  save  them  His  very  best, 
and  He  was  God.  Their  mother,  the  Church,  had 
received  them  from  the  waters  of  baptism,  and  had 
rejoiced  with  exceeding  great  joy  over  their  in- 
nocent souls.  Mary  had  loved  them,  and  the  angels 
and  saints  had  prayed  for  them,  that  they  might 
end  as  they  began  ;  and  all  heaven  had  gazed  re- 
joicing, upon  the  vacant  thrones  of  glory  which 
God  had  assigned  to  them,  if  only  they  would  be 
faithful  to  the  end.  But  some  sad  day,  sooner  or 
later,  they  died  the  death  of  sin,  and,  though  still 
within  the  Church,  they  lay  dead,  as  in  their 
mother's  house,  waiting  till  the  slow  but  certain 
justice  of  God  would  strike  the  hour,  when  they 
should  be  carried  out  to  be  buried  in  hell. 

This  is  no  overdrawn  picture.  I  appeal  in  proof 
of  its  correctness  to  the  faith  that  is  in  you.  If  any 
one  here  be  in  the  state  of  mortal  sin,  is  he  not 
lying  dead  in  the  Church  of  God  ?  And  if  the 
outraged  majesty  of  heaven  were  to  give  the  signal, 
where,  but  in  hell,  would  such  a  one  be  buried  for 
ever  ?  He  may  cloak  his  guilt,  he  may  carry  his 
head  as  high  as  ever,  he  may  wear  a  smile  upon 
his  lip,  those  who  see  him  oftenest  and  know  him 
best  may  discern  in  him  no  change ;  yet  once  he 
has  fallen  into  mortal  sin,  a  deadly  change  is 
there.  The  glory  of  his  life  has  faded,  the  splen- 
dour of  his  soul  is  gone,  the  whiteness  of  his  in- 
nocence is  tarnished,  its  purity  breathed  upon,  as 
by  a  blast  from  hell.  Let  him  laugh  if  he  will, 
and  be  gay  as  if  no  doom  hung  over  him,  but  I  ask 
his  very  self,  if  his  heart  went  silent  now,  if  his 
life  stopped  short  this  instant,  if  God,  the  God 
Whose  patience  he  has  stretched  to  a  limit  ot 
which  he  can  have  no  conception,  were  at  this 
hour  to  send  straight  to  his  guilty  heart  the  swift 
sharp  stroke  of  death,  where  would  his  soul  be 
buried  ?     Does  he  not,  believe,   does  he  not  feel, 
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does  he  not  know,  that  hell  is  kindled  for  just  such 
as  he  ? 

And  is  there  no  hope?  Listen:  "  He  breathed 
upon  them  and  He  said  to  them,  Receive  ye  the 
Holy  Ghost,  whose  sins  ye  shall  forgive  they  are 
forgiven."  Yes,  there  is  a  hope,  the  hope  that 
proved  a  certainty  in  the  case  of  the  widow's  son. 
For  the  sinner,  too,  as  he  passes  on,  dead  in  his 
mortal  sin,  Jesus  is  waiting,  ready  to  call  back  the 
life  of  grace  which  he  had  forfeited,  ready  to  do 
for  him  a  far  greater  miracle  than  he  did  at  the 
gate  of  Nain.  Yes,  Jesus  is  waiting,  He  is  sitting 
in  the  confessional  in  the  person  of  the  priest  to 
whom  he  has  addressed  the  sublime  words : 
"  Whose  sins  you  shall  forgive  they  are  forgiven. . 

The  Church  brings  before  us  to-day  the  institution 
of  the  Sacrament  of  Penance,  as  if  to  show  us,  during 
those  days  in  which  she  commemorates  the  sojourn 
of  our  Blessed  Lord  with  His  apostles,  that  if  we, 
too,  wish  to  associate  ourselves  with  Jesus,  and 
prepare  to  ascend  one  day  with  Him  to  heaven,  we 
must  have  recourse  to  this  great  sacrament  ot 
forgiveness. 

To  every  one,  who,  after  having  been  baptised, 
has  fallen  into  mortal  sin,  the  Sacrament  of  Penance 
is  absolutely  necessary.  There  are,  for  such  a  one, 
but  two  alternatives,  a  good  confession  or  ever- 
lasting misery.  It  is  my  duty  to-day  to  exhort 
sinners  to  have  recourse,  immediate  recourse  to  the 
gracious  mercy,  which  God  holds  out  even  to  the 
worst  of  sinners,  in  this  great  sacrament.  This 
fluty  I  shall  strive  to  do ;  I  shall  lift  my  voice  in 
warning  to  the  sinner,  but  while  I  do  so,  do  you 
just  reflect  for  one  moment,  that  in  a  congrega- 
tion so  large  as  this,  it  is  not  very  improbable  that 
some  one  or  other  will  hear  the  warning  for  the 
very  last  time.  Some  day  you  will  come  to  Mass 
in  this  Church,  and  you  shall  go  out  when  Mass  is 
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done ;  and  never  again  shall  you  kneel  before  the 
altar  of  God.  It  is  certain  that  some  time  or  other 
you  shall  hear  the  Mass  that  shall  be  your  very 
last.  When  shall  it  be  ?  In  years  to  come,  or  only 
months,  or  now,  aye  this  very  day  ?  Ah,  neither  I 
nor  you  know  anything  of  that,  so  it  is  not  out  of 
place,  never  can  it  be  out  of  place  to  say  :  "  To-day 
if  you  shall  hear  His  voice,  harden  not  your  hearts." 

And  first,  I  will  suppose  that  there  is  no  one  here, 
however  he  may  have  fallen  into  mortal  sins,  who  is 
so  mad  and  so  wicked  as  to  makeup  his  mind  never 
again  to  go  to  confession.  God  forbid  that  a  wretch 
so  desperate  should  be  found  among  you.  There 
is,  I  may  suppose,  no  one  who,  of  his  own  deliberate 
will,  selects  for  himself  an  everlasting  place  in 
hell.  Even  the  worst  of  Catholics  will  not  go  so 
far  in  wickedness  as  that.  Am  I  not  right  in  be- 
lievingthat  every  sinner  here  has  the  wish  cherished 
among  the  dearest  wishes  of  his  heart,  not  to  die 
before  he  has  made  a  good  confession  ?  Well,  I 
say  to  them,  M  Now  is  the  acceptable  time."  You 
wish  to  make  a  good  confession  before  you  stand 
before  the  judgment-seat  of  God  !  Well,  to  do  so, 
three  things,  at  least,  are  necessary ;  time,  grace, 
a  priest.  These  you  have  and  can  have  now ;  can 
you  count  on  them  for  a  week  to  come  ? 

But  let  us  hear  some  of  the  excuses  with  which 
sinners  delude  themselves.  "  I  purpose,  please 
God,  to  make  a  good  confession  some  day  or  other, 
but  at  present  I  have  no  time/'  Time  for  every- 
thing under  the  sun,  except  to  put  your  soul 
beyond  the  peril  of  everlasting  fire.  Time  to  work 
and  talk,  and  play ;  aye,  time  to  damn  your  soul 
still  deeper;  no  time  to  win  a  place  in  heaven. 
No  time  !  ah,  believe  me,  there  shall  be  time  in  hell 
to  deplore  with  unavailing  sorrow  the  eternal  loss 
of  a  soul  that  one  good  confession  might  have 
landed  safe  in  heaven      No  time  !     You  know  the 
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inspired  proverb  :  "  Answer  a  fool  according  to  his 
folly."     Suppose  God  were  so  to  answer  those  who 
say  they  have  no  time.     Suppose  that  after  a  life 
of  sin,  after  slighting  a  thousand  warnings,  after 
spurning  a  thousand  calls,  after  trampling  on  the 
countless  graces  that  God  presses  into  the  lifetime 
of  the   worst   of  Catholics,   suppose  that   such   a 
sinner  comes  to  die,  that  the  world  which  he  loved 
better  than  he  loved  his  own  soul  slips   away  in 
spite  of  him,  as  he  lies  upon  his  death-bed,  affrighted 
by  the  approaching  horror  of  the  grave — he  cries 
aloud  :  "  Now  at  last  I  wish  to  make  a  good  confes- 
sion before  I  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  God  Whom  I 
have  done  so  much  to  anger,"  and  suppose  that 
God  were  to  answer  such  a  fool  according  to  his 
folly:  " You  wish  to  make  a  good  confession,   but 
at  last  your  hour  has  come,  and  the  hour  has  come 
of  My  long-deferred  vengeance.     At  last  the  ex- 
cuse that    was    so  long  a  lie  upon  your  lips  has 
come  to  be  the  bitter  truth.     Yes,  it  is  true,  at  last 
you  have  no  longer  any  time  ;  your  soul  is  ripe  for 
the  harvest  of  destruction."      God   has    answered 
sinners  so,  in  time  gone  by.     It  is  certain  that  He 
shall  so  answer,  many  a  time  to  come. 

Ah,  be  wise  in  time ;  come  to  confession  after 
having  asked  grace  to  make  it  well;  after  due  ex- 
amination of  conscience,  confess  your  sins  plainly 
as  God  sees  them.  Come  with  sincere  sorrow  for 
the  past,  and  a  firm  resolution  to  avoid  for  the 
future,  sin,  and  the  occasions  of  sin,  and  God  will 
break  the  yoke  that  galls,  and  take  away  the  bitter- 
ness that  sin  leaves  in  the  human  heart.  O  sinner, 
dead  though  be  thy  soul  to-day,  lying  bereft  of 
life  in  the  Church  of  God,  though  the  hour  be 
hastening  on,  when  you  will  be  carried  out  to  be 
buried  in  hell,  still  there  is  a  hope.  Over  your 
dead  soul  Mary  your  Mother  stands  lamenting,  and 
surely  will  her  eyes  of  mercy  touch  the  tender 


LOW   SUNDAY.  205 

heart  of  Jesus.  Turn  to  Him  to-day,  and  He  wiU 
lay  His  hand  upon  the  passions  that  are  carrying 
you  away  to  a  place  in  hell ;  He  will  draw  you 
sweetly  to  His  feet  in  the  Sacrament  of  Penance. 
He  will  give  back  the  life  of  grace  that  you  have 
forfeited,  and  through  the  ministry  of  His  priest  to 
whom,  for  the  sinner's  sake,  He  has  given  the 
power  to  forgive  sin,  He  will  take  you  by  the  hand 
and  give  you  back  living,  to  the  Church,  and  to 
Mary  your  Mother. 
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u  Whose  sins  you  shall  forgive  they  are  forgiven." 

My  Brethren,— In  this  spring-time  of  the  year, 
when  men  go  forth,  to  cast  the  seed  into  the  funow, 
and  trust  once  again  to  the  unceasing  fruitfulness 
which  God  has  given  to  the  fertile  earth — in  this 
season  also  the  Church  goes  forth  with  the  seeds  of 
richest  promise,  to  prepare  the  hearts  that  hear  her 
for  that  harvest  that  God  shall  one  day  gather 
■from  the  earth  into  the  glory  of  heaven. 

At  this  holy  and  joyous  time,  the  festivals  of  the 
Church  are  crowding  quickly  upon  each  other,  and 
mysteries  of  the  sublimest  and  the  most  varied 
character  one  being  presented  to  our  consideration. 
The  Chuich  in  those  days  that  are  past,  and  that 
are  passing,  bas  been  touching,  and  with  a  hand 
inspired  by  God,,  every  chord  in  the  human  heart. 
But  a  little  while  ago,  a  cloud  fell  on  her  altars, 
and  she  summoned  us  to  witness  a  sorrow,  like  unto 
which  there  never  has  been  any  sorrow,  an  agony 
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which,  for  greatness  and  for  intensity,  stands  alone 
and  unequalled  in  all  that  has  ever  yet  been  told, 
or  ever  can  be  told,  of  the  stories  of  human  suffer- 
ing. There  has  been  before  us  a  Sacred  Body 
pierced  with  many  a  wound,  disfigured  with  many 
a  weal ;  crowned  with  a  crown  beneath  which,  even 
the  awe-stricken  angels  might  scarce  have  recog- 
nised their  King.  We  have  seen  Him,  bleeding, 
suffering,  dying*  dead  upon  His  Mother's  knees; 
and  the  wail  of  psalm  and  lamentation  arose 
around  the  bier  of  the  dead  Christ ;  and,  even  still 
the  Church  kept  watch  around  His  tomb,  amid  the 
awful  memories  of  those  three  days,  when  the  very 
dead  arose  and  walked  in  the  streets  of  Jerusalem  ; 
she  waited  patiently  with  the  patience  of  the  sub- 
lime faith,  which  even  death  could  not  conquer. 
She  waited  till  she  received  in  faithful  ears  the 
angel's  message,  which  she  has  carried  down  fof 
the  consolation  of  every  generation  since  :  "  You 
seek  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  Whom  they  crucified,  He 
is  risen,  He  is  not  here,  behold  the  place  where 
they  laid  Him."  And  then  she  went  forth,  and 
when  the  bells  rang  in  the  faithful  on  the  Easter 
morning,  the  Church  had  dried  the  tears  of  mourn- 
ing in  her  cheeeks,  and  she  announced  that 
Christ,  her  Spouse,  was  risen  and  dieth  now  no 
more. 

And  think  you,  my  brethren,  might  she  not  have 
rested  here ;  might  she  not  have  closed  the  book 
of  the  Gospels,  and  laid  it  shut  upon  the  altar,  and 
said  to  you,  her  children,  that  she  had  no  more  to 
tell  about  the  mercy  and  the  love  of  Jesus?  Might 
she  not,  at  any  rate,  have  led  you  to  the  altar 
where  the  miracle  of  the  Last  Supper,  is  made  as 
everlasting  as  the  sunrise  of  the  morning,  and 
showing  you  Jesus  Himself  in  the  majestic  humility 
of  His  Holy  Sacrament ;  might  she  not  have  said 
to  you  ••  Rest  there  in  peace  with  the  God  Who  died 
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that  He  might  place  you  there,  but  if  you  ever 
leave  that  altar  and  turn  your  back  on  Him  Who 
loved  you  at  such  a  cost  of  tears  and  blood ;  if  you 
defile  the  wedding  garment  that  makes  you  not 
unworthy  to  be  a  guest  at  that  Holy  Table  ;  if  you 
stain  your  soul  by  future  mortal  sin,  then  even 
heaven's  mercy  can  do  no  more,  you  will  go  forth 
never  to  return  again,  never  again  to  meet  Jesus 
Who  loved  you,  till  you  meet  Him,  when  the 
gate  of  death  has  swung  behind  you,  wielding  the 
thunderbolt  of  heaven's  vengeance  from  the  judg- 
ment-seat of  God  r 

Ah,  my  brethren,  if  after  once,  or  many  times 
falling  away  from  grace  by  mortal  sin,  there  were 
no  longer  any  hope  of  pardon,  who  of  us  could  ex- 
pect, when  the  years  of  childhood  had  passed  by,  to 
celebrate  with  anything  of  joy  the  coming  of  even 
two  Easter  times  ?  The  young,  with  the  jewels  of 
their  baptismal  innocence  still  glistening  upon 
their  foreheads,  might  gather  round  the  altar,  and 
for  them  might  the  Mass  be  said,  and  into  their 
untainted  hearts  might  enter  the  infinitely  Holy 
God,  Who  is  hidden  in  the  Sacrament  of  the 
Eucharist.  But  when  to  their  advancing  feet  life 
had  opened  its  doors  more  widely,  when  passion 
had  grown  along  with  reason,  and  when,  in  some 
dark  hour  of  terrible  temptation,  they  had  cast 
away  for  the  husks  of  swine,  the  plenty  and  the 
sweetness  of  their  father's  house,  then  might  they 
come,  as  sorrow-stricken  men  have  come,  to  cherish 
their  sorrow  in  the  places  where  they  had  once 
been  happy ;  they  might  come  with  a  sadness 
like  the  sadness  of  death,  and  look  in  at  the  door 
of  the  Church  which  they  might  never  again  be 
worthy  to  enter.  They  might  look  from  a  distance 
at  the  lights  of  the  altars,  but  it  would  be  with  such 
despairing  look,  as  that  with  which  a  shipwrecked 
sailor  gazes  upon  the  lights  of  a  shore  he  can  never 
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hope   to  reach,  and  hears  the   storm   foretell  his 
loom,  and  feels  the  waves  beating  him  to  death. 

If  Jesus,  through  His  Church  had  spoken  to  us 
thus  :  "  All  that  the  endurance  of  man,  all  that 
the  love  of  a  God,  could  do  for  you,  that  have  I 
done.  I  have  poured  forth  my  blood  so  lavishly  that 
it  has  left  its  red  traces  over  all  the  world,  till  the 
angels  who  look  down  from  heaven,  see  the  earth 
as  it  wheels  through  space,  purpled  everywhere 
with  my  sacred  blood.  I  have  loved  you,  as  none 
ever  loved  you  ;  I  have  died  for  you  even  when  you 
were  lost.  It  has  been  said :  *  Greater  love  than 
this  no  man  hath,  than  that  a  man  lay  down 
his  life  for  his  friends ; '  but  even  a  greater  love 
than  this  was  Mine,  for  I  died  for  you  when  you 
were  My  Father's  enemies  and  Mine.  Now/'  He 
might  have  continued,  "  now,  at  the  cost  of  such 
agony,  such  tears,  such  blood,  I  have  brought  you 
back  from  the  jaws  of  hell,  and  have  placed  you 
at  the  Holy  Table  where  I  have  provided  susten- 
ance no  less  precious  than  my  body  and  my  blood  ; 
but  having  done  so  much,  what  can  I,  nay,  what 
ought  I  do  more  ?  And,  if  after  all  these  graces  you 
are  found  so  faithless  as  to  hurry  back  into  the  foul 
embrace  of  mortal  sin,  then,  your  chance  is  lost, 
your  doom  is  certain  and  irrevocable."  Surely,  my 
brethren,  if  He  had  spoken  so,  if  such  had  been  the 
conditions  of  salvation  He  established,  not  one  of 
us  would  have  dared  to  say  that  the  conditions 
were  unjust.  But  has  He  said  this  ?  ah,  ye  who 
have  once,  and  many  a  time,  forfeited  by  mortal 
sin  the  salvation  so  hardly  won,  so  dearly  pur- 
chased, it  behoves  you  to  listen  for  the  answer, 
when  laden  with  mortal  sin,  with  many  mortal  sins, 
you  come  into  the  Church ;  between  you  and  the 
altar,  which  you  have  forfeited  the  right  to  approach 
as  communicants,  stands  the  confessional  where 
that  right  may  be  made  good  to  you  again. 
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Yes,  to-day,  the  Church  has  turned  another  page 
in  her  Gospel,  and  with  exultant  voice  she  tells, 
that  in  those  days  after  the  resurrection,  when, 
even  though  the  work  of  Redemption  had  been 
accomplished,  Jesus  seemed  loth  to  leave  the 
scenes  of  His  unexampled  suffering,  He  came  to 
her  in  the  persons  of  His  apostles,  and  gave  into 
her  hands,  already  so  filled  with  gifts,  another  boon 
for  her  children  ;  how  He  sent  her,  on  her  mission 
to  the  whole  wide  world,  even  as  His  Eternal 
Father  had  sent  Him,  and  how  He  dowered  her,  as 
none  but  the  Son  of  the  Eternal  God  could  dower 
her,  with  these  glorious  words  that  the  sinners  of 
every  age  were  to  see  written  upon  her  unwrinkled 
forehead  :  "  Whose  sins  you  shall  forgive  they  are 
forgiven,  and  whose  sins  you  shall  retain  they  are 
retained." 

During  those  forty  days  our  Blessed  Lord  was 
engaged  in  organising  that  vast  power,  which  was 
to  conquer  without  a  human  weapon,  which  was  to 
establish  to  the  uttermost  limits  of  the  earth,  an 
empire  such  as  human  power  has  never  even 
dreamed  of  establishing,  and  which,  with  a  silence 
like  the  silence  of  the  sunrise,  was  to  take  posses- 
sion of  the  world,  and  to  hold  it  on  behalf  of  God. 

The  mission  of  the  Church  was  exactly  such  a 
mission  as  He  had  Himself  received  from  His  Eter- 
nal Father ;  and  as  the  work  of  God  in  the  world 
He  has  made,  and  the  work  of  the  Son  of  God 
in  the  world  He  has  redeemed,  consists  of  two 
general  branches :  first,  to  enlighten  men  with 
knowledge,  and  secondly,  to  supply  them  with 
helps  to  carry  knowledge  into  practice ;  so  th  j 
Church  had  a  mission  for  exactly  similar  purposes  ; 
first,  to  instruct  men  by  faith  unto  salvation, 
and  secondly  to  give  them  such  help  as  would 
enable  them  to  use  their  faith  for  the  salvation  of 
their  souls.     For  the  first  of  these  offices  our  Lord 
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provided*  when  he  said  to  His  apostles,  and,  through 
them,  to  their  successors :  "  Go  teach  all  nations." 
But  as  Jesus  well  knew  that  nations  and  men, 
even  when  they  know  the  true  and  the  good,  have 
not  only  the  dangerous  power,  but  also  an  inherent 
proneness  to  do  that  which  is  evil,  our  Blessed 
Lord,  looking  forward  to  the  times  that  were  to  be* 
saw,  that  if  men  were  to  be  saved  at  all,  a  means 
should  be  provided  by  which,  up  to  the  very 
moment  that  the  breath  of  life  remained,  and  sin 
was  consequently  possible  and  probable,  even  the 
fatal  evil  of  mortal  sin  should  have  a  remedy.  Our 
Lord  provided  that  remedy,  and  how?  by  setting 
up  in  the  Church  the  tribunal  of  the  confessional. 
And  of  this  tribunal  let  me  say — first,  this,  that 
as  Jesus  Christ  is  the  absolute  Master  of  the 
forgiveness  He  imparts,  and  as  He  has  appointed 
this  means  of  forgiveness,  from  that  hour  to  this, 
there  is  no  other  way  under  heaven  by  which 
mortal  sin  can  be  remitted  except  through  the 
sacrament  of  Penance.  You  have  been  taught, 
and  the  teaching  is  true,  that  an  act  of  perfect 
contrition  at  once  blots  out  mortal  sin,  if  there  be 
no  opportunity  of  confession ;  but  if  afterwards 
the  opportunity  come,  and  if  the  sin  be  not  con- 
fessed, then  it  remains  to  sink  the  balance  of  God's 
justice  at  the  judgment-seat.  Oh,  my  brethren,- 
if  those  who  conceal  their  sins  in  confession,  and 
some  there  are  who  do,  if  they  could  only  bring 
home  to  themselves  that  there  are  under  heaven 
only  two  alternatives,  either  confession  or  hell- 
fire,  they  would  not  allow  the  devil  to  choke  back 
the  acknowledgment  of  guilt  that  would  find  in 
the  confessional  the  tenderest  mercy  and  the  eom- 
pletest  forgiveness  ;  they  would  not  deprive  them- 
selves of  the  peace  which  here  or  hereafter  they 
shall  never  know,  if  the  Church  has  not  first  ex- 
ercised through  her  priest  the  ministry  of  absolu- 
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tion  which  Jesus  Christ  Himself  has  given  into  her 
hands. 

Consider  this  tribunal  of  confession.  Was  there 
ever  established  upon  earth  a  tribunal  so  merciful 
as  this  ?  The  tribunals  of  men  are  instituted  for 
detecting  crime,  and  for  inflicting  punishment. 
The  tribunal  of  confession  is  meant  to  hide  away  our 
sin  for  ever,  even  from  the  eyes  of  God,  and  the  only 
punishment  it  inflicts  is  the  pang  of  sorrow  that 
must  strike  a  heart  in  which  gratitude  is  not  dead, 
to  think  that  by  our  sin  we  had  so  grievously 
offended  a  God  Who  made  no  return  for  the  offence, 
save  the  return  of  such  God-like  mercy. 

One  amongst  you,  in  some  hour  of  weakness, 
some  hour  of  passion,  has  committed  a  mortal  sin. 
Perhaps  it  is  a  shameful  sin,  so  shameful  that  he 
would  hide  it,  almost  at  the  peril  of  his  life,  from 
the  fondest  and  the  dearest  friend  he  ever  had. 
He  buries  it  in  the  profoundest  depths  of  his 
troubled  heart ;  but  well  he  knows  that  God  sees 
it  and  hates  it,  that  hell  is  kindled  for  the  eternal 
punishment  of  just  such  sins  as  rhis,  and  thaf 
even  if  he  carry  his  guilty  secret  beyond  the  gates 
of  death,  into  the  very  depths  of  hell,  that  though 
men  cannot  write  it  upon  his  tomb  yet  God  shall 
brand  it  on  his  forehead,  and,  on  the  judgment 
day  the  countless  sons  of  Adam  shall  read  it 
there. 

What  shall  he  do  ?  Ah,  see  how  merciful  is 
God's  tribunal  upon  earth.  God  will  have  that 
sinner  go  apart  where  the  uncharitable  world 
cannot  hear  the  whisper  of  his  sin.  He  will  have 
him  disarm  vengeance  by  being  his  own  aceuser ; 
and,  when  the  sin  has  been  confessed,  it  has  fallen 
dead  for  ever  into  the  ear  of  a  man,  but  of  a  man 
who  is  sworn  by  the  dearest  and  most  sacred  ties 
that  bind  on  earth,  sworn  by  his  very  hope  of 
heaven,  to  bury  what  he  has  heard  in  the  confessional 
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in  a  silence  more  lasting  and  more  unbroken  than 
the  silence  of  lips  on  which  death  has  set  its  seal 
for  ever. 

Ah !  and  it  is  not  silence  alone  you  find  in  the 
confessional.  The  priest  holds  there,  and  knows 
he  is  but  holding,  the  place  of  Jesus  Christ  Him- 
self. Will  he  dare,  as  he  hopes  for  heaven,  to  treat 
the  sinner  otherwise  than  Jesus  Christ  has  treated 
sinners  ?  If  his  own  soul  be  dear  to  him,  can  he 
venture  to  make  his  brothers  burden  heavier  than 
God  has  made  it,  or  peril  his  own  hope  of  everlast- 
ing happiness,  by  driving  away  the  sinner  from 
the  fountain  of  mercy,  that  Jesus  has  opened  in  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance  ? 

Such  is  the  tribunal  that  Jesus  has  established 
in  His  Church,  and  to  this  have  come,  in  every 
generation,  every  class  of  men  within  the  broad 
bosom  of  the  Catholic  Church  ;  all  have  come,  and 
have  found  the  peace  of  sin  forgiven  at  the  feet  of 
the  minister  of  Jesus  Christ. 

You  have  sinned  ;  you  just  entering  on  the  road 
of  life,  or  you  on  whom  the  sun  of  middle  age  is 
shining,  or  you  whose  grey  hair  and  world-weary 
hearts  give  warning  of  the  nearness  of  death  and 
the  judgment  of  God.  Would  you  banish  the  bitter 
memories  that  torture  your  hearts  ;  would  you  lift 
from  your  soul  the  weight  that  is  paralyzing  it ; 
would  you  blot  out  the  sentence  of  eternal  death 
that  is  written  against  your  name  in  the  books 
of  God  ;  would  you  free  your  days  from  the  blight 
of  God's  anger,  and  your  nights  from  the  peril  of 
hell -fire  ?  Ah  !  if  you  would  do  so,  under  God,  and 
under  heaven,  there  is  one  way  and  only  one; 
make,  and  make  speedily,  before  it  is  too  late,  a 
good  confession. 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  EASTER.     21$ 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  EASTER. 

*'  But  when  He,  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  is  come,  He  will  teach  you  all 
truth." — John,  xvi.  13. 

It  has  been  no  unheard-of  thing  in  the  history  of 
the  world,  that  men  whom  God  had  blessed  with 
intellect  and  genius,  and  the  mysterious  power  of 
influencing  others — it  has  been,  my  brethren,  no 
unheard-of  thing  that  men  like  these,  both  before 
the  time  of  our  Blessed  Lord  and  since,  have  striven 
to  make  the  memory  of  themselves  perpetual,  and 
to  retain  their  influence  over  men,  even  when  the 
inevitable  grave  had  closed  over  their  ambition. 
There  have  been  men — history  is  full  of  them — 
who  sought  to  establish  an  empire  that  would  have 
no  limits  save  the  limits  of  the  world  itself ;  and 
there  have  been  other  men,  who  sought  not  only 
to  leave  the  stamp  of  their  opinions  and  their 
doctrines  upon  the  age  in  which  they  lived,  but 
also  hoped  to  speak  from  their  graves  to  genera- 
tions unborn,  and  to  mould  by  their  influence  the 
hearts  of  men,  to  whom  they  themselves,  covered 
by  the  dust  of  ages,  would  be  only  the  shadow  of  a 
name.  There  have  been  men  who  strove  to  do 
these  things,  but  not  one  of  them  has  ever  yet 
succeeded.  Before  their  tombs  were  old  their 
empires  had  perished  ;  when  the  waves  of  a  few 
generations  had  broken  over  their  graves  their 
ciames  no  longer  lived  upon  the  lips  of  men ;  their 
opinions  had  ceased  to  have  worth  or  weight,  in  the 
guidance  of  the  world  or  the  affairs  of  men. 

And  I  shall  tell  you  why.  There  are  only  two 
ways  in  which  one  man  can  hope  to  mould  others 
to  his  will — either  by  brute  force,  or  by  the  influence 
of  persuasion.  A  tyrant,  strong  with  the  power  of 
intellect  abused,  and  with  the  material  force  of  the 
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sword,  may,  for  a  time,  bend  the  most  stubborn 
necks  ;  and  though  the  sword  cannot  enforce  upon 
others  a  belief  in  his  right  to  be  a  tyrant,  it  may 
make  them  silent  slaves,  uttering  no  word  of  the 
hatred  that  swells  their  indignant  hearts,  waiting 
in  patience  or  in  despair  for  a  better  time.  And  to 
the  slaves  of  tyrannical  power — since  God  is  just — 
a  better  time  has  always  come.  After  long  days, 
or  longer  years,  the  hand  grows  weak  that  held  the 
sword.  Time  and  death  are  the  allies  of  an  enslaved 
people,  and  the  day  inevitably  dawns  when  the 
empire  established  by  the  sword  is  as  lifeless  as 
the  hand  that  made  it  terrible.  No ;  the  empire  of 
the  sword  cannot  last  for  ever.  So  it  has  been  in 
the  past,  so  it  shall  be  to  the  very  end. 

Again,  a  man  of  intellect  and  genius  conceives 
certain  opinions;  he  puts  them  before  men  with  all 
the  fascination  of  poetry  or  eloquence.  Well,  men 
may  be  charmed  for  awhile  by  the  novelty  of  his 
views ;  some  may  hail  him  as  a  master,  some, 
refusing  to  own  his  sway,  may  be  unable  to  refute 
his  doctrines  ;  but  these  doctrines  have  arisen  in  a 
human  intellect,  and  human  intellect  is  fallible, 
and  in  a  little  time  other  intellects  as  powerful,  or 
more  powerful  than  his  own,  arise  to  confute  him, 
and  his  power  is  overthrown.  Such  has  been  the 
history  of  the  world  since  time  began,  a  history 
which  it  is  well  that  you  should  know,  in  this 
summing  up  of  it — that  no  man  has  ever  yet 
succeeded  in  founding  a  lasting  empire  over  either 
the  bodies  or  the  minds  of  men. 

Yet,  my  brethren,  there  has  been  one  empire 
founded,  it  is  daily  before  your  eyes,  which  has  been 
crowned  by  the  successive  homage  of  eighteen 
hundred  years  of  the  human  race,  that  has  reckoned 
its  subjects  from  every  class,  has  found  itself  at 
home  and  honoured  in  every  clime,  has  approved 
itself  to  men  of  all  ranks,  and  classes,  and  condi- 
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tions,  and  which  bears  upon  its  regal  brow  the 
undying  promise  of  a  stability  that  shall  outlast 
the  world  itself.  This  one  empire  has  been  estab- 
lished by  Jesus  Christ.  It  is  His  Church,  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church,  to  which  you  have  the  inestimable 
privilege  of  belonging. 

In  a  remote  corner  of  an  eastern  land,  little 
favoured  by  nature,  amongst  a  people  who  had  by 
the  isolation  of  two  thousand  years  broken  away 
from  the  family  of  the  human  race,  appeared  a 
Man  Who  called  Himself,  and  was  known  to  His 
followers  as,  Jesus  Christ.  On  a  certain  day  He 
was  seized  by  His  own  people,  and  outside  the 
Holy  City  of  His  race  He  was  crucified  between 
two  thieves.  In  the  hour  of  His  desolation  there 
was  none  to  help  Him.  He  died  in  torture,  and 
there  was  none  to  compassionate  His  sufferings 
save  the  mother  who  bore  Him,  and  one  disciple, 
and  the  woman  who  had  been  a  sinner  but  was 
then  a  penitent.  With  the  tears  of  only  these  upon 
His  dead  face  He  was  committed  to  the  tomb.  And 
what  has  happened  since?  This  has  happened. 
He  has  come  out  from  the  tomb,  and  has  gone  into 
the  whole  world.  What  has  happened  since? 
Well,  this  has  happened — is  happening  at  this 
moment — that  we,  separated  from  the  land  in 
which  He  lived  and  died  by  many  a  weary  league 
of  land  and  sea,  separated  from  the  time  in  which 
He  lived  by  no  less  than  eighteen  hundred  years, 
we  are  here  to-day  in  a  temple  and  before  an  altar 
erected  to  His  honour.  Above  that  altar  is  lifted 
up  the  symbol  of  His  ignominious  death — but  the 
Crucifix  has  become  the  glory  of  our  Catholic  Jives. 
Not  only  are  we  here  to  call  Him  God,  and  to 
join  with  the  angels  of  heaven  to  adore  His  hidden 
presence  in  the  Tabernacle,  but  IJis  name  has 
become  our  hope,  His  law  the  standard  of  our  lives. 
We  carry  His  sacred  faith  into  the  affections  of  our 
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homes  and  the  business  of  our  streets ;  and  when 
we  come  to  die,  it  is  our  fondest  and  our  dearest 
wish,  that  the  last  word  to  linger  on  our  dying  lips 
maybe  the  sacred  name  of  Jesus,  uttered  in  accents 
of  the  contrition  and  the  love  that  shall  save  us 
from  eternal  doom,  and  bring  us  safely  to  His  feet 
in  the  glory  of  heaven. 

And  how  has  it  come,  my  brethren,  that  He  alone 
has  succeeded  in  establishing  an  empire  as  wide  as 
space,  as  lasting  as  time  ?  Of  course  you  answer, 
and  I  answer — Because  He  alone  is  the  only- 
begotten  Son  of  the  Eternal  God.  But  it  will  be 
very  instructive  to  examine  the  peculiar  mode  in 
which  His  Divine  Wisdom  consulted  for  the  sta- 
bility and  the  perpetuity  of  the  empire  of  His 
Church.  I  shall  put  this  before  you,  and  I  shall 
do  so  the  more  readily  because,  considering  that 
mode  in  itself,  and  comparing  it  with  the  modes 
adopted  by  other  men  to  establish  influence  over 
their  fellows,  I  think  I  shall  be  putting  before  you 
another  striking  proof  of  the  love  of  our  Blessed 
Lord  for  men,  and  especially  for  the  great  mass  of 
the  common  people,  who  have  few  but  God  to  care 
for  them,  whose  history  the  hard  world  sums  up 
in  these  three  stern  words:  "To  be  born,  to  toil,  to 
die";  and  then  hasten  to  write  above  their  graves 
these  further  words  :  "  To  be  forgotten/' 

When  other  men  formed  certain  opinions,  and 
wished  to  leave  them  as  an  inheritance  to  the 
world,  what  did  they  do  ?  They  looked  for  disciples, 
and  they  looked  for  them  amongst  those  who  were 
blessed  with  the  gifts  of  intellect  or  the  gifts  of 
fortune.  In  the  great  multitude  who  had  to  work 
for  their  daily  bread,  who  had  no  time  nor  ability 
for  study,  these  men  saw  an  unprofitable  field  of 
labour — they  would  not  waste  their  time  in  teach- 
ing the  multitude.  They  hastened  to  pick  out  from 
the  crowd  a  man  here  an<J  there,  equal  or  like  i* 
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intelligence  to  themselves,  and  to  such  disciples 
as  these  they  committed  their  peculiar  opinions. 
They  did  more  than  this.  Seeing  that  all  men  die, 
and  that  even  for  them  in  a  little  time,  the  brain 
would  cease  to  think,  the  heart  to  beat,  they  com- 
mitted their  opinions  to  books. 

But,  you  will  ask,  what  are  mere  books  to  the 
great  multitude  of  men  r  What  are  mere  books  to 
men  such  as  you  ?  And  it  is  of  men  such  as  you 
that  the  great  bulk  of  mankind  consists — men  who 
have  little  ability,  and  less  inclination,  and  abso- 
lutely no  leisure  for  the  painful  and  laborious  work 
of  study.  It  is  clear  that  if  God  had  exacted  from 
men  like  you  the  labour  of  long  study — if  He 
required,  under  the  penalty  of  damnation,  that 
each  and  every  one  of  you  should  examine  for 
himself,  by  the  aid  of  books,  the  doctrines  of  the 
holy  faith  without  which  it  is  impossible  to  please 
God — it  is  clear,  I  say,  that  in  such  case  only  a  few 
here  and  there  in  any  society  would  ever  find 
themselves  in  the  way  of  salvation.  It  is  also 
clear,  from  the  very  nature  of  the  case,  that  no  one, 
by  the  aid  of  books  alone,  will  ever,  or  can  ever, 
bring  under  the  dominion  of  his  influence  the  great 
mass  of  the  poor,  and  the  unlettered,  and  the  toil- 
worn,  of  which  our  Catholic  congregations  mainly 
consist. 

Accordingly,  a  far  different  way  was  employed 
by  the  Divine  Wisdom  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
And  the  way  He  selected  was  different  from  the 
ways  of  others,  because  He  alone  has  loved,  with 
an  impartial  love,  the  great  multitude  of  the  people. 
He  wrote  no  books,  He  lived  among  the  people, 
He  showered  His  benefits  upon  the  people,  He 
died  for  the  people  ;  and  when  He  was  about  to 
depart  from  the  world  He  provided  for  the  future 
teaching  of  the  people.  He,  too,  gathered  around 
Himself  a  few  disciples.     But  mark  you  this :  He 
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gathered  them  not  amongst  the  rich,  or  the  noble, 
or  the  learned,  but  from  the  obscure  bosom  of  the 
toiling  people ;  and  to  them  He  said :  "  Go  teach 
all  nations — go,  preach  the  Gospel,  not  merely  to 
the  learned,  who  can  examine  its  doctrines — not 
merely  to  the  rich,  who  have  leisure  to  study  it,  but 
preach  it  to  every  creature." 

What  qualifications  had  the  Apostles  for  this 
mission?  I  answer — humanly  speaking,  they  pos- 
sessed scarcely  a  single  qualification.  We  can  well 
imagine  their  shrinking  back  from  the  gigantic 
labour  that  was  proposed  to  them ;  we  can  imagine 
them  counting  up  their  poor  resources,  and  saying 
to  themselves,  and  to  our  Blessed  Lord,  that  the 
thing  was  impossible.  And  so  it  would  have  been 
impossible,  I  do  not  say  merely  to  such  men  as  the 
Apostles  naturally  were,  but  to  any  twelve  of  the 
most  richly-gifted  men  that  the  long  history  of  the 
world  has  produced;  but  to  God,  using  them  as 
His  instruments,  the  thing  was  not  impossible. 
And  in  the  passage  of  the  Gospel  which  I  have 
read  for  you,  our  Lord  has  set  forth  the  means  by 
which  they  and  their  successors,  to  the  very  end  of 
time,  might  teach  all  generations — "The  Spirit  ct 
Truth  will  teach  you  all  truth."  In  other  words, 
there  was  established,  by  the  divine  authority  of 
Jesus  Christ,  a  living  body  of  men  who  alone  would 
have  a  right  to  teach,  because  they  alone  would 
be  themselves  taught  by  the  Spirit  of  God.  This 
living  body  is  the  Church  of  God,  speaking  by  her 
pastors,  and  their  Infallible  Head,  the  successor 
of  St.  Peter,  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ. 

That  Church  has  not  shut  up  its  teaching  in 
books,  it  is  a  living  voice,  because  its  business  lay 
with  the  multitude  of  men.  In  every  city,  and 
town,  and  village,  and  across  the  broad  face  of  the 
quiet  country-side,  that  living  Church  has  gone,  in 
every  age,  teaching  to  the  p  oor,  and  the  ignorant, 
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and  the  rude,  and  the  unlettered — to  the  sons  of 
poverty  and  the  slaves  of  toil — the  truth  that  is 
above  all  other  truth,  the  truth  of  God,  which  she 
herself  has  been  taught,  and  will  be  taught,  in  every 
age,  even  to  the  end,  by  the  Holy  Ghost  Himself. 

This  Church  has  come  to  you — it  comes  to  you 
every  day — pointing  out  to  every  one  of  you,  the 
way  to  heaven.  That  Church  comes  to  you  and 
she  comes  note  with  empty  hands,  she  comes  bring- 
ing her  doctrine  to  enlighten  you,  her  tribunal  of 
confession  to  wipe  away  your  sins — her  sacraments 
rich  with  the  infinite  merits  of  the  precious  Blood 
of  Christ,  to  consecrate  by  a  special  consecration 
every  momentous  crisis  of  your  lives.  She  comes, 
not  only  lifting  up  above  her  altar  the  sacred 
symbol  of  her  crucified  Lord,  but  renewing  daily, 
before  the  eyes  of  her  children,  in  an  unbloody 
manner,  the  very  sacrifice  of  Calvary,  and  holding 
Jesus  Himself  imprisoned,  as  it  were,  in  the  bonds 
of  His  undying  love  for  men — holding  Him,  a 
willing  captive,  in  the  Adorable  Sacrament  of  the 
Eucharist. 

Thus  has  Jesus  Christ  established  His  empire, 
and  brought  it  to  the  homes  of  the  poor,  and  the 
toil-worn,  and  the  weary ;  thus  has  He  established 
the  chair  of  truth,  that  everyone  may  gather  around 
it,  and  be  taught  the  way  to  heaven.  These  things 
are  yours,  your  very  own ;  the  riches  of  the  Church, 
which  are  the  riches  of  God  Himself,  are  for  the 
people.  Say  not,  think  not,  that  they  are  poor, 
for  they  have  the  teaching  of  truth,  the  forgiveness 
of  sins,  the  riches  of  the  sacraments,  the  infinite 
treasures  of  the  Eucharist. 

And  if  I  say  these  things — if  I  am  anxious  to 
awaken  you  to  a  knowledge  of  the  advantages  you 
possess  in  being  Catholics,  if  I  have  striven  to 
show  you  to-day  how  Jesus  established  the  empire 
of  His  living  truth,  so  that  it  might  be  not  the 
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property  or  the  privilege  of  a  special  class,  but 
that  the  good  tidings  of  His  Gospel  might  be 
poured  forth  into  the  capacious  heart  of  the  people, 
and  evoke  from  the  gratitude  of  that  heart  that 
love  for  love  which  the  people  owe  to  Jesus,  for  the 
sake  of  their  own  eternal  happiness,  and  because 
He  bought  a  right  to  the  people's  love  by  no  less  a 
price  than  His  Precious  Blood  ;  if  I  have  done 
this,  it  is  because  the  longer  I  live,  the  more  I  see, 
the  more  I  learn  about  the  people,  the  more  I  feel 
that  this  world  was  not  made  for  them.  It  is  for 
them  a  hard  world,  a  world  that  exacts  from  them 
life-long  labour,  and  pays  them  back  with  littJe 
else  than  life-long  sorrow.  And,  seeing  this,  the 
more  must  I  also  recognise,  that  the  only  real 
treasure  which  the  body  of  any  people  has,  is  the 
treasure  which  the  Church  of  God  opens  to  their 
weary  hearts. 

This  world  passes  quickly — thank  God,  it  passes 
quickly ! — else  how  could  the  toil-worn  multitude 
endure  it  r  While  it  is  passing — before  the  time 
comes  when  the  weary  heart  will  lie  all  silent,  and 
the  hard  hands  be  freed  from  work,  and  stretched 
lifeless  by  our  side— I  ask  you,  my  brethren,  has 
the  world  anything  better  than  the  Holy  Catholic 
faith  ?  Has  it  for  you  any  greater  consolation  than 
the  consolation  of  sin  forgiven  in  the  Sacrament  of 
Penance  ?  Has  it  any  greater  joy  than  the  joy  of 
the  poorest  amongst  you,  when  he  kneels  with  pure 
heart  and  clean  conscience,  before  the  altar  to  re- 
ceive the  pledge  of  everlasting  salvation  in  the 
Holy  Eucharist  ?  No,  my  brethren,  for  all  men,  no 
matter  what  their  rank,  but  for  men  like  you  espe- 
cially, there  is  no  real  hope,  no  real  peace,  no  real 
consolation,  except  what  is  given  by  the  Church  of 
God. 

And,  oh!  remember  this — it  is  a  thought  that 
never  fails  to  strike  me  when  I  look  down  on  this 
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congregation— it  is  a  sad  thing,  how  sad  only  God 
Himself  can  know,  that  anyone  should  be  damned, 
even  after  the  happiest  and  most  honoured  life  that 
man  could  live  on  earth,  but  that  a  man — that  men 
like  you,  who  have  so  little  in  this  world  to  make 
them  happy,  so  little  to  console  them — that  any 
one  of  you  should  be  lost !  Oh  !  my  brethren,  let 
it  not  have  to  be  said  of  anyone  amongst  you 
before  the  judgment-seat  of  God,  that  having  been 
miserable  in  this  life,  he  is  to  be  also  miserable 
through  all  the  ages  of  eternity. 

And  should  it  ever  happen — and  may  God  in 
His  mercy,  may  Jesus  in  His  boundless  love,  may 
Mary  in  the  compassion  of  her  motherly  heart, 
forbid  that  it  ever  should  happen  ! — if  it  should 
happen  that  some  one  who  is  listening  to  me  now 
should  come  to  be  damned,  for  what  would  he  be 
damned  ?  My  brethren,  his  own  conscience  can  tell 
him  at  this  moment.  Let  him  ask  himself  this — it 
the  hand  of  God  were  laid  this  moment  on  his  heart, 
if  the  summons  of  death  swift  and  sudden,  were  to 
ring  in  his  startled  ear,  of  what  in  particular  would 
he  be  most  afraid?  Would  it  be  that  long  neglect 
of  the  sacraments,  would  it  be  that  bad  confes- 
sion, would  it  be  that  secret  sin  that  has  been  eating 
away  the  soul,  would  it  be  that  wilful,  that  perverse 
return  into  the  place  or  the  company  that  bitter 
experience  has  shown  him  to  bean  occasion  of  sin; 
would  it  be  that  fatal  sin,  that  sometimes  makes 
me  ashamed  of  the  people  whom  I  love — would  it 
be  that  sin  of  drunkenness,  that  seemed  to  begin 
in  mere  good  nature  and  good-fellowship,  that 
stole  on  by  slow  but  sure  degrees,  as  the  devil 
kept  forging  with  every  glass  one  other  link  of  the 
chain  that  is  to  keep  his  soul  in  hell  for  ever  and 
for  ever ;  nay,  would  it  be  a  thing  which  is  even 
worse  than  this — would  it  be  that  he  had  been,  for 
the  sake  of  gain,  co-operating  in  the  drunkard's 
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sin — making  himself  on  God's  earth  the  ally  and 
the  agent  of  the  devil  ? 

Let  each  man's  conscience  answer,  what  would 
trouble  him  most  if  his  hour  had  come  ? 

For  us,  the  hour  has  not  come,  God's  trumpet  oi 
judgment  has  not  sounded  yet:  when  shall  the 
hour  come — when  shall  the  trumpet  sound  ? 

Ah !  my  brethren,  neither  you  nor  I  know  any^ 
thing  of  that. 
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"And  when  He  is  come  He  will  convince  the  world  of  sin,  and  of 
justice,  and  of  judgment." 

When  God  called  into  existence  the  world  we  see 
around  us,  when  He  poured  forth  the  riches  of  His 
creative  power  through  all  the  spaces  of  the  uni- 
verse, the  new  creation  lay  spread  before  Him  in 
all  the  freshness  of  its  young  beauty.  The  shadow 
of  His  glory  lay  upon  the  land  and  sea,  and  the 
traces  of  His  power  were  written  across  the  face 
of  heaven  in  the  sun  and  stars,  that  hung  like  lamps 
of  gold  in  the  vast  dome  that  overhangs  the  earth. 
On  the  mountain,  in  the  valley,  on  sea  and  shore, 
on  field  and  flower,  and  tree  and  flood,  was  imaged 
forth,  faintly  indeed,  yet  in  surpassing  form,  the 
beauty  of  the  God  Who  made  them  all.  Very 
fair  must  the  new  world  have  seemed  as  it  lay 
spread  in  the  freshness  of  its  beauty  before  the 
eyes  of  God.  Yet,  not  amidst  all  these  things  of 
beauty  could  He  find  and  fix  upon  the  possession 
■which    He   would   reserve    specially   for   Himself. 
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When  all  the  rest  was  done,  He  created  man,  and 
breathed  info  him  the  thing  which  of  all  the  things 
He  had  created  He  most  highly  prized,  the  human 
soul ;  just  such  a  soul  as  every  one  who  listens  to 
me  has  had  given  into  his  own  keeping.  On  othet 
things  were  traced  the  mark  of  God's  beauty  and 
God's  power,  but  on  the  human  soul,  in  addition  to 
these,  He  had  stamped  the  living  image  of  His 
very  self.  It  is  worth  your  while  to  think  of  it, 
you  especially,  who  hold  your  souls  so  cheap  as  to 
risk  their  eternal  ruin  by  mortal  sin  ;  it  is  worth 
your  while  to  think  of  it,  the  soul  you  are  doing 
your  evil  best  to  damn,  is  the  choicest  work  of  God, 
and  bears  upon  it  in  spite  of  you,  the  image  of  His 
very  self.  The  other  things  that  God  created, 
neglect  if  you  will ;  shut  your  eyes  to  the  beauty  of 
the  sunset  and  the  glory  of  the  dawn,  but  I  ask 
you,  can  you  dare,  O  creature  of  an  hour!  to  employ 
the  fleeting  moments  of  your  little  life  in  striving 
to  efface  and  to  blot  out  in  your  soul  the  image  of 
the  God  Who  made  it  ?  And  this  is  the  work  of 
him  who  commits  mortal  sin. 

Let  one  of  you,  the  very  worst  amongst  you, 
take  into  his  hands  an  image  of  Jesus  crucified, 
let  him  look  closely  on  it  and  bethink  him  of  the 
story  that  it  tells,  let  him  gaze  upon  the  outstretched 
arms,  on  the  nails  that  hold  the  tortured  body, 
and  when  he  has  filled  his  heart  with  the  sight  on 
which  he  gazes,  oh  1  my  brethren,  would  he  not 
be  struck  with  horror  at  the  suggestion  that  he 
would  take  the  image  of  his  crucified  Lord,  trample 
it  under  foot,  and,  in  an  hour  of  devilish  malice, 
beat  it  out  of  all  likeness  to  what  it  represents? 
You  would  stand  aghast  at  the  notion  of  such 
wickedness  as  this  ?  But  what  do  you  do  when 
you  commit  a  mortal  sin  ?  You  take  the  soul  that 
God  has  given  you,  you  know  there  is  upon  it 
His  living  image,  that  it  bears  the  stamp  of  His  sub- 
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limest  wisdom,  and  His  extremest  love  ;  that  it  has 
cost  the  very  life-blood  of  Jesus  to  buy  it  back 
from  hell;  and  then,  knowing  all  this,  and  com- 
mitting your  mortal  sin,  you  do  your  evil  best  to 
destroy  the  image  of  God  that  is  upon  it.  Ah  ! 
my  brethren,  the  other  things  that  God  created 
bore  within  them  the  seeds  of  decay ;  the  soul  of 
man  alone  was  immortal,  because  it  was  meant  to 
be,  for  all  eternity,  God's  very  own.  Inexpressibly 
dear  to  the  holy  Trinity  is  the  human  soul,  so 
dear,  that  each  Person  laid  claim  to  a  special  part 
in  the  accomplishment  of  its  destiny.  God  the 
Father  was  in  a  special  manner  to  create  it,  God 
the  Son,  in  a  special  manner  to  redeem  it,  God  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  a  special  manner  to  sanctity  it. 

The  Church  has  lately  been  celebrating  the 
mysteries  connected  with  the  redemption  of  the 
human  soul.  She  has  been,  as  it  were,  consecrat- 
ing the  energy  of  her  devotion  upon  the  part 
which  the  Father  and  the  Son  took  in  that  redemp- 
tion. How  the  Eternal  Father  after  creating  man, 
and  seeing  him  fall  from  grace  by  the  deliberate 
malice  of  his  perverse  will,  in  His  infinite  mercy 
sent  His  only-begotten  Son  to  remedy  this  worst 
of  evils.  How  the  Eternal  Son  taking  upon  Him 
the  form  of  man  came  down  and  dwelt  with 
sinners.  How  a  life  of  poverty  and  toil  was  ended 
by  a  death  of  ignominy  and  anguish,  and  how  by 
the  agonizing  death  of  the  Man  of  God  the  fallen 
world  was  redeemed.  How,  trampling  upon  death 
and  dominating  the  mystery  of  the  grave,  He 
proved  His  divinity  by  the  stupendous  miracle 
of  rising  Himself  from  the  dead.  These  mysteries 
the  Church  has  hitherto  been  celebrating,  and  now, 
in  to-day's  Gospel  she  brings  before  us  the  office 
which  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  third  Person  of  the 
Most  Holy  Trinity,  exercises  in  the  work  of  our 
salvation. 
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His  office  is  twofold ;  one  office  He  has  to  the 
Church  at  large,  the  other  to  the  soul  of  each  in- 
dividual amongst  us,  both  offices  strikingly  alike 
in  their  effects,  but  differing  in  this,  that  the  work 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  the  Church  is  discharged 
constantly,  infallibly,  absolutely,  in  every  age,  at 
every  time,  under  every  circumstance ;  whereas 
the  work  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  our  individual  souls, 
depends  on  our  co-operation,  and  may  be  hindered 
of  its  purpose,  and  robbed  of  its  reward,  by  the  per- 
verse malice  of  the  sinner's  will. 

It  is  my  purpose  briefly  to  explain  the  office  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  as  declared  in  this  day's  Gospel, 
both  in  its  relation  to  the  Church,  and  to  the  indi- 
vidual soul.  We  read  that  He  will  convince  the 
world  of  sin,  of  justice,  and  of  judgment.  In  this 
way :  by  enlightening  the  Church  with  the  light 
of  truth,  and  by  guiding  her  in  her  sacred  mission, 
He  establishes  in  the  midst  of  the  sinful  world 
the  kingdom  of  God,  and  thus  convicts  the  wicked 
world  that  strays  outside  its  pale,  of  the  damnable 
sin  of  its  unbelief.  B$r  setting  before  the  world 
through  the  Church's  teaching,  the  example  of 
Christ,  and  by  assisting  the  followers  of  Jesus  to 
walk  in  the  footsteps  of  their  Blessed  Master,  the 
Holy  Ghost  convinces  the  world  of  the  possibility, 
and  the  existence  of  a  sanctity  diametrically  op- 
posed to  the  pernicious  maxims  of  the  evil  world. 
Finally,  the  Holy  Ghost,  by  placing  before  men's 
minds,  by  the  teaching  of  the  Church,  the  awful 
truth  of  the  judgment  to  come,  plainly  announces 
to  the  wicked  world,  that  the  devil,  its  prince  and 
its  master,  is  already  judged  and  that  they  who, 
following  the  maxims  of  the  world,  make  them- 
selves disciples  of  Satan,  shall  in  the  last  day 
become  partakers  in  the  sentence  of  his  damn  a 
t>9n. 

But,  my  brethren,  much  more  nearly  concerning 
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ourselves  is  the  analogous  office  which  the  Holy 
Ghost  discharges  through  the  agency  of  those  who 
strive  to  save  their  souls  ;  and  each  one  of  us,  if  he 
wish  to  escape  hell,  must  be  able  to  proclaim  be- 
fore the  judgment-seat  of  God,  that  we,  too,  by  the 
aid  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  have  done  our  part  to  con- 
vince the  world  of  sin,  of  justice,  and  judgment — 
in  other  words,  that  by  being  members  of  the 
Church,  not  in  name  only,  but  in  the  reality  of  our 
practical  lives,  we  show  ourselves  to  have  no  part 
with  the  wicked  World*  that  by  imitating  our 
Blessed  Lord,  we  prove  that  we  are  His  disciples, 
and  that*  in  our  every  word  and  in  our  every  act 
we  live  as  having  constantly  before  us,  the  awful 
truth  that  we  are  one  day  to  render  an  account 
before  the  judgment-seat  of  God* 

But  first  let  us  ask,  what  is  this  ''  world/'  against 
which  it  is  the  office  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  give 
testimony  t  We  have  only  to  open  the  New  Testa- 
ment to  see  that  it  is  something  very  wicked  and 
very  dangerous. 

If  our  Blessed  Lord,  while  on  earth,  had  one 
feature  more  prominent  than  another  in  His  human 
character,  it  was  His  exceeding  meekness.  He 
would  not  break  the  bruised  reed,  the  smoking  flax 
He  would  not  quench.  There  was  a  sweetness  in 
His  voice  that  brought  tears  to  eyes  that  had  been 
unused  to  weep,  and  stirred  the  depths  of  hardened 
hearts.  Sinners  came  to  Him,  and  found  some 
nameless  charm  in  His  surpassing  sanctity ;  they 
saw  no  frown  upon  His  brow,  they  found  them- 
selves talking  to  Him  in  the  streets,  or  sitting  with 
Him  at  table,  and  before  they  well  knew  how,  they 
found  themselves  beginning  to  be  saints.  A  woman 
of  Jerusalem  whose  life  had  been  a  scandal  and  a 
shame,  came  one  day  and  laid  her  sinful  lips  upon 
His  sacred  feet,  and  to  the  surprise  of  the  cen- 
sorious Pharisee,  never  a  word  of  chiding  falls  from 
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His  sacred  lips,  which  open  but  to  pronounce  that 
her  love  was  the  measure  of  her  forgiveness.  A 
thief  and  a  murderer  hangs  beside  Him  on  the 
cross,  and  for  one  short  word  of  penitence  He 
canonizes  him  in  his  agony. 

But  there  were  times  when  even  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus  was  moved  to  indignation ;  there 
were  times  when  His  voice  had  a  sound  in  it  like 
the  trumpet  of  judgment ;  times  when  His  eye 
flashed,  and  His  words  went  home  to  their  mark 
like  arrows  of  fire.  It  was  when  he  had  occasion 
to  speak  of  the  "  world."  In  many  a  short  sharp 
sentence)  that  stands  out  in  letters  of  fire  from  the 
sacred  page  in  which  it  is  recorded,  He  denounces 
against  that  world  everlasting  woe.  Sin  He  was 
ready  to  forgive ;  not  alone  forgiveness,  but  the 
tenderest  mercy  and  the  most  abiding  love  He  had 
for  the  poor  sinner  ;  He  could  make  Magdalen  the 
companion  of  His  Immaculate  Mother,  and  seat 
the  penitent  thief  upon  a  throne  of  glory  ;  but  with 
one  thing,  even  His  all-merciful  heart  could  make 
no  terms,  and  that  one  thing  was  "  the  world." 

The  world  is  that  large  body  of  men  who  do  not 
believe  in  Jesus  Christ;  who,  even  though  be- 
lieving, will  not  be  guided  by  His  instruction,  or 
influenced  by  His  example ;  who  fill  their  hearts 
with  the  fleeting  vanities  of  this  life,  and  take  no 
thought  about  the  salvation  of  their  souls  ;  who  will 
not  deny  themselves,  take  up  their  cross  and  follow 
Jesus  ;  who  live  careless,  tepid  lives  ;  in  a  word  who 
are  affected  in  many  of  its  manifold  forms  with  the 
sin  of  worldliness,  which,  in  its  essence,  is  the 
habitual  placing  of  any  interest  in  this  life  above 
the  interest  that  is  highest  of  all,  the  salvation  of 
the  soul.  For  remember,  in  order  that  a  man 
incur  the  deadly  sin  of  worldliness,  it  is  not  neces- 
sary that  his  aims  in  life  be  actually  bad  ;  it  is  only 
necessary  that  he  prefer  them  to  the  saving  of  his 
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soul.  His  business  may  be  lawful,  his  objects  in 
life  harmless,  nay,  even  good  in  themselves,  yet  if 
in  pursuit  of  them  he  sacrifices  his  faith  or  his 
conscience,  he  takes  his  part  with  the  world,  and 
places  himself  in  a  state  of  damnation. 

With  that  portion  of  the  world  that  is  altogether 
outside  the  pale  of  the  Church,  who  openly  scoft 
at  the  precepts  of  the  Gospel,  we  have  at  present 
nothing  to  do  but  pray  for  them.  Rather  we  are 
concerned  with  the  case  of  those  who,  outwardly 
submitting  to  the  guidance  of  the  Church,  are 
nevertheless  so  entangled  in  the  snares  of  the 
world,  as  to  give  no  proof  in  their  own  lives  of  the 
working  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  They  are  the  Catho- 
lics who,  called  by  God  to  the  true  Church,  are  a 
disgrace  to  it  by  their  evil  lives,  who  are  every 
moment  trampling  on  the  gifts  which  an  all-merci- 
ful God  is  showering  upon  them.  You  know  them 
well,  my  brethren,  they  are  the  nominal  Catholics, 
the  bad  Catholics,  the  careless  Catholics.  The 
nominal  Catholic,  let  us  see  what  he  is :  save  that 
he  calls  himself  a  Catholic,  save  that  the  responsi- 
bilities of  his  baptism  are  upon  him,  that  its  stamp 
is  imprinted  upon  his  soul  so  indelibly  that  even 
the  very  fire  of  hell  will  not  efface  it,  save  for  this, 
he  might  as  well  be  a  pagan,  for  all  the  traces  of 
Christianity  he  exhibits  in  his  life.  He  calls  him- 
self a  Catholic.  Well,  go  where  real  Catholics  are 
to  be  found,  go  to  the  confessional,  or  to  the  Com- 
munion rails;  you  will  not  find  him  there.  He  may 
talk  big  about  the  Church,  he  may  pretend  to  push 
her  interests,  but  the  highest  of  all  her  interests, 
the  salvation  of  souls,  he  does  not  even  faintly  un- 
derstand. He  may  talk  about  the  Church,  but 
there  is  one  place  from  which  he  jealously  excludes 
the  influence  of  the  Church,  and  that  place  is  his 
own  soul.  He  will  sometimes  seek  to  use  the 
Church  as  far  as  she  will  let  him.     He  will  labour 
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to  identify  her  glorious  mission  with  the  poor 
objects  of  his  paltry  ambition,  and  when  the 
Church  says  to  him,  "  Go  no  further,  your  object 
may  be  good  in  itself,  might  be  very  serviceable 
if  it  were  once  attained,  but  now  it  cannot  be 
attained  without  a  mortal  sin ; "  ah,  then  the 
nominal  Catholic  will  despise  the  warning,  because 
in  his  heart  he  prefers  the  object,  or  the  success  he 
seeks,  to  his  soul's  salvation.  He  will  go  a  little 
further;  a  little  ?  Ah !  not  a  little,  for  it  is  far  enough 
to  land  him  in  hell.  Let  me  tell  you,  my  brethren, 
that  the  nominal  Catholic  has  always  been,  and  is 
at  this  day,  a  curse  to  the  Church  of  God. 

Closely  allied  to  the  nominal  Catholic  is  the  bad 
Catholic  ;  indeed,  there  does  not  seem  to  be  much 
to  choose  between  the  two.  The  bad  Catholic  be- 
lieves, but  will  not  act  upon  his  belief.  He  steeps 
himself  to  the  lips  in  sin,  he  is  a  curse  to  the  society 
around  him,  a  scandal  to  the  Church  of  God.  He 
has  some  passion,  some  favourite  vice,  and  for  the 
indulgence  of  this  he  has  given  up  his  semi,  He 
is  a  drunkard,  or  a  blasphemer,  or  a  sensualist,  or 
all  three  together,  and  worse : — he  knows,  for 
strange  as  it  may  seem  he  has  faith,  he  knows 
that  they  who  do  these  things  shall  never  see  the 
face  of  God  in  heaven,  but  what  cares  he  ?  he  will 
have  his  little  hour  of  sin  even  if  it  cost  him  the 
eternity  of  hell. 

Sometimes  the  world,  whose  slaves  these  men  are, 
pays  them  a  portion  of  the  wages  they  bargain  for. 
Though  men  who  are  drunkards  and  unchaste  do 
not  commonly  succeed  even  with  the  poor  success 
of  this  fleeting  world,  yet  sometimes  they  do,  and, 
at  any  rate,  there  are  other  sins  no  less  deadly 
that  do  not  seem  to  hinder  an  advance  in  life,  and 
accordingly  you  will  find  nominal  Catholics  and  bad 
Catholics,  sometimes  having  a  fair  share  of  worldly 
success.     Sometimes  around  such  a  man  wealth 
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grows  rapidly,  men  speak  highly  of  his  shrewd- 
ness and  his  ability ;  he  wins  honour  among  his 
fellows,  he  surrounds  himself  with  comforts,  makes 
friends  on  many  sides,  holds  his  head  high  like  the 
Pharisee,  and  wins  an  honoured  place  in  his  little 
world.  AU  the  time  he  sins  his  sin  in  secret 
where  no  eye  can  see  him,  no  eye  but  the  eye  of 
God.  He  may  carry  the  mask  to  the  very  end,  for 
the  eye  of  man  cannot  read  the  heart,  he  may  live 
his  sinful  life  and  go  down  to  hell  without  any 
one  of  his  neighbours  or  his  friends  ever  knowing 
what  a  hypocrite  he  was.  But  God  knew  it  all 
and  hated  it,  and  oh !  my  brethren,  let  not  the 
poorest  among  you,  or  the  most  miserable,  envy 
him  a  prosperity  so  dearly  bought,  a  success  that 
cost  him  his  immortal  soul ;  for,  though  his  path 
through  life  was  smooth,  though  the  lines  were 
cast  for  him  in  the  pleasant  places  of  the  world, 
the  path  led  ever  down  the  fatal  slope  that  ends  in 
hell. 

I  fain  would  hope  there  is  not  one  amongst  you 
who  deserves  the  name  of  a  mere  nominal  Catholic. 
Some  bad  Catholics  there  unfortunately  are,  men 
who  are,  and  who  know  themselves  to  be  a  scandal 
and  a  disgrace  to  the  name  they  bear  of  Christian 
and  Catholic ;  men  who  will  not  pray  because 
prayer  would  make  their  sins  unbearable,  who  will 
not  go  to  confession  because  it  would  exact  a 
change  of  life,  who  keep  themselves,  as  it  were, 
carefully  out  of  the  reach  of  God.  Ah  !  but  not  for 
ever;  one  day  His  hand  shall  be  laid  upon  them 
sore  and  heavy,  and  then  it  shall  be  a  hand  of  unre- 
lenting vengeance.  I  believe,  my  brethren,  and  I 
am  happy  to  testify  that  bad  Catholics  are  few 
amongst  you;  may  God  make  them  fewer  every 
day. 

But  I  am  afraid  there  are  many  who  would  come 
under  the   description    of    careless    Catholics;    so 
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many,  that  if  I  were  to  describe  them  as  I  know 
them,  many  a  one  here  would  be  convinced  that 
I  was  speaking  of  his  very  self.  They  are  the 
Catholics  who,  with  the  best  of  all  reasons  for  be- 
lieving in  their  proneness  to  sin,  yet  seem  to  have 
so  high  an  opinion  of  themselves  as  to  think  that 
they  can  afford  to  dispense  with  the  means  of  per- 
severance which  even  the  greatest  of  God's  saints 
cannot  afford  to  despise.  They  do  not  like  frequent 
confession;  they  make  a  hard  bargain  with  the 
Almighty  God,  and  are  bent  upon  getting  to 
heaven  on  the  lowest  possible  terms.  They  will 
go  to  confession  twice  a  year,  chiefly  because  their 
station  is  published.  But  confession  is  difficult  to 
them,  because  it  is  strange.  Sin,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  so  usual,  that  it  has  ceased  to  make  a  vivid 
impression  on  the  conscience,  and,  altogether  they 
find  it  hard,  not  to  say  impossible,  to  tell  the 
number  of  sins  they  have  been  committing  for  six 
months.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  make  a  good  con- 
fession, even  though  only  twice  a  year.  Let  us 
give  these  people  the  benefit  of  every  doubt,  let  us 
put  aside  the  uneasy  doubts  that  will  arise  about 
the  goodness  of  their  confessions,  let  us  hope,  even 
against  hope,  that  they  are  good.  What  happens 
then  ?  They  go  away,  keep  fairly  good  for  a  week 
or  a  fortnight.  If  they  had  the  good  sense  to  come 
again  to  confession  they  would  be  infallibly 
strengthened  by  the  grace  of  the  sacraments,  but 
this  they  will  not  do  ;  after  a  fortnight  or  so,  they 
go  back  to  the  occasions  of  sin,  fall  back  again, 
and  take  their  chance  whether  God  will  let  them 
live  till  their  station  comes  round  again. 

At  the  very  best  the  history  of  their  lives  is  this  : 
out  of  the  twelve  months,  they  spend  one,  or  at 
most  two,  free  from  mortal  sin.  My  brethren,  is 
this  a  life  that  exhibits  the  working  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  ?    Between  the  two  station  times  many  of 
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these  poor  people  die ;  God  will  not  always  wait 
for  their  time  ;  I  hope  they  are  not  lost,  but  ah  !  I 
do  not  know ;  and  God  forbid  that  I  should  die  so 
myself. 

My  brethren,  as  you  have  the  inestimable  privi- 
lege of  belonging  to  the  true  Church,  be  Catholics 
not  in  name  only,  but  in  deed  and  reality.  The 
great  night  of  death  is  hastening  on,  and  soon 
shall  come  the  end.  And  when  that  end  comes, 
will  it  profit  you  anything  to  have  gained  the 
whole  world,  if  you  lose  your  souls  ?  Not  by  call- 
ing yourselves  Catholics  shall  you  be  saved,  but 
by  being  good  Catholics  making  full  use  of  the 
sacraments  of  the  Church.  Says  our  divine  Lord, 
''Not  every  one  who  saith  to  me  Lord,  Lord,  shall 
enter  into  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  but  he  that  doth 
the  will  of  my  Father  who  is  in  heaven,  he  shall 
enter  into  the,.  Kingdom  of  Heaven/' 
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Gospel — John,  xv.  26 ;  xvi.  4. 

It  is  written  in  the  destiny  of  every  human  being 
that  God  will  make  to  His  creature  two  revelations 
of  Himself — one  in  this  life,  the  other  when  the 
gates  of  death  have  closed  behind  the  departed 
soul,  and  left  it  standing  with  its  works  before  the 
judgment-seat  of  God.  The  revelation  of  God  to 
the  soul  in  this  life  is  made  in  two  ways — through 
nature,  and  through  faith.  For,  if  we  look  into 
the  heart  of  man,  even  if  we  suppose  that  the  light 
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of  faith  has  never  shone  in  its  deep  recesses  of 
passion  and  of  feeling,  still  shall  we  be  able  to  see 
amid  all  the  darkness  of  passion,  and  all  the  weak- 
ness of  feeling,  that  the  hand  of  God  has  made  it, 
and  made  it  for  none  other  than  Himself.  And 
then  when  to  the  knowledge  of  man,  considered  as 
a  natural  being,  is  added  the  light  of  faith,  all  the 
mysteries  of  life  are  cleared  up,  and  we  begin  to 
see  plainly  that  we  were  made  for  God  and  for 
eternity,  and  that  being  such,  it  is  no  wonder  that 
the  things  of  earth  can  bring  no  lasting  happiness, 
and  that  sin  is  followed  by  remorse  that  is  but  the 
shadow  and  the  precursor  of  the  tortures  of  the 
damned.  So  it  is,  my  brethren,  the  human  heart 
gives  testimony  of  Him  Who  made  it ;  and  since 
our  Blessed  Lord  has  established  the  Church,  the 
Holy  Ghost  Whom  He  sent  gives  testimony  of 
Him,  and  teaches  us  with  absolute  certainty,  for 
what  we  ought  to  live  and  how  we  ought  to  die, 
and  how  prepare  for  that  inevitable  hour  when  the 
second  revelation  of  God  shall  be  made  to  us  from 
His  throne  of  judgment. 

Let  us  consider  for  a  few  moments  to-day,  the 
testimony  given  by  our  own  hearts,  and  let  us  then 
see  how  that  testimony  is  strengthened  and  ex- 
plained, by  the  testimony  which  the  Holy  Ghost 
gives  through  the  Church  of  Jesus  Crucified. 

Why  were  we  created  ? — what  is  our  most  im- 
portant concern  in  life  ? — where  is  centred  our 
highest  and  our  dearest  interest  ?  These  are  ques- 
tions that  ought  to  be  answered,  and  resolved  into 
the  guiding  principles  of  our  lives,  long  before  the 
hand  of  death  is  laid  upon  us,  and  we  call  out  in  a 
panic  of  terror  for  the  sacraments  we  have  been 
neglecting,  to  make  a  hurried  and  almost  hopeless 
preparation  for  an  eternity  of  which,  while  life 
lasted,  we  thought  so  little. 

No  one  who  has  had  any  experience  of  life  can 
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have  failed  to  be  struck,  by  the  different  estimate 
formed  of  the  same  world,  by  the  young  and  the 
old.    The  young  man,  with  his  foot  upon  the  thresh- 
old of  life,  his  eye  lit  with  the  light  of  hope,  and 
his  heart  beating  with  the  energy  of  young  blood, 
hardly  dreams  of  a  sorrow  or  a  disappointment,  in 
the  long  future  that  seems  to  lie  before  him.     He 
stretches  out  two  eager,  open  hands  to  the  world 
that   seems   so   beautiful,   and  thinks  both  hands 
shall  be  filled  with  things  that  shall  bring  happi- 
ness.    Ah !  let  him  only  wait  and  see.     He  has,  at 
any  rate  for  the  present,  a  hopeful  heart.  With  him 
to  begin  is  to  succeed  ;  he  never  dreams  of  failure, 
never   doubts   but  he  shall  win  life's  prizes,  and 
doubts  still  less  that,  if  he  win  them,  they  shall  be 
as  satisfactory  as  they  seem.    And  so,  building  his 
castles  in  the  air,  his  youth  fleets  by — a  shadow 
and  a  dream — a  shadow  which  he  cannot   grasp 
and  keep— a  dream  that  shall  be  broken  by-and- 
by.      The    years    touch   him    as   they    pass,    and 
write  the  story  of  their  passing  on  his  heart,  and 
begin  to  wake  him  up  to  the  stern  realities  that  lie 
around  him.    Painfully  he  gathers  experience;  but 
even  though  it  brings  wisdom  it  has  a  sorrow  and 
a  sadness  of  its  own.     In  the  very  vigour  of  his 
manhood  he  begins  to  find  out,  that  the  world  is 
not  at  all  the  pleasant  place  he  thought  it  once. 
When  he  was  a  boy,  he  longed  for  the  time  that  he 
should  be  "  his  own  master,"  now  that  he  is  a  man 
he  learns  that  in  this  world  no  one  is  his  own 
master,  and  that  even  the  degree  of  freedom  that 
manhood  may  have  brought,  is  very  dearly  pur- 
chased  by   the   responsibilities   that   came   along 
with  it.     Ah !  the  world  is  not  the  pleasant  place 
it  was ;  friends  are  not  so  faithful,  hearts  are  not 
SO  true;  toil  is  sterner,  pleasures  fewer  than  he 
remembers  when  he  was  a  boy.     He  thinks  the 
world  has  greatly  changed  since  then ;  but  no,  it  is 
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not  the  world  that  has  changed,  it  is  himself.  The 
years  have  passed  and  his  heart  has  grown  old, 
and  ever  as  it  grew  old,  so  it  has  grown  sad.  He 
may  have  succeeded  in  life,  but  success  is  no  such 
blessing  after  all.  He  may  have  plucked  the  fruit 
that  to  the  eye  of  young  ambition  wore  such  a 
bloom,  but  now  that  it  is  plucked,  it  turns  to  dust 
and  ashes  on  his  lips.  Then  age  creeps  on,  and 
the  eye  grows  dim,  and  the  hand  weak,  and  bodily 
infirmity  adds  itself  to  mental  disquiet,  till  the 
worn  heart  is  almost  sick  of  living  on  ;  and  when 
the  old  man  thinks  about  the  past,  his  thoughts, 
too  deep  for  words  or  tears,  are  but  the  echo  of  the 
sad  utterance  of  the  Preacher:  "  Vanity  of  vanities, 
and  all  is  vanity." 

What  does  all  this  mean  that  I  have  been  saying  ? 
It  means  that  all  this  is  God's  testimony  to  the 
human  heart  that  man  was  created  for  another  life 
than  this,  that  the  human  heart  cannot  attain  in 
this  life  the  happiness  for  which  it  was  created, 
that  the  wisdom  of  the  Omnipotent  Hand  that 
made  it,  has  poured  into  it  far-reaching  desires  that 
can  find  their  fulfilment  in  nothing  lower  or  less 
perfect  than  God  Himself. 

This,  then,  is  the  testimony  of  God  that  the  things 
of  earth  cannot  satisfy  the  heart. 

Hitherto  I  have  said  nothing  about  sin.  I  have 
been  drawing  the  picture  of  a  man  in  the  pursuit  of 
those  aims  in  life  that  are  not  necessarily  sinful. 
But  if  in  pursuit  of  these  a  man  commits  a  mortal 
sin,  then  the  voice  of  God  is  heard  again  through 
conscience,  giving  testimony  of  the  judgment  to 
come 

Suppose  that  in  the  case  of  the  young  man  I 
have  been  describing — suppose  sin  lay  in  wait  for 
his  soul,  as  it  passed  out  of  the  innocence  of  child- 
hood into  the  clear  cold  light  of  reason — suppose 
that  it  has  seized  upon  the  first  service  of  the  soul. 
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What  is  likely  to  happen  then  ?    A  youth  follows 
of  unbridled  passion  or  of  secret  sin.     Sin  is  added 
to  sin,  guilt  piled  on  guilt,  till  the  number  is  beyond 
all  counting,  save  in  the  dread  reckoning  of  the 
angel  who  records  them  in  the  Book  of  Judgment. 
Confession — the  only  thing  that  could  set  things 
right — confession  is  neglected;  perhaps  bad  con- 
fessions and   sacrilegious   communions   swell  the 
tide  of  wickedness  that  carries  the  unhappy  soul  to 
its  everlasting  place  in  hell.     And  so  youth  passes 
— hateful  to  God,  steeped  in  sin,  a  madness  and  a 
folly.     Then,  as  life  advances,  the  fire  of  passion 
dies  down,  but  the  evil  habits  are  so  deeply  rooted 
that  they  still  continue  long  after  they  have  ceased 
to  give  even  the  semblance  of  gratification.     Sin 
begins  to  lay  its  mark  on  the  body,  as  it  has  long 
since  laid  it  on  the  soul,  and  with  worn  powers  and 
exhausted  energies,  the  man  who  lowers  himself  to 
the  level  of  the  brute  cannot  attain  even  the  stolid 
contentment  of  the  brute.     Perhaps  the  needs  of 
life,  and  the  growing  responsibilities  of  which  he 
cannot  rid  himself,  make  him  seek  to  clothe  his 
advancing  life  with   that  mere  outward  decency 
that  the  world  calls  respectability.     But  within, 
his  soul  is  rotten,  and  he  has  only  exchanged  the 
vices  of  his  dead  youth,  for  the  still  more  hate- 
ful vices  that   can  cling  to  the  latest  age.     And 
xime  goes  on,  and  he  draws  nearer  to  death  and  to 
the  judgment-seat  of  God,  and  he  strives  to  forget 
the  past,  and  banish  the  bitter  memory  of  the  sins 
of  his   youth,   shuts  his  eyes  to  the   advance  of 
death,  lulls  himself  into  forgetfulness,  and,  at  some 
fatal  hour  when  he  least  expects  it,  dies,  and  is 
damned.      Ah,  yes! — only  damnation   can  result 
from  such  a  life  as  this.     It  is  certain  he  has  lost 
his  soul.     But  has  he  gained  anything  instead? 
Has  he  secured  happiness  even  in  the  short  days  of 
his  human  life  1    As  he  looks  back  from  amid  the 
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flames  of  hell,  back  upon  the  days  of  his  mortal 
life,  can  he  say:  "At  any  rate,  I  have  been  happy"? 
Ah  !  even  if  he  could  say  so,  what  a  fatal  price  he 
would  have  paid  for  a  happiness  that  fleeted  like  a 
dream!  But  a  life  of  sin  never  yet  made  anyone 
happy.  I  have  met  sinners — sinners  whom  the 
loving  mercy  of  God  brought  at  length  to  the 
tribunal  of  confession — and  I  have  asked  them, 
and  with  one  voice  they  testified  that  they  knew 
not  what  happiness  was,  while  they  continued  in  the 
madness  of  passion  and  the  unspeakable  folly  of  sin. 
They  have  tasted  remorse,  the  torture  of  the  soul, 
that  gives  the  sinner  even  on  this  side  of  the  grave 
3  foretaste  of  the  keenest  anguish  of  the  damned. 
No  ;  however  sinful  the  heart  may  be,  still  God  it 
was  who  made  it ;  and  He  has  made  it  with  such 
skill,  and  stamped  His  image  so  indelibly  upon  it, 
that,  whilst  in  revolt  against  His  law,  it  can  taste 
no  happiness,  can  enjoy  no  peace.  Now,  also,  as 
in  the  old  time,  the  devil  takes  a  man  and  shows 
him  the  world  that  lies  around  him,  and  says:  "All 
this  I  will  give  you  if  you  will  fall  down  and  adore 
me ;  reject  the  service  of  God,  and  become  my 
bond-slave/'  But  from  the  beginning  he  is  a  liar, 
and  they  who  enter  his  unholy  service  find  that 
they  have  not  made  the  best  even  of  this  poor 
world,  and  have  lost  their  souls  beyond  hope  of 
redemption  for  all  eternity. 

This,  my  brethren,  is  the  testimony  of  God  in 
our  own  hearts,  that  the  only  happiness  that  will 
satisfy  the  heart  is  the  possession  of  God,  and  that 
even  in  this  life  there  is  no  peace  for  the  wicked. 
This  much  knowledge  reason  itself  offers  to  every 
human  being,  and  it  is  to  this  knowledge  St.  John 
alludes,  when  he  speaks  in  the  sublime  beginning 
of  his  Gospel  of  "The  Light  that  enlighteneth  every 
man  who  cometh  into  the  world." 

But  it  was  plain  that  this  much  knowledge,  great 
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and  universal  though  it  was,  yet  was  by  no  means 
sufficient  to  answer  even  the  questions  which  itself 
suggested.  Men  and  generations  might  unite  in 
sad  testimony  to  the  fact,  that  perfect  happiness 
could  not  be  found  on  earth,  without  discovering 
the  direction  in  which  it  should  be  sought,  and  the 
means  by  which  it  could  be  acquired ;  and  they 
might,  as  in  matter  of  fact  they  did,  groan  beneath 
the  intolerable  burden  of  sin,  without  being  able  to 
find  any  means  to  lift  the  burden  from  the  human 
heart.  Then — to  explain  all,  to  clear  up  the  mystery, 
to  point  out  the  end,  and  to  supply  the  means — 
Jesus  came:  "The  Word  was  made  flesh,  and  dwelt 
amongst  us." 

He  came  to  redeem  us.  Now,  in  the  fact  of  re- 
demption— of  our  need  for  it,  of  the  means  by  which 
it  was  secured,  and  of  the  means  by  which  it  is 
applied  to  us — in  this  is  supplied  to  us  knowledge 
necessary  to  know  and  to  attain  the  end  for  which 
God  has  created  us.  For,  the  meaning  of  Redemp- 
tion is  this — man  was  created  originally  in  the  state 
of  grace,  destined  for  no  other  end  than  the  eternal 
enjoyment  of  God  Himself.  To  secure  the  attain- 
ment of  that  last  end,  it  was  only  necessary  to 
preserve  the  grace  that  God  had  freely  given  him  ; 
and  to  preserve  this,  he  had  only  to  obey  the  com- 
mand of  God,  and  thus  keep  free  from  mortal  sin. 
This,  however,  the  first  human  pair  failed  to  do ; 
they  transgressed  the  Divine  command,  fell  into 
mortal  sin,  and  lost  for  themselves  and  their 
posterity  the  original  grace  with  which  they  had 
been  gifted.  They  lost  the  grace,  but  the  end  of 
their  creation  still  remained  the  same,  and  their 
position  was  this  unhappy  one.  By  the  law  of 
their  being,  by  the  very  nature  of  their  existence, 
their  only  real  happiness  could  be  in  the  possession 
of  God,  in  the  enjoyment  of  heaven  ;  and  from  that 
God  of  sanctity,  from  that  heaven  of  enjoyment, 
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they  were  debarred  by  mortal  sin.  Do  you  not  see 
now,  how  the  things  of  earth  cannot  make  us  happy 
Because  God  intended — and,  being  God,  created  us 
in  accordance  with  the  intention — that  our  happi- 
ness could  not  be  secured  by  the  things  of  earth. 
Again,  do  you  not  see  why  there  is  no  peace  for 
the  wicked  ?  Because  in  the  design  of  God  mortal 
sin  is  the  one  great  enemy  of  the  human  heart. 

Who,  then,  could  atone  for  sin,  and  thus  open  a 
way  to  man,  to  attain  the  everlasting  happiness  for 
which  he  was  destined  ?  Only  a  God  could  make 
atonement  to  God;  and,  accordingly,  in  His  infinite 
mercy,  the  Second  Person  of  the  Adorable  Trinity 
took  upon  Himself  our  human  nature,  appeared  in 
the  world  under  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  made 
atonement  for  our  Sins  by  dying  upon  the  Cross, 
and,  when  the  great  work  of  our  redemption  was 
accomplished,  rose  from  the  dead,  ascended  into 
heaven,  and  sitteth  now  at  the  right  hand  of  God, 
the  Father  Almighty. 

But  before  our  Lord  ascended  to  heaven  He 
promised  to  send  the  Holy  Ghost ;  and  at  the 
appointed  time  the  Holy  Ghost  came  down,  and 
from  that  hour  to  this,  bears  testimony  of  Jesus 
through  the  Church,  puts  before  men,  through  the 
Church's  teaching,  the  end  for  which  they  have 
been  created,  and  supplies  them,  through  the 
Church's  sacraments,  with  the  infallible  means 
whereby  they  may  attain  it.  This  is  the  work  of 
the  Church  of  God — a  work  in  which  the  Holy 
Ghost  shall  assist  her  to  the  end  of  time — to  pro- 
claim before  a  sinful  and  a  deluded  world,  that  the 
one  great  business  of  man  is  to  save  his  soul. 

Other  things  may,  and  do  occupy  and  engross 
the  attention  of  men.  Kingdoms  and  thrones  rise 
with  acclamation,  and  fall  with  a  crash  that  shakes 
the  world;  social  and  political  questions  engage 
the  minds  and  excite  the  passionate   interest  of 
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nations  and  men ;  yet  what  is  it  all  to  you,  com- 
pared with  the  salvation  of  your  soul  ?  Never  yet 
has  been,  and  never  in  your  whole  lifetime  shall 
he,  any  political  or  other  question  on  the  settlement 
of  which  so  much  depends  for  you  as  depends  on 
one  good  confession. 

The  testimony  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  your  own 
heart,  confirming  the  testimony  given  by  that 
heart  itself,  is  briefly  this  ;  that  you  were  made  for 
God,  and  that  nothing  lower  or  less  perfect  can 
make  you  happy,  that  the  things  of  earth  can 
bring  no  lasting  peace,  that  surely  and  soon,  sin 
becomes  its  own  most  bitter  punishment,  testifying 
in  a  word  the  unanswerable  force  of  the  question 
which  our  Blessed  Lord,  His  Church,  your  own 
experience,  the  remorse  that  tortures  the  guilty 
conscience,  that  all  these  thunder  in  the  ear  of  the 
worldling  and  the  sinner — "  What  doth  it  profit  a 
man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world  and  suffer  the  loss 
of  his  own  soul?" 

Ah  ! — what  doth  it  profit  ?  Youth  will  pass  with 
its  fever  of  unrest,  manhood  will  succeed  to  the 
sad  inheritance  of  the  baffled  hopes  and  blighted 
promises  of  youth,  age  will  come  with  its  sorrow 
and  the  sickness  of  the  heart  that  goes  before 
death,  death  itself  shall  come — oh  !  so  surely — and 
then  ?  You  may  have  succeeded  in  life— have  won 
wrealth,  enjoyment,  honour — ah !  but  if  your  soul 
be  lost,  what  shall  all  these  things  have  profited  ? 

You,  my  brethren,  live  a  narrow  life ;  the  objects 
of  your  ambition  cannot  be  very  high ;  your  oppor- 
tunities of  enjoyment  are  limited ;  even  if  you 
succeeded  to  the  utmost  of  your  hope  ,  the  success 
of  the  highest  amongst  you,  weighed  in  other 
balances,  would  not  be  very  great — do  you  think 
would  it  be  so  great  as  to  be  worth  the  fearful  price 
of  your  soul's  damnation  ? 

The  great  majority  of  a  congregation  like  this 
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must  consist  of  persons  to  whom  life  is  hard.  Let 
me  say  a  word  to  them.  Your  hands  are  hard  with 
toil,  your  brows  are  burned  by  the  summer  sun, 
and  chilled  with  the  winter  blast ;  your  days  are 
days  of  toil,  your  hearts  are  often  sore  with  sorrow. 
Oh !  my  brethren,  when  the  hard,  toil-roughened 
hands  lie  motionless  in  the  coffin  beside  you,  when 
your  weary  hearts  are  stilled  in  death  when  that 
hard  life  of  yours  is  ended — a  life  thai  had  so  few 
enjoyments  and  so  many  privations — oh !  would  it 
not  be  sad  enough  for  angels'  tears  that  your  souls 
were  lost,  and  lost,  as  souls  are  lost,  for  the  want  of 
one  good  confession  ? 
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"  They  shall  put  you  out  of  the  synagogues,  yea,  the  hour  cometh 
when  whosoever  kills  you  will  deem  he  doth  a  service  to  God.' 

The  last  Sunday  I  spoke  to  you,  my  brethren,  I 
endeavoured  to  put  before  you  the  peculiar  mode 
which  Jesus  Christ  took  to  establish  upon  earth, 
that  empire  of  His  Church  which  equals  space  in 
its  extension,  and  conquers  time  by  its  imperish- 
able stability.  We  saw  in  the  gospel  of  that  day, 
how  He  taught  the  world,  not  as  men  teach  it — 
but  by  establishing  a  living  body  of  teachers, 
speaking  everywhere  with  one  voice,  and  bound 
together  by  their  unbroken  union  with  the  suc- 
cessor of  St.  Peter,  the  Vicar  of  Christ.  How  He 
took  His  apostles,  not  from  the  thinkers  of  the 
world,  but  from  the  workers,  in  order  that  having 
a  special   sympathy  with  the  class  from    which 
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they  sprang,  a  class  that  must  always  constitute 
the  great  bulk  of  the  human  race,  they  might  go 
with  God's  truth  upon  their  lips,  and  God's  sacra- 
ments in  their  hands  amongst  the  hard-handed 
toilers  of  the  world,  might  stand  beside  them  and 
win  their  weary  hearts  to  look  up  from  the  furrow 
in  which  they  dug-,  and  the  fields  to  which  their 
brows  were  bent,  to  the  heaven  that  stretches  above 
them,  behind  wiiich,  God  the  Almighty  Father 
looks  down  upon  their  toil  and  blesses  it,  and 
where  Jesus  Christ  Who  loved  them  even  unto 
death  sits  throned  in  heaven's  glory  at  God's  right 
hand.  We  saw,  too,  how  the  living  Church  follows 
them  from  their  work  to  the  abodes  of  their  poverty 
and  blessed  them,  how  it  opens  to  them  the  riches 
of  God,  and  pours  them,  in  fullest  measure,  into 
the  bosom  of  the  people ;  and  how  all  men,  but 
especially  the  poor,  must  look  to  the  Church  of 
God  for  the  only  real  consolation  that  this  world 
can  afford.  And,  in  reviewing  all  this,  we  had 
occasion  to  dwell  particularly  on  the  contrast 
which  our  Blessed  Lord  presents  to  all  others  who, 
before  His  time,  or  since,  have  set  themselves  up  as 
teachers  of  men. 

To-day,  my  brethren,  the  Gospel  which  I  have  read 
for  you  carries  us  still  further,  in  the  same  direction. 

When  other  teachers  sought  to  impress  their 
opinions,  and  their  doctrines  upon  men,  they  pro- 
ceeded thus :  they  set  out  by  declaring  that  these 
opinions  and  these  doctrines  would  lead  to  wealth, 
and  honour,  and  the  esteem  of  men,  and  all 
manner  of  temporal  prosperity.  Not  so,  emphati- 
cally I  say  it,  not  so,  did  Jesus  Christ.  My  brethren, 
as  a  mere  historical  fact  it  is  the  most  marvellous 
thing  that  history  has  recorded,  that  Jesus  Christ 
who  aimed  at  subjecting  to  His  authority,  not  the 
people  of  this  nation  or  of  that,  not  the  men  of 
this   age   or   that,   but   the    men    of  every  nation 
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and  of  all  times,  that  He  "Who  aimed  at  this, 
and  "Who  has  succeeded  in  effecting  His  purpose, 
had  nothing  to  promise  to  His  followers  upon 
earth,  but  this,  sufferings,  persecution,  death. 
"If  any  man  will  be  my  disciple,  let  him  deny  him- 
self, take  up  his  cross,  and  follow  Me."  And  here 
in  this  day's  Gospel  we  have  from  his  own  sacred 
lips  the  prophetic  declaration  that  those  who  follow 
him  most  faithfully,  will  have  as  their  peculiar 
mark,  their  special  crown,  the  hatred  of  the  world. 
Ah  I  surely,  my  brethren,  there  must  be  something 
higher,  something  nobler,  something  that  appeals 
more  strongly  even  to  weak  human  nature  than 
any  prize  the  world  can  offer.  Yes,  there  is  some- 
thing, and  it  is,  the  peace  of  God,  the  friendship  of 
Jesus  Christ. 

But  seeing  that  our  Lord  has  uttered  this  pro- 
phecy, is  it  any  wonder  that  the  Church  of  God 
should  be  persecuted,  since  persecution  is  her 
crown  ?  Need  it  scandalize  any  one  that  scenes 
should  be  permitted  such  as  even  now  are  sadden- 
ing the  hearts  that  love  the  Church,  and  long  for  the 
justice  of  God  ?  If  men,  everywhere,  through  lands 
that  owe  their  civilisation  to  the  Church ;  that  in 
olden  days  sate  at  her  feet,  as  at  the  feet  of  a 
mother,  and  learned  there  the  lessons  that  made 
them  great,  and  their  history  glorious ;  if  men, 
with  such  a  past  behind  them,  have  banded  to- 
gether to  strike  at  the  very  heart  of  their  mother, 
if  they  have  lifted  their  impious  hands  against  the 
august  person  of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ,  is  there 
in  all  this,  I  ask,  any  reason  why  we  Catholics 
should  hang  our  heads  in  shame  or  in  dismay, 
when  long,  long  ago  our  Lord  Himself  propheti- 
cally told  us  that  such  things  should  be?  No; 
never  is  the  Church  more  surely  the  Church  of 
Christ  than  when  she  is  sorely  stricken,  even  as 
He  Himself  was  stricken  once;  and  never  is  Christ's 
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Vicar  more  easily  recognised  as  the  representative 
of  Him,  than  when  he  comes  before  the  world 
crowned  with  a  crown  of  thorns,  like  that  which 
Christ,  his  Master,  bore  upon  His  bleeding  brow. 

Nor  do  I  think  that  there  is  any  country  under 
heaven,  to  the  heart  of  which  this  passage  of  the 
Gospel  will  strike  deeper  home,  than  this  land  of 
ours,  that  can  kneel  at  the  feet  of  God,  and  offer  to 
Him  the  chalice  of  a  persecution  more  intense  and 
more  protracted  than  has  ever  yet  been  suffered  by 
a  Christian  land.  Do  you  want  to  know  the  history 
of  Ireland  ?  Well,  Jesus  Christ  Himself  has  pro- 
phetically told  it  in  this  passage  of  the  Gospel: 
"  They  will  put  you  out  of  their  synagogues ;  yea, 
the  hour  cometh  that  whosoever  killeth  you  will 
think  that  he  doth  a  service  to  God."  There  is 
Ireland's  history. 

Go  into  other  lands  which  the  world  deems  more 
favoured ;  you  will  hear  the  ring  of  a  thousand 
hammers,  you  will  see  the  smoke  of  a  thousand 
factories,  you  will  witness  on  every  side  tokens  of 
unbounded  and  ever-increasing  wealth,  you  will 
see  a  free  people  using  their  freedom  in  the  service 
of  the  world — aye,  and  of  the  flesh  and  the  devil. 
Come  into  Ireland  :  well,  you  will  find  a  people  who 
have  but  just  awakened  from  a  sleep  of  slavery  like 
the  sleep  of  death.  Their  hands  have  felt  the  chain 
so  long  that  its  very  memory  seems  to  bind  them 
still.  You  will  find  a  land  whose  glory  is  in  the 
graves  of  those  who  died  for  the  faith  they  handed 
down  to  us.  You  will  come  across  ruins  rich  with 
memories  of  a  race  that  knew  how  to  die  for  God. 
You  will  come  upon  lonely  mountain  passes  and 
hidden  glens,  of  which  tradition  tells,  that  there  a 
persecuted  people  fled  with  their  priests,  and  left 
their  houses  to  burn,  and  their  lands  to  pass  to 
alien  hands,  and  carried  into  the  wilderness  their 
holy  faith,  and  the  altar  of  their  God.     Yes ;  the 
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time  came,  as  Jesus  said  it  would,  when  the  men 
who  slew  them  deemed  that  they  did  a  service  to 
God.  "They  shall  put  you  out."  Yes;  that,  too,  has 
Ireland  seen — that,  too,  has  suffered.  In  her  history 
there  was  a  chapter  of  death,  and  to  that  was  added 
a  chapter  of  exile. 

The  Irish  emigrant  turned  with  tear- dimmed  eye 
and  aching  heart  from  the  homestead  of  his  fathers; 
and  then  God  gave  to  these  poor  outcast  Irish 
exiles,  whom  tyranny  first  smote  and  then  despised, 
a  mission  like  the  mission  of  the  Apostles  of  Christ. 
They  went ;  they  turned  their  backs  for  ever  to  the 
land  that  held  their  fathers'  graves;  they  sailed 
towards  the  sunset,  away  from  the  grasp  of  tyranny 
and  the  insolence  of  oppression,  but  they  bore  with 
them  the  Cross  of  Christ,  and,  spreading  in  their 
thousands,  through  the  solitudes  of  an  unpeopled 
land,  they  built  in  another  hemisphere  the  altar  of 
their  God.  And  to-day,  beyond  the  western  wave, 
*«  rising — nay,  has  risen — in  a  new  land,  and  on  a 
free  soil,  a  new,  free  Ireland.  And  it  has  been 
given  to  these  Irish  exiles  to  bear  in  their  generous 
hands,  and  in  their  faithful  hearts,  the  destiny  of 
the  American  Church. 

And  at  home — what  has  persecution  done  ?  Just 
this.  It  has  graven  deeper  on  the  nation's  heart 
the  lessons  of  the  Gospel  of  Christ.  It  has  done 
just  this.  As  it  sent  another  Ireland  to  raise 
beyond  the  western  wave  the  banner  of  the  Cross, 
as  it  has  sent  an  Irish  race  to  write  upon  the  virgin 
soil  of  a  new  world  another  glorious  chapter  in  the 
long  history  of  the  Church  of  God,  so  it  has  done 
more  than  this — it  has  peopled  heaven  with  Irish 
martyrs  and  with  Irish  saints.  It  has  sent  an  Irish 
race  beyond  the  world,  beyond  the  stars,  to  sit 
about  the  feet  of  God,  to  look  down  lovingly  upon 
the  land  where  they  bore  the  Cross  and  won  the 
crown,  and  to  pour  forth  their  prayers  that  God 
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may  keep  the  Holy  Catholic  Faith  fast  rooted  in 
the  Irish  heart.  And,  thank  God,  their  prayers 
have  been  heard.  Ireland  may  have  had  to  stand 
aside  and  let  the  prizes  of  the  world  go  by,  but 
Ireland  has  still  one  jewel  shining  in  her  crown, 
that  makes  it,  crown  of  thorns  though  it  be,  the 
noblest  crown  that  God  and  history  have  ever 
bound  about  a  nation's  brow — the  jewel  of  un- 
shaken fidelity  to  the  Church  of  God. 

Ah,  poor  Ireland !  Man  has  dealt  hardly  with 
you ;  history  has  examined  you,  and  found  little  to 
record  but  tears  and  blood ;  but  God  has  dealt  with 
you  well — angels  have  gathered  up  your  blood  and 
your  tears,  and  have  offered  them  to  heaven  ;  your 
history  has  been  written,  not  in  books  that  perish, 
but  in  the  eternal  memory  of  God  Himself. 

To  me,  my  brethren,  this  sometimes  happens. 
I  take  up  the  English  newspaper,  the  Times,  and 
it  brings  the  busy  world  before  me  at  a  glance. 
Every  interest  that  the  world  prizes  has  its  record 
there.  The  business  of  men,  and  their  politics,  and 
their  pleasures,  and  their  crimes — you  may  read 
about  them  all.  The  page  is  thickly  sown  with 
names  that  men  call  great — kings,  princes,  states- 
men, orators,  all  have  their  place  in  this  wonderful 
record,  which  every  day  brings  forth  afresh,  of  the 
greatness  of  tfie  English  nation  and  the  English 
race.  And  there,  too,  I  read  many  a  thing  that 
makes  sad  the  heart  of  a  Catholic,  and  many  a 
thing  that  makes  blood  boil  in  Irish  veins.  And 
then,  with  this  picture  of  England  before  me,  I  am 
summoned  to  attend  a  sick  call.  Ah  !  then  I  pass 
into  what  might  seem  another  world.  A  cabin  by 
the  wayside,  with  squalid  walls,  where  poverty 
struggled  to  make  itself  a  home — and  there,  sum- 
moned from  the  almost  thankless  labour  of  a  life- 
time, an  Irish  peasant  has  lain  down  to  die.  He  has 
never  heard  even  the  names  of  those  whom  men 
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call  famous ;  poets  may  have  sung,  statesmen  ruled, 
parties  had  their  varying  fortune,  but  of  all  this  he 
knows  absolutely  nothing.     Judged  by  any  of  the 
world's  standards,  his  life  has  been  an  utter  failure. 
He  never  cultivated  his  mind — how  could  he  ? — 
from   early   morning   to   the   quiet   night,  all   his 
life  long,  he  had  to  earn  his  bread  by  the  sweat  of 
his  brow.     He  has  amassed  no  wealth — how  could 
he  ? — scarcely  could  he  keep  body  and  soul  together 
by  the  scanty  pittance  which   his   toil   obtained. 
Bring  the  world  of  the  newspaper  to  look  at  him, 
as  he  lies  dying,   and  that   world  will   say   that, 
measured  by  any  standard  with  which  it   is   ac- 
quainted, his  life  has  been  a  failure.    A  failure !  — has 
it? — let  us  see.     He  knew  little  about  kings,  but 
he  was  a  Catholic,  and  he  knew  Jesus  Christ ;  he 
knew  little  about  the  world's  doings,  but  he  was 
familiar  with  the  Church  of  God ;  he  had  none  of 
the  world's  riches,  but  the  Church  had  poured  out 
upon  his  life  the  riches  of  the  sacraments,  and  the 
priceless   treasure  of  God's  friendship  and  God's 
love.     The  Church  had  done  for  him  the  special 
and  the  most  sacred  work  which  Jesus  had  given  it 
to  do — it  had  preached  the  Gospel  to  the  poor;  and 
he  was  poor ;  and  he  had  always  snatched  an  in- 
terval from  his  toil  to  go  to  the  tribunal  of  confes- 
sion ;  and  he  had  felt  it  the  joy  of  his  life  to  kneel 
before  the  altar  and   receive   into   his   heart   the 
Christ  Who  loved  him  unto  death.     He  bore  the 
cross  of  his  poverty  because  he  knew  that  it  was 
the  first,  and  the  life-long  cross  which  Jesus  selected 
for  Himself.     And  now  he  has  come  to  die,  and 
the  Church  has  sent  her  priest,  and  has  placed  in 
his  hands  Jesus  Christ  Himself,  to  rest  in  his  faint- 
ing heart,  and  teach  it,  as  none  but  He  could  teach 
it,  how  to  die. 

Ah !  my  brethren,  they  may  talk  about  success, 
they  may  talk  about  temporal  prosperity,  they  may 


*48  SERMONS. 

talk  about  political  freedom,  they  may  talk  about 
the  thousand  things  that  make  men  great  and 
nations  glorious,  but  I,  standing  by  a  deathbed 
such  as  that,  feel  in  my  heart  of  hearts  that  there 
is  no  blessing  which  even  God  could  bestow  upon 
a  land  that  can  compare  for  a  moment  with  the 
sacred  faith,  that  makes  such  deathbeds  common 
in  the  experience  of  an  Irish  priest. 
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M  And  when  the  days  of  Pentecost  were  accomplished,  they  were 
all  together  in  one  place.  And  suddenly  there  came  a  sound  from 
Heaven  as  of  a  mighty  wind  coming,  and  it  filled  the  whole  house 
where  they  were  sitting.  And  there  appeared  to  them  parted 
tongues  as  it  were  of  fire,  and  it  sat  upon  every  one  of  them.  And 
they  were  all  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost." — Acts,  ii. 

When  we  look  abroad  upon  a  mighty  kingdom 
that  rules  from  sea  to  sea,  when  we  behold  on  every 
side  evidences  of  its  greatness  and  stability,  when 
we  contemplate  the  wisdom  of  its  institutions  and 
the  happiness  of  its  people,  when  we  find  that 
genius,  and  learning,  and  taste — the  wealth  of 
human  intellect  and  the  poetry  of  human  feeling — 
have  all  been  lavished  to  build  up,  and  to  adorn, 
and  to  make  as  nearly  perfect  as  the  work  of 
human  hands  can  be,  the  vast  fabric  of  its  great- 
ness, we  find  rising  within  us  a  desire  to  trace  it 
back  to  the  remote  antiquity  of  its  origin.  We 
would  fain  make,  as  it  were,  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
cradle  of  a  race  that  has  carved  out  for  itself  such 
a  destiny  as  this.    We  would  trace  back  to  its  first 
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faint  source,  the  river  of  national  life  that  has  rolled 
so  grandly  through  the  centuries,  and  worn  for 
itself  so  deep  and  broad  a  channel  in  the  course  of 
human  history.  We  would  fain  behold  the  institu- 
tions in  their  germ,  that  have  since  expanded  into 
a  growth  so  magnificent  and  so  beautiful.  But 
how  much  more  will  this  instinct  find  to  awaken  its 
energy,  in  the  spectacle  of  such  a  mighty  kingdom 
as  the  Church  of  God,  of  which  we,  by  God's  grace, 
are  members,  and  whose  long  glories  are  our  very 
own  ?  For  never  yet  was  seen  on  earth  a  kingdom 
such  as  this ;  never  was  wisdom  so  perfect,  sway 
so  boundless,  stability  so  absolutely  secure.  And 
it  is  our  happy  privilege  to-day,  guided  by  the 
liturgy  of  the  Church,  to  go  back  to  what  we  may 
well  call  the  inauguration  of  her  power  on  the  day 
of  Pentecost. 

Our  Blessed  Lord  had  appeared  to  His  disciples 
after  His  resurrection,  and  had  discoursed  with 
them  about  the  Kingdom  of  God — the  Church 
which  He  had  purchased  by  His  blood.  In  those 
mysterious  walks  by  the  Sea  of  Tiberias  He  had 
delivered  to  them,  so  to  speak,  the  constitution  of 
His  newly- established  kingdom,  and  had  com- 
missioned them  to  preach  the  Gospel  "to  every 
creature." 

But  when  forty  days  had  come  and  gone,  He 
went  up,  and  the  heavens  opened,  and  the  clouds 
closed  over  the  glory  of  His  passing,  and  they  that 
loved  Him,  saw  Him  no  more.  They  were  left 
alone,  left  to  recall  half  sadly  the  features  of  that 
glorious  face,  and  to  feed  upon  the  memory  of  that 
tender  heart.  They  were  left,  so  to  speak,  desolate 
upon  the  dreary  world,  and  it  is  no  wonder  they 
stood,  as  we  read  in  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles, 
"looking  up  to  heaven,"  as  realising  sadly,  that 
earth  could  never  be  a  home  to  them  again,  now 
that  it  was  no  longer  gladdened  by  His  divine 
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beauty.  Desolate  they  stood,  and  yet  not  desolate, 
for  He  had  left  them  a  sacred  promise.  He  had 
told  them  in  words  which  He  had  repeated  more 
than  once,  on  which  He  had  insisted  with  loving 
emphasis :  n  It  is  expedient  for  you  that  I  go,  for  if 
I  do  not  go  the  Paraclete  will  not  come  to  you. 
But  if  I  go,  I  will  send  Him  to  you.  And  He, 
being  come,  will  teach  you  all  truth." 

The  Apostles  went  back  to  Jerusalem  to  await 
the  fulfilment  of  the  promise.  They  were  men  on 
whom  had  been  imposed  a  task  before  which  the 
boldest  spirit  might  have  quailed,  the  loftiest  genius 
shrunk  abashed,  for  it  was  no  less  a  task  than  the 
conquest  of  a  world.  Their  mission  was  "to  every 
creature,"  the  limit  of  their  labours,  the  bounds  of 
the  habitable  world.  And,  in  truth,  they  were  not 
men  of  bold  spirit,  or  keen  intellect,  or  lofty  genius. 
They  were  without  learning,  without  power,  without 
influence.  They  had  been  taken  from  the  lowest 
ranks  of  society ;  and  there  is  nothing  to  lead  us 
to  suppose  that  they  had  not  much  of  the  ignorance, 
much  of  the  prejudice,  much  of  the  narrowness  of 
mind  that  was  common  in  the  class  from  which 
they  sprang.  How  were  such  men  as  these  to  wii 
over  a  luxurious  and  vicious  world,  to  a  religion 
that  makes  the  daily  carrying  of  the  Cross  its  in- 
dispensable condition  ?  Humanly  speaking,  they 
were  not  fitted ;  but  He  Who  needs  no  instruments 
can  make  use  even  of  the  weakest  to  effect  His 
purpose.  He  gave  His  Apostles  a  mission,  and 
He  equipped  them  for  the  warfare,  not  with  the 
weapons  which  human  prudence  might  have 
deemed  essential,  but  by  a  personal  communica«- 
tiOn  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

From  that  "upper  room"  in  Jerusalem  a  power 
Went  forth,  such  as  earth  had  never  seen  before.  The 
Church  went  onward  through  the  world,  conquering 
and  to  conquer,  with  a  footstep  like  the  tramp  of 
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armies,  and  a  success  that  could  come  only  from 
the  God  of  Battles.  A  spirit  of  life  breathed  upon 
the  corruption  of  pagan  society,  and  voices  from 
the  catacombs  penetrated  the  chambers  of  pagan 
palaces.  In  time  she  came  forth  from  those  recesses 
where,  in  days  of  peril,  her  children  had  found  at 
once  a  home,  a  temple,  and  a  grave,  and  she  saw 
the  rulers  of  haughty  Rome  fling  down  their 
diadems  in  the  dust  before  the  shrines  of  her 
martyred  saints.  She  took  the  rude  barbarians 
who  were  laying  Europe  desolate,  and  she  moulded 
them  into  a  Christian  people,  with  a  strong  hand 
and  a  determined  purpose.  She  has  seen  centuries 
pass  by,  and  yet  she  grows  not  old ;  she  has  seen 
kingdoms  rise,  and  rule,  and  perish,  and  yet  she 
has  not  failed  ;  her  footsteps  hath  passed  on 
every  land,  her  influence  on  every  people,  and 
to-day  the  voice  of  an  old  man,  the  successor 
of  St.  Peter,  whose  throne  is  raised  above  the 
dust  of  saints,  can  speak  with  irresistible  and 
unresisted  authority  to  the  hearts  and  consciences 
of  multitudes. 

Our  first  duty  on  a  festival  like  this,  is  to  unite 
with  the  Church  in  giving  glory  to  God,  for  the 
great  things  He  has  done  in  favour  of  His  Church, 
in  the  wonderful  mystery  we  celebrate  to-day.  But 
if  we  would  celebrate  it  worthily,  we  must  do  more 
than  this. 

The  Church,  when  she  proclaims  a  festival,  when 
she  sends  forth  through  all  her  wide  domains  a 
mandate  to  her  children  to  rejoice  in  her  joy,  which 
is  their  own — when  she  lights  her  lights  and  burns 
her  incense,  and  puts  forth  the  resources  of  her 
magnificent  ritual — the  Church  has  it  in  purpose 
that  we,  her  children,  should  do  something  more 
than  fill  our  eye,  and  please  our  fancy,  and  gratify 
our  taste,  be  something  more  than  mere  lookers 
on  at  a  gorgeous  pageant,  or  even  than  grateful 
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admirers  of  the  glory  of  the  past.  There  is  ever  in 
the  festivals  she  proposes  a  something,  a  lesson, 
a  suggestion,  an  example,  which  has  a  personal 
concern  for  ourselves,  and  bears  upon  the  needful 
business  of  our  own  spiritual  life.  Let  us  see  what, 
in  the  present  instance,  the  lesson  is. 

The  great  and  special  favours  which  God  has 
bestowed  upon  His  Church  find,  so  to  speak,  their 
counterparts  in  His  dealing  with  the  individual 
soul.  As  the  mission  of  the  Holy  Ghost  was  to  the 
Church,  so  to  each  of  us  individually,  the  same  Holy 
Spirit  has  a  mission  also. 

We  remark  here  two  things  of  His  coming — 
first,  He  came  to  teach  all  truth ;  second,  since  the 
Church  was  to  be  for  all  ages,  He  is  to  remain  with 
her  for  ever. 

Turning  now  to  our  individual  selves — the  Holy 
Ghost  is  our  teacher :  He  enlightens  our  intellect, 
strengthens  our  will,  discloses  to  us  the  order  of 
God's  law,  and  the  freedom  of  God's  service — gives 
us  the  grace  to  make  our  knowledge  profit  us  to 
works  of  sanctification,  and  enables  us  to  persevere 
to  the  end.  Our  duty  plainly  is:  (i)  to  prepare 
our  hearts  for  His  coming ;  (2)  to  receive  with 
docility,  and  carry  out  with  fidelity,  the  lessons 
He  imparts  to  us  by  His  inspirations,  and  (3)  to 
persevere  to  the  end. 

(1.)  First,  then,  this  preparation — how  shall  it  be 
made  ?  "  They  went  up  into  an  upper  room,  and 
all  these  were  persevering  in  one  mind,  in  prayer." 
So  did  the  Apostles  ;  and  if  we  wish  to  receive  the 
Holy  Ghost  we  must  prepare  our  hearts  by  retire- 
ment and  prayer.  "  I  will  lead  her,"  said  the  Holy 
Ghost,  "into  solitude,  and  there  I  will  speak  to  her 
heart."  Now,  by  retirement  I  do  not  mean  mere 
physical  withdrawal  from  the  resorts  of  men.  It  is 
unfortunately  too  true  that  we  may  bring  with  us  a 
world  of  worldly  thoughts  even  into  the  s-olitude 
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of  a  cloister.  I  mean,  rather,  that  withdrawal  of 
the  thoughts  and  the  affections  from  the  things 
of  earth,  which  results  in  that  spirit  of  recollec- 
tion which  we  may  call  the  silence  of  the  heart. 
Even  in  the  material  world,  as  if  God  wished  to 
give  us  a  constant  lesson,  silence  usually  attends 
upon,  as  it  were,  the  condition  of  the  most  per- 
fect power.  What  rules  so  widely  as  the  light, 
and  yet,  what  ever  comes  so  quietly  as  the  silent 
footsteps  of  the  dawn  ?  The  trees  grow,  the 
flowers  bloom,  the  stars  move  on  through  heaven, 
the  forces  of  nature  do  their  appointed  tasks,  and 
all  in  silence. 

And  so  it  is,  too,  in  the  spiritual  world.  In 
the  sanctification  of  a  soul,  which  is  a  far  greater 
work  than  the  creation  of  a  world,  the  Holy 
Ghost  seems  to  demand  silence  and  recollection 
as  the  indispensable  conditions  of  His  operation. 
And  from  silence  and  recollection  springs,  neces- 
sarily, prayer.  Prayer,  that  reaches  from  earth  to 
heaven,  and  places  at  the  disposal  of  the  weak 
whisper  of  a  sinner's  heart  the  very  omnipotence 
of  God. 

(2.)  In  the  next  place  we  must  receive  and  put  in 
practice  the  inspirations  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  You 
have  been  placed  in  a  singularly  favourable  position 
for  the  unimpeded  operations  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
First,  He  has  enlightened  you  by  faith,  and  placed 
you  in  the  bosom  of  His  Church.  He  has  given 
you  a  knowledge  of  His  law ;  and  when  your  lives 
proclaimed  before  Him  that  you  kept  His  com- 
mandments, He  made  known  to  you  that  He 
wanted  something  more.  You  heard  within  youf 
hearts  a  voice  that  said,  "Leave  all  and  follow  me," 
and  you  came  and  enlisted  under  the  higher  law 
of  the  evangelical  counsels.  Be  thankful  for  this 
special  grace.  "  Non  fecit  taliter  omni  nationi  " — 
not  to  everyone  has  it  been  given  to  hear  that 
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invitation  which  God  addresses  to  those  of  His 
special  friends  and  faithful  servants  whom  He 
wishes  to  make  a  people  apart.  It  remains  with 
you,  by  God's  grace,  to  carry  out  the  vocation 
you  have  received.  Do  you  ask  me  how  ?  I 
answer  in  a  word — by  faithfully  observing  the 
holy  rule  which,  as  a  sweet  yoke  and  a  light 
burden,  God  has  given  you  the  privilege  to  live 
under. 

(3.)  But  there  is  one  thing  more — the  crowning 
of  the  work — we  must  persevere.  What  will  avail 
the  graces  we  have  received,  the  lights  which  have 
enlightened  us,  the  good  works,  the  fasting,  and 
the  prayer,  nay,  the  very  sacraments  of  Christ, 
if,  in  the  end,  not  persevering,  we  should  lose  our 
souls  ?  What  boots  it  to  have  fought  through  the 
longest  day,  if  night  closes  around  disaster  and 
defeat  ?  When  the  dead  soldier  lies  stark  and  cold, 
with  his  white  face  turned  to  the  silent  stars,  what 
matters  it  that  he  marched  forth  at  morning,  high- 
hearted and  hopeful  ?  But  in  earthly  battles  defeat 
does  not  necessarily  imply  disgrace.  We  may 
honour  the  dead  soldier  though  his  cause  be  lost, 
and  recognise  his  bravery  even  through  the  shadows 
of  defeat.  But  in  the  fight  for  eternal  salvation  the 
case  is  far  otherwise.  There,  defeat  must  mean 
eternal  ruin  and  eternal  loss.  He  who,  at  the  last, 
shall  lose  in  that  great  battle,  shall  lie  forever  in 
the  depths  of  hell,  tortured  by  the  flames  around 
him,  but  tortured  far  more  by  the  memory  of  long 
gone  hopes,  that  once  were  ready  at  a  touch  of 
grace  to  blossom  into  fulfilment,  and  ripen  into  the 
fruit  of  everlasting  life,  but  which  withered  and 
died  and  were  made  vain,  in  the  deadly  atmosphere 
of  unrepented  sin. 

Ask,  then,  the  grace  of  final  perseverance  for 
yourselves  and  for  your  brethren.  May  God  grant 
it — to  me,  who  speak,  and  to  you  who  listen,  that. 
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enlightened  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  corresponding  with 
His  inspirations,  knowing  through  Him  the  will  of 
God,  and  doing  it  with  all  our  might,  and  so  perse- 
vering to  the  end,  we  may  one  day,  in  God's  good 
time,  find  ourselves  with  the  saints  who  have  gone 
before,  keeping  Pentecost  in  heaven.     Amen. 
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Gospel  for  Second  Sunday  after  Pentecost. — LuKF,  xiv.  16. 

There  was  once  a  king,  and  it  was  given  to  him 
to  excel  the  monarchs  of  his  time,  in  wisdom  and  in 
riches.  His  power  was  upon  the  sea  and  upon  the 
land,  and  the  greatness  of  Solomon,  the  wisest  of 
Israel's  kings,  was  a  theme  of  wonder  to  an  admir- 
ing world.  If  ever  there  was  a  man  whom  the 
riches  and  pleasures  of  the  world  might  have  made 
happy,  it  was  he.  If  ever  there  was  one  to  whom 
the  things  of  earth  might  have  been  sufficient  for 
his  peace,  here  was  the  man.  And  yet,  even  he, 
who  had  drained  to  the  last  drop  the  cup  of  sensual 
and  intellectual  enjoyment,  even  he,  in  that  most 
mournful  of  inspired  books,  the  Book  of  Ecclesiastes, 
gives  utterance,  in  what  seem  the  saddest  words 
that  ever  fell  from  human  lips,  to  his  thoughts 
about  the  world,  and  what  the  world  has  to  give. 
"  I  surpassed,"  he  said,  "  in  riches  all  who  were 
before  me  in  Jerusalem,  my  wisdom  also  remained 
with  me.  And  whatsoever  my  eyes  desired  I  re- 
fused them  not,  and  I  withheld  not  my  heart  from 
enjoying  every  pleasure,  and  delighting  itself  in 


256  SERMONS. 

the  thing's  I  had  prepared.  And  I  esteemed  this 
my  portion,  to  make  use  of  my  own  labour.  And 
when  I  turned  myself  to  the  works  which  my  hand 
had  wrought,  and  to  the  labours  wherein  I  had 
laboured  in  vain,  I  found  in  all  things  vanity  and 
vexation  of  mind,  and  that  nothing  was  lasting 
under  the  sun.  .  .  .  All  man's  days  are  full  of 
miseries,  and  even  in  the  night  he  doth  not  rest  in 
his  mind  :  and  is  not  this  vanity — vanity  of  vanities, 
and  all  is  vanity." 

It  is  close  upon  three  thousand  years  ago,  since 
the  heart  of  Israel's  greatest  and  wisest  king  ex- 
pressed its  bitterness  in  these  melancholy  words. 
And  I  ask  you,  has  the  world  changed  since  then  ? 
Have  riches  any  greater  power  to  make  men  happy  ? 
Can  pleasure  fill  the  aching  void  that  makes  life 
weary  and  labour  vain  ?  Can  the  "  farm"  and  the 
"five  yoke  of  oxen,"  and  the  marrying  and  giving 
in  marriage,  be  deemed  sufficient  to  exhaust  the 
needs  and  complete  the  purpose  of  this  mortal  life? 
Look  abroad  upon  the  world,  and  see  if  the  world 
is  bringing  happiness.  Behold  youth  consumed 
with  the  fever  of  its  restlessness,  rushing  on  after 
some  shadow  of  happiness  that  can  be  realised  only 
in  the  future — the  future  that  never  comes.  Behold 
age  sitting  sadly  amid  the  ruins  of  a  wasted  life, 
mourning  over  dead  hopes,  and  joys  that  are  no 
more.  Look  abroad  upon  earth's  swarming  millions 
— hearken  to  the  cry  for  bread,  listen  to  the  moan 
of  pain  that  rises  up  to  heaven  from  the  heart  of 
humanity,  and  acknowledge  that  now,  also,  as 
of  old  time,  weariness,  and  disappointment,  and 
sorrow,  are  the  inheritance  of  our  race ;  and  that 
still,  as  in  the  days  of  Solomon,  the  ground  tone  of 
the  psalm  of  life  is  found  in  the  sad  words:  "Vanity 
of  vanities." 

Men  have  heaped  up  riches,  but  care  sat  beside 
their  pillows,  and  they  sadly  lived  and  sadly  died, 
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and  brought  with  them  no  semblance  of  their 
wealth  save  the  tinsel  that  glittered  on  the  lid  of 
the  coffin.  They  have  drained  the  cup  of  pleasure 
to  the  dregs,  but  at  the  bottom  they  found  only  re- 
morse— remorse  that  is  the  type  and  the  precursor 
of  the  "worm  that  never  dieth,  and  the  fire  that  is 
not  extinguished/'  They  have  sought  for  honour, 
to  sit  a  little  above  their  fellows,  and  to  live  upon 
the  lips  of  men,  and  they  died  and  were  forgotten 
before  the  leaves  of  some  few  autumns  had  withered 
upon  their  graves — nay,  the  laurel  lost  its  freshness 
in  their  hands  even  before  they  passed  to  that 
"  silent  land,"  where  no  trumpet-note  of  fame  can 
pierce  the  unlistening  ear,  or  wake  one  flutter  in 
the  silent  heart. 

This  is  a  true  statement  of  what  the  world  can 
do,  even  for  those  who  serve  it  best — even  for  those 
who  postpone  to  its  demands  the  highest  and 
holiest  duties,  who  give  it  the  hard  service  of  a 
lifetime,  and  sacrifice  to  it  the  salvation  of  their 
immortal  souls.  I  appeal  to  the  testimony  of  your 
own  hearts — is  not  life  hard,  is  not  sorrow  a  frequenf 
guest  at  your  fireside,  does  not  poverty  take  the 
spring  out  of  hearts  that  are  most  hopeful,  do  not 
riches  bring  their  ever-increasing  train  of  anxieties 
and  cares  ? 

And  if  this,  indeed,  were  all ;  if  this  were  the  full 
history  of  man's  mortal  life  ;  if  there  were  no  place 
where  the  yoke  of  life  could  be  laid  down,  and  the 
burden  of  sorrow  made  light ;  if  there  were  no  kind 
hand  to  wipe  the  tears  from  off  our  face,  no  tender 
heart  to  compassionate  our  sufferings,  no  loving 
voice  to  soothe  the  trouble  of  our  lives,  what  better 
would  the  world  be  than  the  gate  of  death  and  the 
porch  of  hell  ? 

But,  blessed  be  God !  it  is  not  so.  Blessed  be 
God ! — above  all  the  wail  of  human  misery  rises  a 
voice  laden  with  one  unceasing  message :  "  Come 
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to  me  all  you  that  labour  and  are  heavy  burdened, 
and  I  will  refresh  you/'  The  Master  gives  the  in- 
vitation, the  servants  carry  it  abroad  to  the  ends  of 
the  earth.  The  voice  is  ringing  through  all  nature, 
it  is  speaking  through  man's  conscience  to  man's 
heart,  it  may  be  heard  in  everything  around  us 
that  can  raise  our  thought  from  the  creature  to  the 
Creator ;  but  it  has  gathered  up  its  strength,  and 
its  sweetness,  and  its  force,  to  speak  to  us  from  the 
tabernacle,  where  Jesus  is  truly,  really,  and  sub- 
stantially present  in  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament  of 
the  Eucharist. 

Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament — the  remedy  for 
all  our  evils,  our  consoler  in  every  sorrow,  our 
refuge  in  every  trouble,  our  helper  in  every  diffi- 
culty— this  is  the  subject  I  wish  to  put  before  you 
to-day.  I  wish,  as  the  minister  of  God  and  of  His 
Church,  to  open  my  heart  to  the  sorrow  of  your 
lives ;  to  listen,  as  it  were,  to  the  long  tale  of  your 
sufferings,  and  your  struggles,  and  your  trials,  and 
your  difficulties  ;  to  give  you  my  most  heartfelt 
sympathy,  and  then,  to  do  more  for  you  than  any 
human  sympathy  could  do  ;  to  impress  on  you  the 
truth,  that  the  unfailing  remedy  for  all  the  sin,  and 
sorrow,  and  trouble  of  our  lives,  is  to  be  found  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  where  Jesus  sits,  not  yet 
upon  the  seat  of  judgment,  but  on  the  throne  of 
love. 

For,  in  this  Holy  Sacrament,  Jesus  hath  loved 
us.     Let  us  see  with  how  great  a  love. 

A  very  sure  way  to  estimate  the  love  manifested 
by  a  gift,  is  to  consider  at  what  a  cost  it  was  con< 
ferred.  Let  us,  then,  cast  up  the  account  of  what 
it  has  cost  our  Blessed  Lord  to  come  and  dwell 
with  us  in  the  Sacrament  of  the  Altar ;  let  us  con- 
sider how  the  Great  Supper  was  prepared,  and 
what  the  love  of  Jesus  made  it  necessary  for  Him 
to  do,  in  order  to  make   His  abode  beneath  the 
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sacramental  species,  among  the  children  of  men. 
For  this,  it  was  necessary  that  Jesus  should  leave 
the  bosom  of  His  Eternal  Father,  and  come  into  a 
world  that  was  cursed  because  of  sin.  For  this,  He 
should  dwell  for  thirty  years  in  the  obscurity  of 
Nazareth,  and  spend  three  toilsome  years  of  labour, 
harassed  by  the  pride  and  hypocrisy  of  Pharisee 
and  Scribe.  For  this,  He  entered  upon  the  un- 
exampled agony  of  His  Passion.  The  rain  of 
blood  poured  down  His  face  among  the  olives  of 
Gethsemani ;  the  scourge  tore  and  hissed  through 
His  sacred  flesh,  and  left  such  disfigurement  upon 
Him  that  even  Mary  would  scarce  have  recognised 
her  Son,  save  by  the  unerring  instinct  of  a  mother's 
heart.  The  thorny  crown  pressed  sore  upon  His 
aching  tern]  les,  the  heavy  cross  crushed  Him  to 
the  earth,  the  rough  nails  tore  and  crashed  through 
bone,  and  sinew,  and  muscle ;  and  in  the  end,  they 
that  loved  Him — Mary,  and  Magdalen,  and  John — 
looked  up  through  blinding  tears  upon  the  face  of 
the  dead  Christ.  Nay — more  than  this— He  had  to 
leave  Himself  powerless  in  the  hands  of  those  who, 
in  the  malice  of  their  blinded  hearts,  would  abuse 
His  love.  He  had  to  leave  Himself  at  the  mercy 
of  the  unbeliever  and  the  heretic,  to  be  ready,  at 
the  impious  demand,  to  be  laid  on  blasphemous 
lips,  and  to  enter  into  the  hearts  of  the  sacrilegious. 
He  had  to  forfeit,  as  it  were,  not  alone  the  glory  of 
His  divinity,  but  even  the  privileges  of  His  human 
nature.  And  all  this  He  did,  that  in  this  memorial 
of  His  Passion  He  might  lie  upon  our  altars,  and 
dwell  within  our  tabernacles  ;  that  He  might  bring 
pardon  to  the  sinner,  and  peace  to  the  afflicted  ; 
that  He  might  be  carried  by  His  priests  to  the 
deathbeds  of  the  dying,  and  soothe  by  His  sacra- 
mental presence,  the  closing  hours  of  lives  that  are 
soon  to  be  laid  before  Him  for  judgment. 
And  in  return  for  all  this,  what  does  He  ask  ? 
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He  asks  only  one  thing — that  we  should  love  Him. 
"  I  came  to  cast  fire  upon  the  earth,  and  what  will 
I  but  that  it  be  enkindled?"  He  has  exhausted  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  the  infinite  treasures  of  His 
love  :  has  He  asked  too  much  when  He  asks  us  to 
love  Him  ? 

The  love  that  dwells  within  a  human  heart  bursts 
forth  irrepressibly  into  outward  manifestation.  And 
if  we  have  a  real  love  for  Jesus  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  we  will  be  sure  to  show  it  by  the  fulfil- 
ment of  the  obligations,  which  are  imposed  on  us 
by  the  institution  of  this  mystery  of  love.  What, 
then,  are  these  obligations  r  They  are  chiefly  two  : 
(i)  we  must  often  visit  Him  in  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, and  (2)  frequently  receive  Him  in  the  Holy 
Communion. 

We  must  often  visit  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Oh, 
where  is  our  faith  !  If  Jesus  were  to  appear  again 
in  the  flesh ;  if  He  were  to  walk  as  He  walked  of 
old  through  the  homesteads  of  Judea ;  would  not 
the  Christian  world  fling  itself  upon  the  Holy  Land, 
as  it  did  once  when  incited  by  a  longing  for  the 
places  that  were  hallowed  by  the  mere  memory  of 
His  sacred  footsteps  ?  And  if  we  went  there,  in 
answer  to  the  question — What  came  ye  here  to 
see  ? — the  faith  that  is  in  us  would  compel  us  to 
answer :  We  came  to  see  the  self-same  Jesus  Who 
is  present  in  the  Tabernacle,  which  we  so  seldom 
cared  to  visit. 

Through  the  weary  day,  and  through  the  lonely 
watches  of  the  silent  night,  Jesus  is  present  upon 
our  altars.  The  world  goes  upon  its  noisy  way; 
men  buy,  and  sell,  and  traffic  in  the  streets  ;  the 
waves  of  time  make,  still,  their  fateful  music,  as 
they  dash  upon  the  shores  of  each  succeeding  day ; 
men  eat,  and  drink,  and  laugh,  and  mourn,  and 
die,  and  the  fleeting  business  of  the  world  goes  on  , 
and  all  the  time,  at  a  few  paces  from  our  homes, 
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scarce  secluded  from  the  noise  of  rustic  toil,  or  from 
the  bustle  of  busy  streets,  Jesus  is  waiting  in  the 
Tabernacle.  He  could  give  powerful  aid  even  in 
the  world's  business,  He  could  give  a  blessing  to 
the  world's  labour,  He  could  heal  the  wounds  of 
hearts  which  the  hard  world  crushes  in  its  relent- 
less march.  And  yet  men  will  not  come  to  Him. 
Come  what  time  you  will  during  the  busy  week, 
and  scarcely  will  you  find  a  few  to  pay  a  visit  tc 
their  Lord  in  the  sacrament  of  His  love. 

To  be  sure,  men  have  their  excuses  now,  as  those 
had  of  old  in  the  Gospel.  They  have  their  "farm" 
and  their  "five  yoke  of  oxen,'*  they  are  marrying 
and  giving  in  marriage,  they  are  engrossed  by 
worldly  pursuits  that  are  ripening  their  souls  for 
the  harvest  of  destruction  — they  have  no  time  to 
come.  Oh  !  believe  me,  there  shall  be  time  in  hell 
for  unavailing  regret ;  and,  amid  all  the  tortures  of 
that  prison-house,  none  will  be  keener  or  more 
constant  than  the  memory  of  the  ever-gone  time, 
when  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  near  at 
hand,  ready,  nay,  yearning  to  bestow  the  graces 
that  would  infallibly  have  ended,  in  a  throne  in 
heaven,  and  a  crown  of  glory. 

Say  not,  then,  that  you  have  no  time  to  come  to 
Jesus.  Do  not  plead  your  business,  for  even  though 
your  business  had  to  be  neglected,  it  were  surely 
better  so,  than  that  it  should  prosper  at  the  cost  of 
your  immortal  soul.  But,  in  truth,  it  need  not  be 
neglected.  Have  you  no  faith  in  the  goodness  of 
God,  or  do  you  suppose  that  the  blessing  of  Jesus 
will  not  fully  repay  the  loss  of  the  few  moments 
you  spend  before  the  altar  ? 

But  this  is  not  all.  We  must  not  only  visit  Him, 
but  we  must  frequently  receive  Him  in  the  Holy 
Communion.  Jesus  has  prepared  a  Great  Supper. 
Not  content  with  waiting  in  the  Tabernacle  to  dis- 
pense His  favours,  He  will  go  forth  to  seek  a  home 
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in  the  hearts  of  sinners.  Lips  may  have  blasphemed 
Him,  but  not  even  on  such  lips  will  He  refuse  to 
rest.  He  is  glad  to  make  His  home  in  a  soul 
whence  Satan  has  been  just  expelled ;  He  conde- 
scends to  beg  for  a  heart,  whose  first  love  was  with 
His  enemy ;  and  He  is  grateful  for  the  remnant  of 
a  life,  that  has  hitherto  been  expended  in  wicked- 
ness. He  sends  out  His  servants — the  priests  of 
His  Church — to  tell  the  people  of  the  Great  Supper, 
and  to  invite  them  to  come.  But  they  are  met,  as 
of  old,  with  the  indifference  of  the  worldly,  and  the 
sneer  of  the  unbeliever,  and  the  blasphemy  of  the 
heretic;  and  oh!  saddest  thing  of  all — they  are 
too  often  met  with  coldness,  and  the  apathy  of 
those,  who  claim  to  be  children  of  the  household. 

But  some  one  may  say — I  believe  that  Jesus  is 
present  in  the  Holy  Eucharist,  I  recognise  the  love 
that  is  manifested  in  its  institution,  but,  I  am  a 
sinner ;  I  have  offended  God  so  grievously  and  so 
often  that  I  am  not  worthy  to  appear  before  Him, 
much  less  to  receive  Him  in  the  Holy  Communion. 
Here,  under  the  guise  of  a  false  humility,  is  the 
most  dangerous  delusion  that  can  blind  the  soul. 
You  are  a  sinner.  And,  I  ask,  if  you  were  the 
greatest  sinner  that  the  slow  justice  of  a  merciful 
God  ever  left  unpunished,  to  whom  will  you  go  but 
to  Him  Who  alone  can  pardon?  Or,  is  it  your 
mad  purpose  to  carry  your  sense  of  unworthiness 
so  far  as  to  keep  away  from  Jesus  here,  and,  as 
a  necessary  consequence,  hide  yourself  hereafter 
from  His  face  in  the  depths  of  hell  ?  Sin  need  be 
no  obstacle  if  you  will  but  repent.  Jesus  will  re- 
ceive you  with  open  arms.  How  did  He  treat  the 
sinners  who  came  to  Him  ?     Let  us  see. 

There  was  a  woman  in  Jerusalem  whose  woman- 
hood had  been  degraded  by  a  life  of  sin.  Her  open 
iniquity  brought  a  blush  to  the  cheek  of  the  pure, 
and  a  sneer  to  the  lip  of  the  uncharitable.    Her  sin 
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was  open  before  the  world,  and  in  the  spring  of  her 
young  life,  in  the  bloom  of  all  her  wondrous  beauty, 
she  stood  alone,  a  mark  of  scorn  to  the  scornful,  of 
deepest  pity  to  the  compassionate.  And  in  the 
midst  of  her  excesses  she  heard  of  Jesus.  She 
heard  of  His  power  and  of  His  miracles,  and  she 
felt  her  sin-stained  heart  grow  hot  within  her  at 
the  stories  of  his  tenderness  towards  the  fallen. 
And  she,  too,  polluted  though  she  was,  would  go 
to  Jesus — and  she  found  Him  as  He  sat  at  the  feast 
of  a  Pharisee.  And,  undeterred  by  the  shrinking 
of  the  righteous,  heeding  not  the  scorn  of  the 
scornful,  regardless  of  the  taunt  of  the  malicious — 
caring  not  for  the  bitter  word,  or  for  the  look  that 
can  cut  deeper  than  a  word  or  than  a  blow — her 
tears  fell  fast  upon  the  sacred  feet  of  Jesus.  And 
not  a  Pharisee  of  them  all  but  thought  that  He 
would  spurn  her  as  she  knelt.  Surely,  they  said, 
He  knoweth  what  manner  of  woman  this  is — that 
she  is  a  sinner:  and  their  indignation  swelled  into 
a  murmur  when  He  looked  down  compassionately 
on  the  weeping  penitent.  But  Jesus,  reading  their 
hearts  and  hers,  opens  His  sacred  lips  to  pronounce 
her  sentence — and  what  is  it  ?  "  Because  she  hath 
loved  much,  much  also  is  forgiven  her — woman,  go 
in  peace,  thy  sins  are  forgiven."  And  she  went  in 
peace,  she  lived  down  the  memory  of  her  sin,  she 
became  the  companion  of  Mary  Immaculate.  And 
a  little  time  passed  by,  and  Jesus  came  to  die. 
And  in  that  most  sacred  and  most  solemn  hour 
that  the  world  can  ever  witness,  who  stood  by  Him 
in  His  agony  ?  Mary  might  well  be  there,  for  she 
was  His  mother,  and  she  was  sinless ;  John  might 
well  be  there,  for  Jesus  loved  him  for  his  purity ; 
but  Magdalen — she  who  but  a  little  while  ago  had 
lifted  an  unblushing  brow  of  sin.  in  the  streets  of 
Jerusalem — should  such  a  one  as  she  be  there  ? 
Oh,  dear  Jesus  !  Thou  wouldst  have  it  so  ;  and  what 
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sinner  can  hesitate  to  approach  Thee,  when  he 
knows  that  the  last  look  of  love  from  an  expiring 
Saviour  was  shared  alike  by  Mary  the  sinless  and 
Mary  the  sinner. 

Come,  then,  with  all  your  sins  and  all  your 
sorrows  to  the  feet  of  Jesus.  Let  your  devotion  to 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  be  part  and  parcel  of  your 
daily  lives.  Visit  Him  when  you  can  in  the  taber- 
nacle of  His  love ;  lay  all  the  burdens  of  your  life 
at  His  sacred  feet ;  and,  as  you  value  the  life  ot 
your  immortal  souls,  refresh  them  often  with  the 
Holy  Communion.  Thus  shall  you  bring  a  bless- 
ing on  your  lives,  and  to  your  hearts  that  peace 
which  the  world  cannot  give ;  thus,  too,  will  you 
best  prepare  for  the  inevitable  hour  of  death.  And 
when  you  come  to  die — when  the  fight  is  over, 
when  the  weary  march  is  done,  when  the  affrighted 
heart  is  throbbing  on  in  agony  to  the  great  silence 
— Jesus  whom  you  loved  through  life  will  be  carried 
to  you  in  the  last  Viaticum :  He  will  soothe  the 
agony  of  your  passing,  and  will,  as  it  were,  pass 
from  the  soul  He  has  sanctified  to  the  seat  of  judg- 
ment, when  He  will  pronounce  on  you  the  blessed 
sentence  of  everlasting  life.     Amen. 


THE  BANE  AND  THE  ANTIDOTE. 

Gospel  for  Third  Sunday  after  Pentecost — Luke,  xv.  1. 

It  seems  a  simple  thing  to  say — a  child  will  repeat 
it  from  his  catechism — that  the  end  of  man  is  to 
know  and  serve  God  in  this  life  and  afterwards  to 
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see  and  enjoy  Him  for  ever  in  heaven.  A  simple 
thing,  but  are  you  sure  that  the  full  force  of  this 
momentous  statement  has  ever  reached  your 
hearts,  has  ever  passed  the  barriers  which  indiff- 
erence, and  ignorance,  and  passion,  the  coldness 
of  the  heart,  and  the  blindness  of  the  intellect, 
and  the  corrupt  weakness  of  human  nature,  con- 
tribute to  interpose,  between  a  man  and  the  awful 
mysteries  that  lie  around  his  life  ?  Has  the  great 
truth  ever  gone  home  to  your  souls,  and  produced 
there,  one  of  those  sublime  and  fruitful  moments 
in  which  a  man  stands  face  to  face  with  his  im- 
mortal destiny,  rises  far  above  the  low  levels  of 
this  earthly  existence,  and  beholds  that  life  of  his 
stretching  on  beyond  the  limits  of  death  and  the 
grave,  through  the  measureless  spaces  of  eternity  ? 

Our  destiny  is  twofold,  it  is  one  for  this  life,  and 
another  for  the  life  to  come.  Here,  to  know  and 
to  serve,  there,  to  see  and  to  enjoy.  But  not  more 
surely  does  the  rising  of  the  sun  produce  the  day, 
and  its  setting  bring  the  night,  than  our  eternal 
fate  in  the  great  hereafter  is  shaped  and  fashioned 
by  our  conduct  in  the  living  present.  Hence,  we 
shall  consider,  to-day,  what  it  is  that  prevents  a 
man  from  attaining  his  true  end,  prevents  him 
from  knowing  God  and  serving  Him ;  and  then,  if 
these  obstacles  have  been  exercising  an  influence 
on  our  lives,  we  shall  see  what  a  resource  we  have 
to  draw  upon,  to  avert  the  awful  consequences  of 
that  fatal  influence. 

Nothing  can  frustrate  in  us  the  design  of  God, 
but  sin.  And  sin,  as  an  obstacle  to  knowing  God, 
and  serving  Him,  takes  one  or  other  of  two  danger- 
ous forms  (1)  forgetfulness  of  God,  and  (2)  positive 
acts  of  wickedness. 

(1).  St.  Thomas  of  Villanova  writes: — "What 
can  man  desire,  that  is  not  found  in  God  in  its 
fullest  perfection  ?     If  wisdom  delight  you,  He  is 
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the  wisest,  if  beauty,  He  is  the  most  beautiful,  if 
power,  He  is  Omnipotent,  if  glory  and  riches  and 
pleasure,  in  Him  they  are  all  united  in  their  highest 
excellence." 

The  greatness  and  the  majesty  of  the  God  Who 
made  us,  His  power,  His  wisdom,  His  holiness,  all 
the  attributes  by  which  He  deigns  to  manifest 
Himself,  these  should  form,  from  time  to  time, 
subjects  of  special  consideration  for  us,  His  people. 
Surrounded,  as  we  are,  by  the  works  of  His  Om- 
nipotent hand,  circled  round  by  the  countless 
prodigies  of  His  boundless  power,  ruled  by  a  Provi- 
dence that  is  equally  marvellous  whether  we  regard 
its  extent,  or  its  minuteness,  it  is  strange,  indeed, 
that  men  can  contrive  to  forget  their  Creator,  can 
put  aside  the  thought  of  God,  and  as  far  as  the 
perverse  heart  can  effect,  blot  out  God's  name  from 
the  face  of  God's  creation.  And  yet  men  do  this  ? 
They  contrive  to  live  without  a  thought  of  God,  to 
gaze  upon  the  wonders  of  His  hand,  and  yet  forget 
Him,  to  look  upon  the  sun  and  moon,  and  cast 
not  a  thought  on  Him  Who  said  :  "  Let  there  be 
light,"  to  gaze  upon  the  stars  that  twinkle  like 
lamps  of  silver  in  the  mighty  dome  of  heaven,  and 
yet  be  led  not  upward  in  their  thought  to  the  hand 
that  flung  that  dome  across  the  universe ;  contrive 
to  look  upon  the  thousand  things  of  beauty,  and 
the  thousand  sights  of  loveliness,  that  even  a  fallen 
world  has  yet  preserved,  and,  all  the  time,  spend 
not  a  thought  on  Him,  of  Whom  all  earth's  beauty 
and  all  earth's  loveliness  are  only  faint  and  far  off 
shadows.  Yet,  strange  and  almost  incredible  as 
all  this  is,  it  is  the  true  statement  of  a  melancholy 
fact,  that  faces  us  at  every  turn  we  take  in  the  world 
around  us  ;  nay,  that  rises  like  a  spectre  from  the 
depths  of  our  own  hearts  where  a  flash  of  awakened 
conscience  reveals  the  hidden  graves,  where  sin 
and  the   consequences   of  sin  are  festering  with 
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a  corruption,  that  eats  away  our  spiritual  lives. 
Look  abroad  upon  earth's  swarming  millions, 
hearken  to  the  mighty  beat  of  the  world's  busy 
heart,  behold  the  struggle  for  life,  listen  to  the  cry 
for  bread,  listen  to  the  thousand  voices  of  pleasure 
and  of  poverty,  of  ambition  and  of  failure,  and  it 
would  almost  seem  as  if  all  that  wicked  world  was 
shouting  up  to  heaven,  in  the  words  of  the  impious 
fool,  "  Non  est  Deus — there  is  no  God." 

And  yet,  even  this  is  not  the  worst.  That  men 
should  forget  God  is  sad,  but  it  is  sadder  still  that 
they  should  remember  Him,  when  they  remember 
only  to  offend  Him.  And  this  is  the  sinner's 
acknowledgment  of  God,  the  acknowledgment  of 
insult.  The  sinner  casts  his  thoughts  on  God,  and 
straightway  blasphemes  His  Name,  recognises  His 
supreme  dominion,  and  disputes  it  in  his  own  soul, 
weighs  in  the  iniquitous  balance  of  his  perverse 
heart  some  vile  passion,  against  the  friendship  of 
his  Maker,  and  passion  sinks  the  scale.  Is  there 
one  here  who  has  offended  God  by  mortal  sin, 
whose  heart  is  troubled  and  whose  peace  is  broken 
by  spectral  memories  of  his  guilt  ?  It  is  well  that 
he  should  know  what  he  has  done,  that  he  should 
tear  away  the  veil,  and  stand  face  to  face  with  his 
guilty  soul,  it  is  well  that,  estimating  rightly  the 
depth  and  malice  of  his  sin,  he  should  accuse  him- 
self penitently  before  God,  lest  he  should  one  day 
stand  clothed  with  his  iniquity,  as  with  a  garment, 
before  the  assembled  children  of  Adam,  and  take 
his  portion  with  the  reprobate  on  the  day  of 
doom. 

What,  then,  let  me  ask  you,  have  you  done  when 
you  offended  God  ?  And  mind,  I  do  not  ask  the 
question  of  people  to  whom  the  Name  of  God  is 
almost  unknown  ;  people  who  have  no  light  to 
guide  them,  no  sacraments  to  succour  them,  no 
daily  counsel  to  direct  their  steps.     No,  I  ask  you, 
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you  who  have  been  placed  in  the  true  Church,  who 
have  sworn  allegiance  to  God  in  baptism,  have 
knelt  before  His  altar,  and  partaken  of  the  graces 
of  His  sacraments.  You,  you  I  ask,  what  have 
you  done  when  you  offended  God  ?  Have  you 
denied  or  forgotten  His  existence  ?  You  have 
done  worse  than  this.  You  have  recognised  Him 
in  the  thousand  graces  He  has  showered  upon 
you.  You  have  attested  by  the  sacraments  you 
received  that  He  was  the  Most  High  God.  You 
have  partaken  of  His  sacred  flesh  and  precious 
blood,  and  then,  going  forth,  like  Judas,  you  be- 
trayed Him.  You  have  cast  off  His  sweet  yoke, 
you  have  joined  your  voice  to  the  voices  of  the 
impious  host  who  cried  out  once  in  heaven,  and 
cry  for  ever  from  the  depths  of  hell,  "we  will  not 
serve  "  ;  you  have  lifted  up  your  puny  hand  against 
high  heaven,  and  sought  to  strike  the  God  of 
Majesty  from  His  eternal  throne. 

What  have  you  done  when  you  offended  God  ? 
Stand  in  spirit  upon  Calvary,  look  up  into  the  face 
of  the  dead  Christ,  count  the  weals  the  scourge  has 
made,  trace  each  thorn-mark  left  on  that  dead 
brow  by  the  pressure  of  the  crown  of  sorrow,  see 
how  the  hands  and  feet  were  dug,  and  mark  on  the 
dead  face  the  signs  that  tell  too  surely  that  life 
passed  out  in  agony;  learn  the  keenness  of  the 
torment  from  the  eloquent  silentness  of  death  ;  and 
then  ask  yourselves  who  has  done  this  ?  Was  it 
some  desperate  God-forgotten  wretch  whom  mad- 
ness goaded  to  rebellion  ?  Was  it  some  lost  demon, 
perverting  to  this  fell  purpose  the  power  that  once 
was  known  in  heaven,  the  intelligence  that  once 
beamed  down  from  a  starry  throne  ?  Not  these, 
not  these  ;  and  who  ?  Is  there  any  one  here  stained 
with  deadly  sin  ?  To  him,  I  say,  thou  art  the  man, 
Thou  it  was,  and  not  another,  that  brought  thy 
Saviour   to   such   a  pass.     Thou  it  was,  and  not 
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another  that  stood  by  pitiless,  while  the  scourge 
tore  and  hissed  through  His  sacred  flesh  ;  thou  it 
was,  and  not  another,  that  with  all  the  firmness  of 
a  cruel  purpose  pressed  down  the  crown  of  anguish 
on  His  aching  temples ;  thou  wert  a  chief  actor  in 
that  awful  tragedy.  Yes;  God  though  He  was, 
sinless  though  He  was,  thy  sin  has  killed  Him. 

(2).  And  now  to  those  who  have  forgotten  God, 
to  those  who  have  let  their  days  pass  by  without  a 
thought  of  Him  Who  is  from  the  beginning,  to 
those  who  have  sat  idly  letting  the  river  of  life 
flow  on,  and  casting  no  bread  upon  the  waters 
that  might  serve  them  after  many  days  of  this 
mortal  pilgrimage,  to  those  as  well  as  to  such 
whose  only  recognition  of  God  has  been  the  recog- 
nition of  sin,  it  becomes  a  question  of  the  last 
importance,  how  they  shall  return  to  God. 

Shall  they  begin  to  meditate  on  the  holiness 
they  have  outraged,  the  justice  they  have  pro- 
voked, the  power  that  is  strong  to  punish  ?  Shall 
the  picture  of  God  which  I  shall  put  before  the 
sinner  be  that  of  a  " jealous  God"  Who  punishes 
not  alone  the  sinner,  but  Who  visits  the  sins  of 
fathers  on  their  children  to  the  third  and  fourth 
generation  ?  No  ;  let  my  picture  of  God  to-day  be 
that  which  was  conceived  by  the  loving  heart, 
and  drawn  by  the  inspired  hand  of  the  Royal 
Psalmist :  "  The  Lord  is  gracious  and  merciful, 
patient,  and  plenteous  in  mercy.  The  Lord  is  sweet 
to  all,  and  His  tender  mercies  are  over  all  His 
works  "  (Psalm  cxliv.) 

As  the  minister  of  Him  Who  came  to  save  sinners, 
I  have  no  message  but  one  of  mercy  to  the  greatest 
sinner.  My  message  is  that  of  God  to  Moses  :  "  If 
he  cry  to  me,  I  will  hear  him  because  I  am  com- 
passionate." My  message  is  the  message  that  came 
of  old  to  Ezechiel :  "  Thou,  therefore,  O  Son  of 
Man,  say  to  the  children  of  Israel,  thus  have  you 
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spoken,  saying — Our  iniquities  and  our  sins  are 
upon  us,  we  pine  away  with  them,  how  then  can 
we  live  ?  Say  to  them — As  I  live,  saith  the  Lord, 
God,  I  desire  not  the  death  of  the  sinner,  but  that 
the  wicked  turn  from  his  way  and  live.  Turn  ye,  turn 
ye,  from  your  evil  ways,  and  why  will  you  die,  O 
house  of  Israel.  The  wickedness  of  the  wicked 
shall  not  hurt  him,  in  what  day  soever  he  turn 
from  his  iniquities."  My  message  is  the  message 
of  the  prophet  Isaias  :  "  If  your  sins  be  as  red  as 
scarlet  they  shall  be  made  white  as  snow ;  and  it 
they  be  red  as  crimson  they  shall  be  made  white 
as  wool." 

Ob,  how  consoling  the  thought  that  no  matter 
how  grievous  our  sins  may  be,  no  matter  in  what 
writing  of  condemnation  they  may  have  been 
branded  on  the  soul,  however  long  their  tyranny 
may  have  lasted,  should  the  sinner  turn  to  God, 
should  one  act  of  sincere  sorrow  rise  up  from  the 
depths  of  his  plague-stricken  soul,  the  ear  of 
God  is  open  to  hear,  the  hand  of  God  is  stretched 
out  to  save,  the  mercy  of  God  is  ready  to  pour 
balm  into  the  wounds,  which  sin  has  made  in  the 
sinner's  soul.  Go  up  in  spirit  to  the  highest 
heavens,  stand  before  the  radiant  thrones  of  the 
holy  penitents  who,  once,  were  sinners  like  our- 
selves, and  learn  from  the  lustre  of  their  crown, 
and  the  splendour  of  their  glory,  the  greatness  and 
the  goodness  of  the  mercy  of  the  Most  High  God. 

The  earth,  and  the  earth's  history,  are  one  long 
record  of  God's  mercy.  It  has  been  ever  making 
light  in  the  dark  places  of  the  world.  That  mercy 
shone  through  the  clouds  of  the  first  fall  that 
brought  a  curse  upon  the  homes  of  men,  and  made 
them  desolate.  It  shed  brightness  on.  the  life-path 
of  the  ancient  patriarchs,  and  gladdened  the  else 
sad  homes  ot  the  world's  early  fathers.  It  shone 
upon  the  chosen  people,  and  made  their  history 
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one  long  stupendous  miracle.  It  rang  through 
psalm,  and  burned  through  prophecy,  it  made  the 
one  bright  feature  in  a  world  that  was  cursed  be- 
cause of  sin,  and  when  the  fulness  of  time  had 
come,  God's  mercy  stood  incarnate  before  God's 
people,  in  the  person  of  Him  Who  came  to  shed 
His  blood  for  the  sinners  of  the  world. 

If  you  wish  to  realise  the  boundless  mercy  of 
God,  trace  the  life  of  Jesus  from  its  first  beginning 
to  its  latest  close.  Behold  Him,  as  in  this  day's 
Gospel,  surrounded  by  publicans  and  sinners  who 
thronged  to  hear  Him  till  the  proud  Pharisee  com- 
plained: "This man  receiveth  sinners  and  eateth 
with  them ; "  and  then,  as  if  constrained  by  their 
murmurs,  He  burst  forth  into  those  beautiful  para- 
bles, which  have  won  a  place  for  ever  in  the  hearts 
of  men,  and  in  which  He  shadows  forth  His 
infinite  compassion  for  sinners — "  Which  of  you 
having  a  hundred  sheep,  and  if  he  lose  one  of 
them,  doth  not  leave  the  ninety-nine  in  the  desert, 
and  go  seek  that  which  was  lost  ? "  "  I  came,"  He 
said,  "  to  call  not  the  just  but  sinners."  Then  and 
now,  and  always  such  has  been  His  blessed  way. 
(Here  may  be  inserted  the  example  of  Magdalene, 
pp.  262  and  263.) 

Our  Blessed  Lord  is  altogether  intent  on  seeking 
sinners.  He  seems  to  lie  in  wait  for  them  at  every 
turn  of  life.  However  far  they  go,  they  never  get 
so  far,  on  this  side  of  the  grave,  as  not  to  hear  His 
pursuing  footstep.  His  voice  makes  itself  heard 
amid  the  darkness  which  surrounds  them.  He 
seeks  to  glide  into  their  hearts  with  joy,  and  hides 
Himself  in  the  sorrows,  which  are  often  sent  to  lead 
the  sinner  back  to  God. 

It  is  often  said  that  the  battle  of  eternal  salva 
tion  is  a  hard  one ;  and  assuredly  it  is.     It  has  been 
said  that  it  is  hard  to  be  Saved,  and  in  truth,  it  takes 
a  strong  and  continuous   and  persevering  effort. 
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But  there  is  another  side  to  the  matter,  which 
should  not  be  lost  sight  of.  When  I  look  upon  the 
countless  mercies  that  God  has  strewn  so  thickly 
upon  the  Christian's  life  path,  I  cannot  but  say- 
that  it  is  a  most  difficult  thing  to  be  lost.  For 
that  a  Christian,  a  Catholic,  should  be  damned,  it 
is  necessary  that  he  fight  and  fight  successfully 
against  God ;  that  he  should  take  the  measure  of 
God's  mercy  and  should  baffle  it ;  that  he  should 
battle  against  the  loving  purposes  of  the  Omni- 
potent, and  that  the  Omnipotent  should  be  worsted 
in  the  struggle.  O  sinner,  seeking  thy  own  de- 
struction, rush  forward,  if  you  will,  upon  the  road 
to  hell ;  but  on  that  fatal  road,  a  grace  is  staying 
you  at  every  step,  you  must  trample  on  it  if  you 
would  succeed.  Angels  throng  to  hold  you  back. 
Mary's  eyes  of  mercy  make  your  progress  hard, 
and  a  silent  figure  meets  you  on  the  way.  It  is 
the  figure  of  One  who  bears  a  cross  ;  there  are 
stripes  upon  His  shoulders,  there  are  wounds  upon 
His  hands  and  feet,  a  crown  of  anguish  presses 
on  His  temples,  and  the  blood  runs  down  His 
pallid  face.  Yes,  I  say  to  you,  if  you  will  be 
damned,  you  must  pass  that  silent  figure,  you 
must  run  the  gauntlet  of  those  eyes  of  mercy,  you 
must  exert  your  strength,  put  forth  your  impious 
\iand,  and  hurl  aside  Jesus  from  your  path  to  ruin, 
and  then,  trampling  on  His  sacred  blood,  rushing 
on  to  your  destruction,  you  will  well  have  won, 
and  hardly  gained,  an  everlasting  place  in  hell.  -. 

We  cannot  afford  to  despise  the  mercy  of  Gotf. 
The  more  you  have  sinned,  the  greater  and  more 
glorious  will  be  the  work  of  mercy  in  your  soul. 
Your  sins  may  have  been  many  and  grievous,  but 
He  has  sworn  by  His  sacred  life,  that  He  desires 
not  the  sinner's  death. 

Think  of  the  poor  prodigal  when  he  was  moved 
by  his  misery  in  that  far-off  land,  to  turn  in  thought 
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to  the  home  of  his  innocence.  The  memories  of  that 

long-lost  home  came  thronging  on  his   troubled 

soul,  and  the  face  of  that  kind  father,  whom  he 

had  deserted,  haunted  his  weary  sin-worn  heart. 

He  said,  "  I  will  arise,  and  I  will  go  to  my  father, 

and  I  will  say  to  him  :  Father,  I  have  sinned  against 

heaven  and  before  thee  ;  I  am  not  worthy  to  be 

called  thy  son,  make  me  as  one  of  thy  hired  servants." 

We  can  picture   to   ourselves  that  poor  prodigal, 

wayworn  and   weary,  sobbing  out  as   he   hastens 

home  his  words  of  repentance,  resigning  for  ever 

his    old    position    of    a    son,    and    thinking    how 

supremely  happy  he  could   be   as   servant,  in  the 

house   where   he   once  was   master.     But   he  had 

never  guessed    the    depth    of    tenderness    in   his 

father's  heart.     That   father   had   never  forgotten 

his  wayward  child.     He  was  looking  out  anxiously 

for  his  return,  and,  seeing  hirr  a  far  way  off,   he 

waits  not  for  his  coming,  bul  suns  to  meet  him, 

and  threw  himself  upon  his  neck,  and  kissed  him. 

The   prodigal    sobbed   out    his    broken  words  of 

sorrow:  "  Father,  I  have  sinned  against  heaven  and 

before  thee,  I  am  not  worthy  to  be  called  thy  son  ; 

make  me  as  one  of  thy  hired  servants."     But  lo ! 

the  father  seems  scarce  to  listen  to  the  words  of 

repentance ;  never  seems  to  catch  the  meaning  of 

the  humble  proposal.     He  turns  to  his  servants  and 

said,  "  Bring  forth  quickly  the  first  robe,  and  put  it 

on  him,  put  a  ring  upon  his  hand,  and  shoes  upon 

his  ieet,  and  bring  hither  the  fatted  calf  and  kill  it, 

and  let  us  eat  and  make  merry,  for  my  son  that 

was  dead  has  come  to  life  again,  was  lost  and  is 

found." 

Eighteen  centuries  have  gone  by,  since  that 
parable  was  spoken,  and  still  the  scene  that  it 
typifies  is  being  enacted  in  the  Church.  It  is  re- 
peated in  every  confessional  whither  the  sinner 
comes    from  that  far-off  land  of  sin.     He  comes 
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trembling  with  his  words  of  sorrow  broken  by  his 
sobs,  "  Father,  I  have  sinned  against  heaven  and 
before  thee,"  and  he  pours  his  tale  of  guilt  into  the 
ear  of  the  minister  of  God.  There  is  no  harsh  chid- 
ing, no  galling  words  of  reproach.  He  who  sits 
in  that  tribunal  knows  well  that  he  sits  there  as 
the  representative  of  Jesus,  and  he  will  not,  he 
may  not,  he  dare  not  on  the  peril  of  his  soul,  re- 
ject a  sinner  for  whom  Jesus  died.  The  words  of 
absolution  are  pronounced,  and  on  conditions  so 
easy  that  only  the  all-merciful  God  could  have 
established  them,  the  robe  of  grace  is  put  upon  the 
sinner's  soul,  the  ring  of  God's  friendship  is  put 
upon  his  finger,  and  he,  who  but  a  little  while  ago 
had  starved  upon  the  husks  of  swinish  passions, 
finds  himself  an  honoured  guest  at  that  great 
banquet,  where  Jesus  gives  him  His  flesh  to  eat  and 
His  blood  to  drink. 

Avail  yourselves  then  of  your  father's  kindness. 
If  your  heart  is  weighed  down  by  the  burden  of  sin, 
if  the  iron  of  that  galling  chain  has  entered  your 
soul,  come  to  the  tribunal  of  penance  that  the 
chain  may  be  broken,  and  the  burden  lifted  off. 
Come,  from  the  husks  of  swine,  and  taste  the 
sweetness  of  the  peace  of  your  Father's  house. 
Learn  for  the  time  to  come,  to  know  that  merciful 
Father,  and  to  serve  Him,  and  when,  one  day  you 
stand  upon  the  threshold  of  eternity,  you,  who  had 
cause  to  tremble  before  God's  justice,  being  saved 
by  His  mercy,  will  find  upon  your  dying  lips  the 
song  that  shall  live  there  through  the  endless  ages 
of  eternity.  "  The  mercies  of  God,  I  will  sing  for 
ever."    Amen. 
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Gospel  for  Fourth  Sunday  after  Pentecost— Luke,  v.  I. 

Doubtless,  my  brethren,  it  has  often  happened  to 
you,  as  it  has  happened  to  me,  as  it  happens  indeed 
to  every  Christian — to  have  distractions  at  your 
prayers.  You  kneel  down  by  your  bedside  in  the 
new  morning  that  God  gives  you,  and  you  strive  to 
raise  up  your  hearts  to  Him  in  gratitude— to  im- 
plore His  blessing,  and  beseech  His  grace.  You 
have,  unquestionably,  I  will  suppose,  a  sincere 
desire  to  pray  attentively  ;  but  it  is  equally  unques- 
tionable that  you  find  it  difficult  to  fix  your  atten- 
tion. Perhaps  you  are  no  sooner  on  your  knees 
than  your  mind  begins  to  work,  and  shows  an  in- 
clination to  work  in  any  direction  but  one — and 
that  one  is  precisely  the  direction  in  which  it  is 
your  business  to  turn  it,  It  is  marvellously  active, 
this  busy  mind.  It  runs  forward  to  meet  the 
business  of  the  coming  day — it  makes  a  new  dis- 
covery about  something  that  happened  yesterday, 
or  a  brilliant  conjecture  about  something  that  may 
happen  to-morrow.  Never  was  it  so  active,  never 
so  penetrating,  never  did  it  seem  so  capable  of 
work — in  fact,  it  will  do  anything  except  pray. 
The  body  is  tolerably  well  under  control ;  we  can 
keep  it,  at  all  events,  on  its  knees  for  a  definite 
number  of  minutes  ;  the  difficulty  is  to  keep  the 
mind  at  home. 

But,  perhaps,  it  will  be  better  when  the  day's 
work  is  done.  Mind  as  well  as  body  will  look  for 
rest,  and  surely  in  the  rest  we  will  find  God  Who 
is  ever  near  us,  Whose  gracious  ear  lies  ever  on 
our  lips,  and  like  tired  children,  after  a  weary  day, 
we  will  sink  at  His  feet  and  say  Our  Father.  Alas, 
even  then,  will  the  distractions  come  !    The  mind  is 
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not  yet  too  tired  to  make  distractions.  There  is 
something  within  us  making  pictures,  with  rare 
artistic  power,  pictures  of  faces  we  have  seen,  of 
places  to  which  the  day's  business  led  us,  of  things 
we  heard,  of  persons  we  have  spoken  with.  The 
mind  becomes  a  very  gallery  of  such  pictures — so 
life-like  and  so  vivid,  that  it  is  not  so  much  that  we 
think  of  these  various  things — we  actually  seem  to 
see  them.  I  kneel  down  to  say  my  prayers,  and 
straightway  a  picture  rises  in  my  mind.  I  have 
been  holding  a  conversation  with  someone  during 
the  day — well,  here  is  the  scene  back  again.  Per- 
haps when  I  was  actually  engaged  in  the  conversa- 
tion my  companion  said  something,  used  some 
argument  to  which  I  did  not  quite  see  the  answer, 
something  that  quite  staggered  me  in  some  opinion 
which  I  was  in  the  habit  of  holding.  But  now  that 
I  am  at  my  prayers,  the  right  answer  comes  to  me 
like  a  revelation,  though,  probably,  not  from 
Heaven.  I  act  the  whole  thing  over  again,  I  have 
my  opponent  before  me,  I  make  my  triumphant 
reply,  and  I  am  so  delighted  with  my  argumenta- 
tive power,  that  it  is  no  wonder  I  quite  forget  that 
I  knelt  down  to  say  my  prayers. 

Fortunately,  however,  all  this  is  not  so  discourag- 
ing as  it  seems.  Distractions  may  come  in  crowds, 
but  it  is  always  true  that  they  do  not,  in  the 
slightest  degree,  injure  prayer,  unless  they  are 
wilful.  God  looks  only  to  our  good  will,  and  He 
can  disentangle  our  prayers  from  any  complication 
of  distractions,  however  intricate,  just  as  an  earthly 
father  can  at  once  read  the  wish  that  lies  at  the 
bottom  of  his  child's  broken  words,  and  all  but 
unintelligible  speech.  Nevertheless,  distractions, 
even  when  involuntary,  have  a  tendency  to  become 
wilful,  and  it  is  highly  desirable  to  diminish  their 
number,  or  even,  if  possible,  to  destroy  them 
utterly. 
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Now, can  we  do  this?  Let  us  see  first,  whence  these 
distractions  come.  They  are,  for  the  most  part,  the 
product  of  that  power  of  ours,  called  imagination. 
In  fact,  the  word  imagination  itself  means  precisely 
what  I  have  spoken  of  a  moment  ago — picture- 
making  in  the  mind.  Now,  imagination  is  a  faculty 
which  it  is  neither  possible  nor  desirable  to  get  rid 
of.  How  then,  since  it  must  exist,  are  we  to  pre- 
vent it  from  injuring  our  prayers  ? 

My  brethren,  when  you  meet  with  some  law  or 
some  fact  in  external  nature,  which  you  can  neither 
alter  nor  ignore,  how  do  you  act  r — you  resort  to 
some  contrivance  by  which  this  stubborn  fact,  this 
unchangeable  law,  may  be  made  to  serve  your 
purpose.  For  instance,  you  cannot  prevent  the 
river  from  flowing,  nor  can  you  change  its  course, 
but  you  can  build  your  mill  upon  its  bank,  and 
immediately  the  river  begins  to  do  your  work. 
This  is  the  whole  history  of  human  invention — 
given  certain  laws  of  nature  which  I  cannot  alter, 
how  can  I  make  these  laws  do  my  work.  ?  In  this 
way  has  the  genius  of  man  made  steam  his  servant, 
and  the  lightning  of  Heaven  carry  his  messages  ; 
not  surely  by  changing  their  laws,  but  by  putting 
himself  in  such  a  position  with  regard  to  them,  that 
in  the  very  act  of  fulfilling  their  own  law,  they  will 
be  also  serving  his  purpose. 

Something  like  this  we  may,  in  a  measure,  do 
with  our  power  of  imagination.  We  cannot  stifle 
it,  but  we  can  accept  its  law,  and  make  it  work  for 
the  advantage,  even  of  our  prayers. 

But  there  is  yet  another  way  in  which  we  can 
turn  the  imagination  to  the  service  of  prayer.  We 
can  resolve,  that,  if  there  be  picture-making  at  our 
prayers,  the  pictures  shall  be  such  as  may  help,  and 
not  hinder  us.  We  should  endeavour  to  sanctify 
our  imagination  by  using  it  on  holy  things.  We 
might*  when  we  kneel  down  to  pray,  make  a  picture 
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in  our  minds,  according  to  the  nature  of  our 
prayer,  of  some  sacred  place  or  person — of  our 
Divine  Lord,  our  Blessed  Lady,  or  some  saint — and 
in  this  way  we  can  make  the  very  faculty  which  is 
so  often  a  source  of  distraction,  a  powerful  aid  to 
attention  in  our  prayers.  This  exercise  has  been 
treated  of  by  spiritual  writers,  and  St.  Ignatius,  the 
great  master  of  the  science  of  prayer,  gives  rules 
for  its  practice,  calling  it  Composition  of  Place. 

Just  see  how  it  works.  Take  the  portion  of  the 
Gospel  which  I  have  read  for  you.  Is  it  not  the 
simplest  thing  in  life  to  make  a  picture  of  it.  ? 
There  lies  the  Lake  of  Genesareth,  the  grey  light 
of  the  early  morning  creeping  over  it,  the  boats 
have  just  come  in  for  the  night's  work,  the  fisher- 
men, Peter  and  the  rest,  are  washing  the  nets. 
They  hear  a  sound — they  look  up  from  their  work, 
and  they  see  a  great  crowd  coming  towards  them. 
They  guess  at  once  that  it  is  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  and 
as  the  crowd  draws  nearer  they  recognize  His 
Sacred  Person.  You  may  be  sure  Peter  throws 
by  his  net  and  prepares  to  listen,  and  you  may  be 
equally  sure  that  he  is  delighted  when  Jesus  gets 
into  his  boat  to  avoid  the  pressure  of  the  crowd. 
They  pull  out  a  little  way  from  the  shore,  the  men 
lie  on  their  oars,  and  Jesus  speaks  to  the  multitude. 
When  the  discourse  is  finished  He  turns  to  those  in 
the  boat,  and  says,  "  Launch  out  your  nets  into  the 
deep."  Now,  they  are  experienced  fishermen — they 
do  not  think  there  is  much  use,  in  fact,  Peter  says, 
"  Master,  we  have  laboured  all  night  and  taken 
nothing."  But  Peter  is  more  than  a  mere  fisher- 
man, he  has  begun  to  be  a  Christian,  and  he  adds 
at  once,  "but  at  Thy  Word  I  will  let  down  the  net." 
There,  my  brethren  is  a  picture  that  has  hung 
before  the  world  for  eighteen  hundred  years,  and 
the  colouring  has  not  faded  in  the  least. 

I  have  been  speaking  about  distractions  in  prayer, 


RELIGION  IN  DAILY  LIFE.  279 

and  the  means  to  avoid  them,  because  that  forms 
one  branch  of  the  subject,  which  this  picture  from 
the  Gospel  suggested  to  me.  The  whole  subject 
is — the  importance  of  making  use  of  the  common 
things  of  our  daily  lives  for  our  spiritual  advantage. 
Thus — we  have  a  busy  imagination  to  distract  our 
prayers,  but  we  have  seen  how  we  may  turn  that 
very  faculty  to  the  purposes  of  prayer.  And  thus, 
also,  there  are  many  other  things  that  meet  us  in 
our  daily  lives:  there  is  the  daily  business  we  have 
to  attend  to,  there  are  the  cares,  the  troubles,  the 
anxieties  which  come  to  every  one,  and  which  are 
to  so  many,  occasions  of  sin.  And  the  question 
naturally  suggests  itself — how  are  these  things  to 
be  managed  ?  On  the  one  hand  we  cannot  lay 
aside  our  business — we  were  born  to  work,  and 
work  we  must — we  must  take  things  as  we  find 
them  ;  we  cannot,  all  of  us,  fly  into  deserts  or  into 
monasteries ;  we  must  meet  the  world  as  it  comes. 
But,  on  the  other  hand,  with  all  this,  we  must  save 
our  souls ;  if  we  do  not  succeed  in  that,  the  gain  of 
the  whole  world  will  profit  us  nothing.  Now,  how 
are  these  things  to  be  reconciled  ?  There  are  people 
who,  in  the  midst  of  their  cares,  keep  some  eye  on 
the  state  of  their  souls,  and  they  come  often  to 
confession ;  and  it  is  constantly  found  that  when 
they  have  told  their  sins  their  troubles  are  by  no 
means  over.  They  have,  besides,  the  constant 
complaint  that  they  find  it  hard  to  serve  God 
amidst  the  pressure  of  their  daily  business.  They 
have  so  much  to  do,  the  world  and  its  care  distracts 
them — seems  to  come  between  them  and  God ;  they 
say,  in  short,  of  their  lives  what  St.  Peter  said  of 
his  work — "We  have  laboured,  and  have  taken 
nothing" — we  work  hard,  have  many  cares,  we 
have  a  real  desire  to  save  our  souls,  yet  our  lives 
do  not  seem  to  be  drawing  any  nearer  to  holiness 
or  to  God. 
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Well,  to  such  persons  I  say :  as  you  have  made 
St.  Peter's  complaint  your  own,  suppose  you  were 
also  to  make  your  own  the  remainder  of  his  speech. 
Having  declared  that  you  have  laboured  a  long 
time,  and  effected  little  or  nothing,  suppose  that 
you  were  now  to  say — But  for  the  future,  at  the 
word  of  the  Lord,  I  will  do  my  work,  I  will  put  it 
under  His  protection,  do  it  tor  His  sake.  I  will 
begin  to  make  religion  a  part  of  my  daily  life,  to 
take  supernatural  views  of  things,  to  put  before  me 
supernatural  ends.  I  have  hitherto,  perhaps,  been 
working  at  random,  and  I  cannot  see  that  it  has 
profited  me  much;  now  I  will  begin  to  work  for 
God,  and  knowing  what  I  know  of  His  infinite 
goodness,  I  may  fairly  expect  to  have  a  success  so 
great  that,  as  in  the  case  of  St.  Peter,  the  net  will 
break  and  the  boat  nearly  sink,  I  shall  be  so  filled 
with  blessings. 

I  ask  you  to  make  your  daily  life  religious,  to 
put  a  supernatural  stamp  upon  your  acts,  that  they 
may  not  only  serve  the  purposes  of  this  life,  but 
may  also  pass  current  in  the  Kingdom  of  Grace, 
and  purchase  the  treasures  of  eternal  glory. 

There  are  a  great  many  persons,  and  by  no 
means  badly  disposed  persons,  who  maintain  a 
sharp  distinction  between  their  religious  lives  and 
their  daily  lives  in  the  world.  Many  a  man  uses 
his  religion  precisely  as  he  uses  his  Sunday  coat. 
It  is  far  too  good  for  everyday  wear;  he  puts  it 
by  carefully  all  the  week,  and  as  soon  as  Sunday 
comes,  he  takes  it  out  of  the  box  and  puts  it  on.  It 
is  very  respectable,  there  is  a  fine  gloss  upon  it ; 
but  besides  the  gloss  there  are  creases  in  it,  that 
show  that  it  is  not  worn  every  day.  It  is  more 
than  likely  that,  while  he  is  wearing  it,  he  does  not 
feel  quite  at  home,  and  has  a  half- longing  for  the 
time  to  arrive  when  he  can  take  it  off,  and  return  to 
his  ordinary  week-day  clothes.     Now,  all  this  is 
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very  prudent  in  the  matter  of  clothes,  but  it  is  quite 
a  mistake  in  the  matter  of  religion,  because  religion, 
to  be  of  any  service,  must  be  something  that  is  not 
put  off  and  on,  something  that  makes  a  part  of 
your  very  selves.  You  have  souls  to  save  on  week- 
days as  well  as  on  Sundays;  and  when  the  Church 
consecrates  one  day  specially  to  God,  she  by  no 
means  intends  to  leave  room  for  the  conclusion 
that  the  other  six  belong  to  the  world,  or  the  flesh, 
or  the  devil. 

All  our  days  must  be  holy.  First,  we  must  make 
them  holy  by  avoiding  at  least  mortal  sin,  if  we 
have  the  slightest  wish  to  avoid  hell.  But  we  must 
try  and  do  more — we  must  not  only  avoid  evil,  we 
must  also  do  good. 

Suppose  I  said  to  you,  you  must  all  become 
saints,  you  would  be  very  apt  to  think  that  I  was 
asking  too  much.  We  are  apt  to  draw  a  wide  dis- 
tinction between  those  of  God's  servants  whom  we 
call  "the  saints"  and  ordinary  Christians  like  our- 
selves. And  a  wide  distinction  there  undoubtedly 
is.  But  let  not  the  distinction  blind  us  to  the  com- 
mon likeness  that  must  exist  between  the  saints  and 
our  poor  weak  selves,  if  we  ever  enter  heaven.  We 
all  hope  to  be  saved;  but  has  it  ever  struck  you  that 
the  only  claim  you  will  have  to  heaven  is  the  title 
that  you,  too,  are  saints  ?  There  will  be  no  human 
being  in  heaven  who  is  not  a  saint,  and  whose 
sanctity  has  not  been  attained  in  this  mortal  life. 
Hence,  if  you  really  wish  to  avoid  hell  and  gain 
heaven  there  is  just  one  way — be  saints. 

Now,  let  us  see  what  this  means.  What  is  your 
idea  of  a  saint  ?  In  the  first  place  you  know  that 
you  are  far  from  being  like  the  saints  of  whom  you 
read,  and  you  have  a  vague  impression  that  in 
order  to  be  saints  yourselves  you  would  have  to  do 
something  extraordinary — that  you  would  have  to 
break  up  your  settled  course  of  life,  lay  aside  your 
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worldly  pursuits,  spend  on  your  knees  in  prayer 
the  time  you  now  spend  working  for  your  daily 
bread.  Perhaps  in  addition  to  this  you  have  certain 
floating  notions  of  hair  shirts,  and  disciplines, 
of  fasts  carried  to  the  verge  of  starvation,  and  of 
austerities  that  frighten  this  cowardly  body  of  ours. 
It  may  be,  too,  that  you  are  under  the  impression 
that  it  would  be  essential  to  fall  into  an  ecstasy,  to 
see  a  vision,  to  work  a  miracle.  All  these  elements 
enter  vaguely  into  the  popular  notion  of  a  saint. 
Now,  suppose  you  found  that  none  of  these  things 
are  absolutely  essential  to  sanctity.  Suppose  you 
found  that  you  could  be,  to  all  intents  and  purposes, 
saints,  without  making  any  violent  change  in  your 
condition  of  life.  Suppose  you  found  that  ecstasies 
and  visions  are  not  essential,  and  that  no  one  is 
bound,  on  the  peril  of  his  salvation,  to  work  a 
miracle.  Suppose  you  found  that,  though  fasting 
and  austerity  are  admirable  means  of  sanctity,  yet 
you  can  be,  in  your  measure,  saints,  without  carry- 
ing them  to  an  extraordinary  length.  Suppose,  in 
short,  you  found  that  you  could  make  yourselves 
saints^by  just  doing  the  work  you  have  to  do  every 
day,  if  you  only  did  it  rightly,  would  not  this  en- 
courage you  to  begin  at  once  and  try  to  be  saints 
on  such  easy  conditions.  Now,  this  is  just  the  case. 
The  saints,  however  they  differed  in  gifts  or  graces, 
all  showed  one  thing  in  common — they  did  rightly, 
they  did  for  God,  the  duties  of  their  state  of  life, 
whatever  it  happened  to  be. 

The  way  of  it  is  this.  First,  you  must  keep  free 
from  mortal  sin.  If  a  man  will  continue  to  live  in 
a  state  of  damnation,  if  he  is  such  a  madman  as  to 
face  the  dangers  of  the  day  and  the  mysteries  of 
the  night,  in  a  state  of  mortal  sin,  there  is  little  use 
in  talking  to  him  about  sanctity.  He  is  walking 
on  the  edge  of  a  precipice,  and  if  he  continue  so, 
one  day,  when  he  least  expects  it,  he  will  find  him- 
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self  in  hell.  To  do  any  good,  then,  you  must  first 
be  free  from  mortal  sin ;  next,  you  must  daily  beg 
of  God  the  grace  you  stand  in  need  of;  and  lastly, 
you  must  do  your  daily  acts  for  God.  Offer  up  to 
Him  your  daily  work,  your  trials,  your  troubles, 
the  crosses  and  annoyances  you  meet  with,  every- 
thing you  do,  and  say,  and  think,  and  suffer, 
through  the  infinite  merits  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Now,  if  a  man  would  only  do  this  ;  if, 
being  free  from  mortal  sin,  he  made  this  offering 
every  morning  and  evening,  and  renewed  it  during 
the  day  whenever  it  came  into  his  mind,  he  would, 
without  any  trouble,  be  advancing  in  sanctity  every 
moment  of  his  life.  Our  sanctity  is  measured  by 
the  amount  of  grace  we  have ;  and  there  is  not  a 
separate  act  so  done,  but  would  bring  its  separate 
reward  of  grace  here,  and  its  corresponding  degree 
of  eternal  glory  hereafter.  The  evil,  the  great  evil 
is,  that  for  the  neglect  of  so  small  a  thing  as 
purifying  and  sanctifying  his  intention,  many  even 
well-meaning,  pious-minded  Christians,  are,  all  their 
lives,  losing  inestimable  treasures  of  merit. 

Our  Blessed  Lord  has  laid  down  for  us  a  very 
simple  rule  of  life :  "  If  any  man  will  come  after 
Me,  let  him  deny  himself,  take  up  his  cross  daily, 
and  follow  Me."  From  the  fact  that  our  Lord  uses 
the  word  "daily"  it  is  evident  that  He  does  not 
mean  any  extraordinary  cross,  but  just  such  crosses 
as  daily  life  is  liable  to  bring.  Now,  with  regard 
to  this  rule  of  life,  it  is  worth  remarking  that 
everyone,  saint  and  sinner,  must,  in  the  very 
nature  of  things,  deny  himself  and  bear  a  cross. 
No  matter  how  self-willed  a  man  may  be,  no  matter 
how  determined  he  may  be  to  have  his  own  way, 
there  are  a  thousand  things  in  which  his  will  is 
thwarted.  Nature,  and  society,  the  distinctions  of 
rank,  the  unequal  distribution  of  wealth,  impose 
limits  to  the  most  imperious  self-will.     There  are 
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certain  things  which  a  man  cannot  afford  to  do, 
because  the  law  would  punish  him,  certain  others 
from  which  he  has  to  abstain  because  if  he  did 
them  his  prospects  in  life  would  be  injured,  and  so 
on.  In  fact,  there  is. nothing  a  man  sooner  learns 
in  his  dealings  with  the  world,  than  that,  do  his 
best,  he  cannot  always  have  his  own  way.  He 
must  deny  himself.  Why,  then,  will  he  not  do  for 
God  what  he  has  to  do,  in  spite  of  himself,  for  a 
world,  which  can  neither  give  him  peace  here  nor 
heaven  hereafter  ? 

It  is  the  same  thing  in  the  matter  of  crosses.  A 
man  may,  in  the  perversity  of  his  heart,  refuse  to 
be  a  disciple  of  Jesus  at  all ;  he  may  take  his  soul 
into  his  foolish  hands,  and  not  the  very  power  of 
heaven  will  prevent  him  from  damning  himself  if 
he  will;  but  suppose  he  is  mad  enough  and  wicked 
enough  to  do  this,  does  he  thereby  escape  the  cross? 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  The  cross  will  be  laid  on  him 
whether  he  will  or  no.  The  troubles  of  life,  the 
cares  and  the  annoyances  which  we  call  crosses,  will 
come  to  him  as  well  as  to  his  Christian  neighbours. 
He  will  feel  their  weight,  and  groan  under  them, 
he  will  rebel  against  them  and  curse  them,  but 
they  are  there,  and  he  must  bear  them.  All  his 
life  he  has  had  to  deny  himself,  and  to  take  up  his 
cross,  but  he  would  not  do  the  last  and  easiest  part, 
he  would  not  follow  Jesus,  he  would  not  put  him- 
self in  the  state  of  grace,  and  do  those  things  for 
God.  And  at  the  bitter  end  he  will  find  himself  in 
hell ;  and  he  will  find  that  others  who  were  in  the 
same  state  of  life,  his  friends  and  neighbours,  who 
did  the  labours  he  did,  who  bore  the  crosses  he 
i>ore,  who  worked,  perhaps,  by  his  side,  in  the  same 
field  or  in  the  same  workshop,  these,  because  they 
lived  for  God,  will  be  receiving  the  reward  of  their 
works  in  everlasting  happiness. 

If  hitherto  you  have  been  careless  about  doing 
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your  daily  duties  for  God,  about  directing  the  in- 
tention of  all  your  acts  to  Him,  resolve  to  begin 
now.  Make  a  resolution  in  the  presence  of  God 
that  for  the  future  you  will,  at  your  morning  and 
evening  prayers,  and  as  often  during  the  day  as 
the  thought  occurs  to  you,  offer  up  to  God,  through 
the  merits  of  Jesus,  your  thoughts,  words,  and 
actions.  And  you  could  not  begin  such  a  practice 
on  a  more  appropriate  day  than  this,  when  the 
Church  is  celebrating  the  Festival  of  the  Most 
Precious  Blood  of  our  dear  Lord.  In  that  is  all  our 
salvation,  all  our  hope.  From  "  those  fountains  of 
the  Saviour  we  may  draw  waters  with  joy."  The 
infinite  merits  of  that  Precious  Blood  are  at  our 
disposal  if  we  will  only  use  them.  Through  them 
we  can  make  our  own  poor  lives  meritorious,  and 
make  our  every  act  a  ^reparation  for  the  solemn, 
inevitable  hour  when  we  shall  be  judged  according 
to  our  works. 
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"  Master,  we  have  laboured  all  the  night  and  have  taken  nothing." 

When  the  morning  broke  over  the  waters  of  Gene- 
sareth,  it  broke  upon  a  weary  night  of  fruitless  toil. 
The  fishermen,  Peter  and  the  others,  had  spent  the 
night  upon  the  deep,  as  they  had  spent  many  a 
night  before,  and  never  a  gleam  of  success  had 
come  to  bless  their  toil.  They  had  drawn  up 
the  boats  to  land  and  were  washing  their  nets 
upon  the  shore,  when  suddenly  the  murmur  of  a 
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crowd  broke  upon  the  silence  of  the  morning,  and 
their  hearts  told  them  that  Jesus  of  Nazareth  was 
near.  We  may  well  be  sure  that  Peter  sees  Him 
first,  and  first  throws  by  the  net  to  listen  to  any 
word  that  might  fall  from  His  sacred  lips  ;  and  we 
may  be  surer  still  that  Peter  is  filled  with  delight, 
when  Jesus  gets  into  his  boat  to  avoid  the  pressure 
of  the  multitude.  They  pull  out  a  little  from  the 
land,  the  men  lie  on  their  oars,  and  Jesus  speaks 
in  those  accents  that  had  such  a  charm  for  the  ears 
of  men,  and  such  strange  influence  upon  their 
hearts.  When  the  discourse  is  ended,  He  turns  to 
those  in  the  boat  and  says,  "  Launch  out  your  nets 
into  the  deep."  Now,  they  are  experienced  fisher- 
men, and  they  do  not  think  there  is  much  use;  in 
fact  Peter  says,  in  words  to  which  I  wish  to  direct 
your  special  attention  :  "  Master,  we  have  laboured 
all  the  night  and  have  taken  nothing/'  But  Peter 
is  no  mere  fisherman ;  he  had  begun  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian ;  and  he  immediately  adds,  "  But  at  Thy  word 
I  will  let  down  the  net." 

"  We  have  laboured  all  the  night  and  have  taken 
nothing ;  "  this  is  the  long  loud  cry  of  the  sinful 
world  to  the  God  Who  made  it,  and  of  the  sinful 
human  heart  to  the  God  Whom  it  has  forsaken. 
When  Christ  came,  four  thousand  years  of  the 
world's  history  had  been  written,  and  in  the  main, 
the  history  was  this.  The  curse  of  sin  had  been 
working  in  the  world,  blighting  every  flower  that 
blew,  spoiling  every  blossom  that  opened,  tainting 
every  fruit  that  grew,  upon  the  tree  of  human  life. 
But  most  of  all,  had  sin  been  busy  with  the  human 
heart,  that  heart  that  God  had  made,  with  so  many 
a  capability  of  good,  with  such  far  reaching  desires, 
with  such  generous  impulses,  with  such  a  wealth 
of  passionate  affection,  with  so  many  a  noble  aspi- 
ration struggling  up  from  the  sordid  things  of 
earth  to  the  heaven  which  sin  had  closed  against 
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it,  but  which  God  had  meant  to  be  its  home.  Sin 
had  done  its  work  and  had  blighted  the  fair  world 
of  God,  and  with  sin  had  come  suffering,  and 
sorrow,  and  death,  and  instead  of  the  glad  music 
of  happy  hearts,  a  wail  of  lamentation  and  of 
ceaseless  sorrow,  the  crash  of  ruined  lives  and 
breaking  hearts  went  up  to  God  from  the  world 
He  had  made  so  beautiful,  and  had  meant  to  be  so 
happy.  Men,  to  be  sure,  had  used  their  natural 
gifts,  and  had  used  them  to  many  a  great  purpose, 
and  with  many  a  vast  result.  The  sweat  of  count- 
less generations  had  fallen  upon  the  earth,  and  had 
coaxed  it  into  fruitfulness.  The  hand  of  man  had 
conquered  the  ruggedness  of  the  furrow  in  which 
he  dug,  and  his  intellect  had  won  its  way  to  many 
a  golden  secret  that  gave  a  key  to  greatness  and 
to  fame.  But  man  had  not  only  a  hand  and  a 
brain,  he  had  a  nobler  thing  st-ill  than  either;  he 
had  a  heart,  and  though  he  found  work  to  equal 
the  energy  of  his  hand,  and  a  field  for  all  the  re- 
sources of  his  brain,  when  he  sought  to  satisfy  his 
heart,  then,  in  all  the  broad  fair  world  he  found 
nothing  that  could  give  it  peace  ;  how  could  he  ? 
for  God  had  made  it,  and  had  fashioned  it  to  such 
definite  purpose,  and  with  such  definite  intent,  that 
small  though  it  seemed  to  be,  it  could  be  filled  by 
nothing  less  than  God  Himself.  Man  might  be 
great,  might  win  wealth,  and  name,  and  fame,  but 
man  had  forgotten  God,  and  he  could  not  be 
happy. 

And  what  of  all  these  countless  millions,  who 
had  come  before  our  blessed  Lord,  who  had  lived 
jmd  toiled,  and  died  and  held  nothing  of  what  their 
toil  had  gained,  but  the  graves  in  which  they 
waited  the  great  judgment  of  God  ;  what  of  these  ? 
Ah,  my  brethren,  they  might  have  come  together, 
and  taken  Peter  as  their  spokesman,  and  told  their 
history  before  the  judgment-seat  of  God,  in  the 
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melancholy  words,  "  through  all  the  dreary  night 
that  life  was  before  the  breaking  of  Christ's  dawn, 
we  laboured  and  we  have  taken  nothing." 

And  think  you,  my  brethren,  is  it  otherwise  even 
now  ?  Shall  a  man,  even  now,  forget  his  God,  and 
yet  find  peace  and  happiness  on  earth  ?  Is  there 
one  here  who  has  taken  sin  to  his  heart,  and  let  it 
rule  his  life  ?  Then  in  the  name  of  God  whom  he  has 
forgotten,  of  the  heart  he  has  desecrated,  of  the 
life  which  he  has  dishonoured,  I  say  to  him,  that 
no  matter  what  have  been  to  him  the  gifts  of  nature 
or  of  fortune,  though  he  have  wealth,  and  honour, 
and  the  esteem  of  men,  and  a  something  to  which, 
against  his  better  instincts,  he  strives  to  give  the 
name  of  pleasure,  yet  shall  his  hands  be  empty, 
and  should  he  live  so  to  the  end,  he  shall  have  to 
say  before  the  judgment-seat  of  God,  "  Lord,  I  have 
laboured  through  all  the  night  of  life,  and  have 
taken  nothing,  nothing  but  the  everlasting  fire 
which  the  breath  of  thy  wrath  has  kindled  and 
shall  keep  alive,  through  all  the  ages  ef  eternity." 

Ah !  God  knows,  life  is  sad  enough,  and  hard 
enough,  and  bitter  enough,  without  blighting  it  to 
the  very  root,  by  the  curse  of  mortal  sin. 

It  would  be  strange  to  me,  my  brethren,  if  any 
Dne,  in  all  this  vast  assembly,  could,  speaking  in 
all  sincerity,  his  own  personal  experience,  declare 
that  life,  in  all  the  stages  of  it  through  which  he 
had  passed,  had  been  to  him  perfectly  satisfactory. 
We  know  too  well,  and  feel  too  sadly,  what  life  is, 
and  what  the  world  is ;  we  know  too  well,  and 
with  an  experience  too  bitter  to  be  easily  for- 
gotten, how  many  a  cloud  has  come,  and  now 
heavily  they  have  rested,  and  how  long,  upon  the 
few  gleams  of  sunshine  that  time  and  circum- 
stance have  thrown  across  our  path  of  life,  creatures 
of  time  that  fleets,  and  that  never  fleets  so  quickly 
as  when  a  sense  of  present  happiness  would  make 
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us  fain  delay  its  passing.  We  have  seen  too  many 
a  bark  freighted  with  our  golden  hopes  go  down  in 
the  troubled  sea  of  life  ;  we  have  planted  too  many 
a  tree  of  desire,  and  watched  and  waited  till  we 
deemed  the  fruit  was  ripe,  and  then  plucked  it, 
and  found  it  turn  to  dust  and  ashes  on  our  eager 
lips ;  we  have  seen  and  felt  these  things  too  often 
to  be  very  sanguine  about  any  great  happiness 
that  life  can  possibly  bring.  But,  oh  !  why  should 
we  add  to  these  sad  thoughts  about  the  present, 
and  memories  of  the  past,  thoughts  and  memories 
whose  transient  sadness  the  hand  of  God,  when  He 
crowns  us  with  a  crown  of  heaven's  glory,  shall 
change  into  unending  joy — why  should  we  add  to 
these  the  fatal  presence  of  a  mortal  sin  ?  Ah,  my 
brethren,  when  God  comes  to  the  sinner,  as  God 
does  come,  and  never  more  mercifully  than  at  such 
a  time  as  this,  when  you  stand  before  the  altar 
where  Jesus  is,  to  listen  to  the  words  that  Jesus 
spoke,  when  God  comes  to  the  sinner  by  some  in- 
spiration of  His  grace,  when  He  touches  him,  for 
that  is  often  God's  way,  with  the  sharp  touch  of 
some  merciful  sorrow,  or  wakens  him  from  his 
fatal  lethargy  by  some  keen  sting  of  affliction,  and 
when  the  sinner  enters  into  himself,  and  reviews 
the  wasted  years  that  he  has  been  spending  away 
from  his  Father's  house,  he  has  nothing  for  it  but 
to  fall  at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  and  say  to  Him,  "  Lord, 
through  all  this  dreary  time  that  seemed  like  one 
long  night,  when  the  very  star  of  hope  seemed  to 
have  been  blotted  by  my  evil  life  from  the  heaven 
above  me ;  when  the  sea  of  life  seemed  black  and 
shoreless  in  its  vast  immensity,  and  neve,r  a 
sound  came  upon  my  ear  but  the  moaning  of  the 
waves  that  seemed  hungry  for  my  soul's  life ; 
when,  through  the  blinding  mist  of  warring  pas- 
sion, I  scarce  could  see  Mary's  pure  eyes  with 
all  the  tender  lig&t  in  them  of  a  mother's  pitying 
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reproach ;  through  all  the  blackness  of  the  night 
of  sin,  Lord,  I  have  laboured  hard,  putting  my 
hand  to  many  a  work,  toiling  as  if  my  unblest 
toil  could  Jead  to  anything,  vexing  my  soul  with 
many  a  scheme  that  had  no  good  result,  rent  with 
many  a  desire  that  had  no  fulfilment,  toiling 
in  many  a  purpose  that  had  no  issue.  I  have 
laboured,  I  have  served  hard  taskmasters  who 
knew  no  pity,  who  exacted  their  task  of  work 
with  inexorable  strictness,  and  paid  no  wages 
but  the  wage  of  death.  I  have  served  the  world, 
and  its  chain  has  been  about  me  till  it  has  eaten 
into  my  very  soul.  I  have  served  the  flesh  till 
its  desires  have  turned  to  stings  of  scorpions — 
served  the  devil  till  his  relentless  hand  has  grasped 
me  as  his  very  own.  I  have  laboured,  and  have 
taken  nothing." 

This  will  always  be  the  sinner's  cry — that  he 
has  sacrificed  his  happiness,  and,  that  for  the 
sinner  hell  begins,  even  before  the  grave  has 
hidden  away  from  the  eyes  of  men  the  scandals 
of  his  evil  life. 

Is  there  a  more  touching  story  in  all  the  Gospel 
than  the  story  that,  in  some  phase  or  other  of  its 
manifold  significance,  comes  home  to  every  heart— 
the  story  ot  the  Prodigal — of  the  son  who  grew 
weary  of  the  quiet  plenty  and  the  uneventful 
serenity  of  his  father  s  house,  and  felt  the  young 
blood  stirring  in  his  veins,  and  thoughts  of  some 
large  licence,  which  he  called  freedom,  rising  in  his 
heart,  till  he  longed  to  break  away  from  what  his 
inexperience  deemed  the  dull  monotony  of  home. 
And  a  wild  dream  haunted  him  of  a  world  fair  and 
beautiful,  fairer  and  more  beautiful  than  any  his 
feet  had  walked  in,  while  they  trod  the  quiet  ways 
pf  home.  He  thought  he  could  find  a  field  for  his 
talents,  and  places  where  the  prizes  of  life  would 
come  to  him,  and,  abo^e  all,  where — come  whaf 
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might — he  would  have  his  own  way,  and  be  his 
own  master.  And  he  thought,  too,  poor  fool,  that 
in  those  fairy  scenes  which  fancy  conjured  up,  he 
would  meet  with  friends  more  faithful,  hearts  more 
true,  love  more  tender  and  more  enduring  than  he 
had  ever  known  at  home.  And,  thinking  those 
thoughts,  one  day  his  foolish  heart  swelled  into  the 
ingratitude  of  rebellion,  and,  demanding  from  his 
father  the  portion  of  the  substance  that  fell  to  him, 
he  went  his  way — turned  his  back  upon  the  home 
where  he  had  been  so  happy,  and  sought  the  world 
afar,  which  his  foolish  fancy  painted  so  pleasant 
and  so  beautiful.  He  sought  it,  but  found  it  far 
different  from  what  he  had  imagined.  He  found 
what  we,  what  most  men  find — summer  friends  to 
flatter,  while  flattery  was  worth  the  pains,  smiles  on 
many  a  lip,  while  he  could  pay  for  smiles — foundv 
in  short,  the  hollow,  heartless  world,  where  self- 
interest  rules  supreme,  where  the  smile  so  easily 
iurns  to.  a  sneer,  and  where  friendship  and  affection 
are  little  more  than  words.  He  wasted,  his  sub- 
stance, the  Gospel  tells  us,  living  riotously — which 
means  this,  that  he  threw  the  reins  upon  the  neck 
of  passion,  and  let  it  carry  him  where  it  would. 
And  the  glory  of  his  youth  was  dimmed,  and  the 
bloom  of  his  innocence  was  rubbed  away,  and  his 
heart  grew  hard  by  very  contact  with  harder  hearts, 
and  no  one  would  have  known  him  for  the  young 
man  who,  so  short  a  time  before,  had  left  his  youth- 
ful home  with  dreams  so  brilliant  and  with  hopes 
so  high.  And,  withal,  he  never  found  affection  like 
the  affection  he  had  spurned,  never  found  a  heart 
so  tender  or  so  true,  never  a  love  so  strong  or  so 
long-suffering  as  the  father's  heart  that  he  had  so 
sorely  wounded,  and  the  father's  love  of  whioh  he 
had  made  so  little.  And  then,  in  a,  land  far  off* 
poverty  came  upon  him,  and  the  summer  friends 
fell  one  by  one  away.    And  he  felt  the  sickness  and 
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the  sinking  of  the  heart  that  comes  from  blighted 
hopes,  and  from  thoughts  of  happier  things  that 
might  have  been.  And  a  vision  rose  before  him  of 
the  home  he  had  deserted;  and  the  bitterest  of  his 
thoughts  was  this,  that  by  his  own  perversity,  by 
the  stroke  of  his  own  right  hand,  he  had  severed 
every  tie  of  affection  that  might  have  bound  him  to 
the  past,  and  that  the  home  of  his  lost  youth  was 
closed  against  him  for  ever.  And  so,  in  the 
meanest  of  menial  employments,  he  sate  among 
the  swine,  staying  his  body's  hunger  with  the  acorn 
husks,  but  finding  in  the  worthless  husks  of  memory 
and  regret  nothing  that  could  appease  for  a  moment 
the  hunger  of  his  heart. 

There  it  stands,  a  picture  for  all  time  of  the  sinner 
who  turns  away  froin  God,  his  Father,  and,  let  me 
say,  most  completely  of  all,  representing  the  sinner 
who  is  a  Catholic,  the  sinner  who  has  been  born 
in  his  Father's  house,  in  the  bosom  of  the  Church, 
whose  infancy  has  been  sanctified  and  his  youth 
made  glorious  by  the  sacraments  which  were  pre- 
pared for  him  at  the  cost  of  the  life-blood  of  Jesus 
Christ.  In  some  fatal  hour  his  heart  rebels  against 
the  gentle  discipline  of  his  Father's  house — he  falls 
into  mortal  sin.  He  goes  forth  into  a  lawless 
world,  lives  riotously,  hugs  to  his  heart  some  fatal 
passion — drunkenness,  impurity,  or  both  together. 
A  youth  follows  of  unbridled  passion  or  of  secret 
sin.  Sin  is  added  to  sin,  guilt  piled  on  guilt,  till 
the  number  is  beyond  all  counting,  save  in  the 
dread  reckoning  of  the  angel  who  records  them, 
every  one,  in  the  Book  of  Judgment.  Confession— 
the  only  thing  that  could  set  things  right — confes- 
sion is  neglected ;  perhaps  bad  confessions  and 
sacrilegious  communions  swell  the  tide  of  wicked- 
ness that  carries  the  unhappy  soul  to  its  everlasting 
place  in  hell.  And  so  youth  passes,  hateful  to  God 
&nd  scandalous  to  men.  steeped  in  sin,  a   madness 
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and  a  folly.  Soon  the  fire  of  passion  dies  down, 
but  evil  habits  are  so  deeply  rooted  that  they  still 
continue  long  after  they  have  ceased  to  give  even 
the  semblance  of  gratification.  Sin  begins  to  lay 
its  mark  upon  the  body,  as  it  has  long  since  laid 
its  mark  upon  the  soul ;  and  with  worn  powers  and 
exhausted  energies,  the  man  who  has  lowered  him- 
self to  the  level  of  the  brute,  cannot  attain  even  the 
stolid  contentment  of  the  brute.  He  sits  among 
the  swine,  and  feeds  upon  the  husks  of  former 
passions. 

Do  you  think  that  such  a  man  is  happy  r  Ah  ! 
my  brethren,  I  have  met  such  men  when  they  came 
back  from  that  far-off,  desolate  land  of  sin,  and  I 
have  asked— "Have  you,  then,  in  all  this  lawless 
time,  have  you,  then,  been  happy,  even  for  the 
passing  hour  ? "  And  they  answered — "  No ;  we 
never  knew  what  happiness  was,  while  we  continued 
in  the  madness  of  passion — in  the  unspeakable  folly 
of  mortal  sin."  Ah !  my  brethren,  it  is  well  for 
the  sinner  that  the  parable  does  not  end  where,  a 
moment  ago,  we  left  the  prodigal  weighed  down 
by  the  cruel  hunger  of  the  heart  that  was  almost 
despair.  Our  Lord  had  more  to  tell  about  the 
prodigal :  for,  as  he  sate  heart-sick  and  desolate, 
a  thought  like  a  ray  of  heaven's  sunshine  came 
upon  the  darkness  of  his  soul.  He  thought  of  the 
days  when  he  was  innocent,  and  of  the  home  that 
had  left  none  but  blessed  memories  in  his  heart ; 
and,  more  than  all,  he  thought  of  the  Father's  love, 
that  had  been  shown  so  freely  in  the  old,  happy 
time,  and  he  felt  that  the  heart  that  had  such  love 
should  also  be  the  home  of  mercy  as  boundless  as 
the  love  was  great;  and  he  said  :  "  I  will  arise,  and 
I  will  go  to  my  father."  Ah !  but  what  shall  he 
say?  Ah!  he  is  humbled  to  the  dust,  his  pride  has 
left  him,  his  waywardness  has  gone.  His  penitent 
heart  finds  fitting  words  •  "  Father,  I  have  sinned 
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against  heaven  and  before  thee ;  I  am  not  worthy 
to  be  called  thy  child,  make  me  as  one  of  thy  hired 
servants."  He  had  found  the  way  home  at  last. 
We  can  picture  him  as  he  goes,  wayworn  and 
weary,  sobbing  out  his  broken  words  of  sorrow, 
resigning  forever  the  old  position  of  a  son,  and 
thinking  how  supremely  happy  he  could  be  as  a 
servant,  in  the  house  where  he  once  was  master. 
But  he  had  never  guessed  the  depth  of  tenderness 
in  his  father's  heart.  That  father  had  never  for- 
gotten his  wayward  child.  He  sees  him  while  he 
is  yet  a  long  way  off,  and  he  never  dreams  of  wait- 
ing till  he  comes.  He  runs  to  meet  him,  and 
throws  himself  upon  his  neck,  and  kisses  him. 
The  son  sobs  out  his  broken  words  of  sorrow — 
"  Father,'*  &c,  but,  lo !  the  father  seems  scarce  to 
listen  to  the  words  of  his  repentance,  never  seems 
to  catch  the  drift  of  the  humble  proposal  that  the 
prodigal  is  making — he  turns  to  his  servants  and 
says  to  them  :  "  Bring  forth  quickly,"  &c. 

Is  it  a  mere  story,  to  catch  the  fancy  ?  Ah  !  my 
brethren,  it  is  eighteen  hundred  years  since  Jesus 
told  it  to  the  sinners  who  stood  around  him  ;  and 
ever  since,  and  still,  the  scene  that  it  typifies  is 
oeing  daily,  hourly  enacted  in  the  Church.  It  is 
repeated  in  every  confessional  where  the  sinner 
comes  from  the  far-off  land  of  sin.  He  comes,  it 
may  be,  trembling,  with  his  words  of  sorrow  broken 
by  his  sobs — "Father,  I  have  sinned,"  and  he  pours 
his  tale  of  guilt  into  the  ear  of  the  minister  of  God. 
There  is  no  harsh  chiding,  no  galling  words  of  re- 
proach. The  priest  who  sits  in  that  tribunal,  knows 
well  that  he  sits  there  as  the  representative  of  Je.sus 
Christ,  and  he  will  not,  he  may  not,  he  dare  not, 
as  he  hopes  for  heaven,  reject  a  sinner  for  whom 
Jesus  died.  The  words  of  absolution  are  pro- 
nounced, and  the  robe  of  grace  is  put  upon  the 
sinner's  soul,  the  ring  of  God's  friendship  is  put 
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upon  his  finger,  and  he  Who  but  a  little  while  ago 
had  starved  upon  the  husks  of  swinish  passions, 
finds  himself  an  honoured  guest  at  that  Holy 
Table,  where  Jesus  gives  him  His  flesh  to  eat  and 
His  blood  to  drink. 
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"Misereor  super  turbam." — Mark,  viii. 

****** 

I  KNOW  of  no  passage  in  the  Sacred  Scripture  more 
likely  to  awaken  this  desire  than  the  passage  found 
in  the  beginning  of  this  day's  Gospel.  For,  there 
is  no  other  that  brings  our  Blessed  Lord  before  us 
in  a  way  that  more  clearly  expresses  the  exquisite 
tenderness  of  His  character,  none  that  appeals 
more  touchingly  to  our  own  hearts.  Just  consider 
jt.  "  I  have  compassion  on  the  multitude."  Where 
was  He  when  He  spoke  it  ?  He  was  where  He 
most  loved  to  be,  surrounded  by  the  simple  people, 
who  hung  upon  His  lips,  and  felt  their  hearts  stirred 
strangely  by  the  accents  of  His  voice.  They  were 
people  just  like  you,  drawn  together  from  the  town 
and  from  the  village,  from  the  street  and  from  the 
field,  from  the  market-place  and  from  the  workshop. 
They,  too,  had  felt,  as  you  have  often  felt,  that  the 
labour  of  the  hand  or  of  the  brain  does  not  satisfy 
the  heart,  that  men  live  not  alone  by  bread,  but  by 
every  word  that  falls  from  the  mouth  of  God.  They 
wTere  men  who,  moved  by  a  mysterious  hunger  for 
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the  bread  of  life,  had  followed  Jesus  to  listen  to 
His  words,  forgetting  for  L  while  the  yoke  of  labour 
and  the  burden  of  toil.  Just  such  a  multitude  as 
you,  who  have  laid  aside  the  business  of  the  week- 
day world  to  come  to  the  house  of  God,  to  be 
greeted  by  the  blessing  of  the  selfsame  Jesus,  Who 
was  not  more  really  present  to  the  multitude  in  the 
Gospel  than  He  is  present  to  you  in  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  at  which  you  have  been 
assisting.  To  the  multitude  in  the  Gospel  He 
addressed  the  words :  "  I  have  compassion  on  the 
multitude."  Do  you  think  He  shall  say  less  to 
you  who  gather  round  the  altar  where  He  renews 
in  your  behalf  the  very  sacrifice  of  Calvary  ?  To 
you,  also,  He  says  :  "  I  have  compassion  on  the 
multitude."  Aye,  on  every  one  of  you,  on  the 
young  and  on  the  old,  on  the  rich  and  on  the  poor ; 
for,  you  are  all  His  people,  purchased  with  His 
precious  blood,  stamped  with  the  seal  of  His 
baptism,  bound  to  Him  in  the  membership  of  His 
Church,  made  one  with  Him  in  the  sacrament  of 
His  love,  brought  into  closest  relationship  with 
Him,  because  His  dear  mother,  Mary,  is  your 
dear  mother,  too. 

He  has,  He  cannot  but  have  compassion  on  this 
multitude  of  His  faithful  who  stand  before  His 
altar.  Let  me  put  before  you  to-day  the  picture  of 
our  Blessed  Lord  standing  before  you,  His  people, 
looking  not  alone  upon  your  faces  as  I  look,  but 
down  into  the  recesses  of  your  hearts,  seeing 
your  every  thought,  your  every  wish  ;  seeing 
there,  it  maybe,  much  weakness  and  much  misery; 
seeing  there,  perhaps,  the  secret  sin,  the  unholy 
wish,  the  impure  desire  ;  and  yet,  notwithstanding 
all  He  sees,  still  saying,  with  a  voice  that  rings 
through  the  Church :  "  I  have  compassion  on  the 
multitude." 

I  shall  put  before  you  a  few  instances  of  His 


SIXTH   SUNDAY  AFTER  PENTECOST.  297 

divine  compassion.  Even  before  you  were  born 
He  had  compassion  upon  you  ;  else  why  did  He  so 
arrange  that  you  were  to  be  born  within  the  fold 
of  His  one  true  Church,  thus  saving  you  from  the 
blindness  of  heresy,  and  the  hopeless  misery  of  un- 
belief ?  Take  any  man  amongst  yourselves,  trace 
his  career  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  and  you 
shall  see  how  the  compassion  of  Jesus  has  been 
lavished  upon  him.  He  may  be  a  sinner  now,  he 
may  have  grown  grey  in  crime,  but  once  he  lay, 
weak  and  helpless,  an  infant  in  his  mother's  arms. 
Even  then  Jesus  was  his  strength  and  his  helper. 
He  met  him  on  the  very  threshold  of  life,  in  the 
Sacrament  of  Baptism.  He  took  him,  as  it  were, 
from  the  arms  of  his  mother,  and  placed  him  in  the 
hands  of  a  greater  mother  than  she,  in  the  hands 
of  his  mother  the  Church,  in  the  hands  of  His  own 
Immaculate  mother,  Mary.  The  child  is  baptised  ; 
well,  all  heaven  stands  enraptured  before  the  beauty 
of  that  soul,  the  angels  look  upon  it  with  reverence, 
Mary  looks  at  it,  and  loves  it  with  a  great  love,  for 
she  sees  in  it  the  likeness  of  Jesus.  Time  passes  ; 
the  boy  grows  on  to  the  perilous  use  of  reason. 
God  has  been  very  good  to  that  soul ;  shall  He  not 
have  a  right  to  its  first  rational  service  ?  And  if 
that  first  service  be  given  to  the  devil,  might  we 
not  expect  that  Jesus  would  cast  that  soul  aside,  a 
useless  brand,  to  burn  in  the  fire  that  is  not  ex- 
tinguished ?  Let  us  see.  The  boy  has  grown  to 
the  use  of  reason,  and  the  boy  commits  a  mortal 
sin.  The  angel  guardian  turns  aside  and  weeps, 
tears  rush  to  Mary's  eyes  of  mercy,  and  all  heaven 
turns  to  Jesus  to  see  if  He  will  raise  His  hand,  and 
strike  the  sinner  dead.  But  no  ;  Jesus  waits.  He 
has  compassion  on  the  sinner  still.  The  sinner  has 
come  to  the  use  of  reason,  on  the  very  threshold  of 
it,  he  has  met  Jesus  in  His  law,  and  at  the  first 
meeting  he  insults  Him  by  mortal  sin.  My  brethren, 
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when  you  come  in  at  the  door  of  the  Church  you 
must  meet  the  baptismal  font,  a  few  steps  further 
you  come  to  the  confessional.  This  is  the  revenge 
which  Jesus  takes  upon  the  sinner,  the  Sacrament 
of  Penance. 


Well,  the  sinner  goes  away  from  the  rails  of  the 
altar,  carrying  within  his  breast — just  think  of  it — 
carrying  within  his  breast  the  Living  God.  His 
soul  is  white,  his  sins  are  forgiven,  he  has  Jesus 
along  with  him^  and  he  carries  Him — where? — he 
carries  Him  into  the  very  occasions  of  sin  which 
he  had  promised  to  avoid.  For  awhile  he  avoided 
them,  for  a  while  he  followed  the  advice  he  had  re- 
ceived in  the  confessional,  but  soon  he  begins  to 
hanker  after  the  unholy  freedom  of  his  sin.  He 
begins  to  say  :  "  There  is  no  longer  any  fear,  I  have 
done  with  sin,  I  will  go  into  the  danger ;  it  is  true 
the  Holy  Ghost  has  prophesied  that  if  I  do  I  shall 
perish,  but  I  know  better,  I  shall  not  perish" — artd 
he  goes  back  into  the  occasion  of  sin  whatever  it 
be — the  public  house,  the  evil  companion,  the  bad 
book — and  he  falls  again ;  for,  the  Holy  Ghost  is 
not  a  liar,  and  then,  to  use  the  awful  language  of 
Scripture,  seven  other  devils  enter  into  him,  and 
the  last  state  of  the  relapsing  sinner  is  worse  than 
the  first. 

What  Ought  to  happen  then  ?  Would  you  not 
expect  that  before  a  day  or  night  had  gone  the 
abuser  of  so  much  grace  would  have  found  and 
filled  his  place  in  hell?  Still,  Jesus  has  com- 
passion on  him.  He  waits.  The  sinner  goes  on 
sinning  and  repenting — repenting,  did  I  say  r  No ; 
pretending  to  repent.  So  life  passes :  but  God  is 
not  mocked.  Do  you  think  He  will  wait  for  ever  ? 
Some  day  the  sin  shall  be  committed  that  shall  be 
the  very  last,  some  day   the   last   grace   will   be 
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abused,  some  day  the  compassion  of  Jesus  will  be 
exhausted,  and  on  the  evening  of  that  day  the 
sinner  will  be  in  hell. 

But  as  long  as  life  lasts,  Jesus  is  ready  to  lavish 
His  compassion  upon  us,  He  is  ready  to  take  the 
sinner  back.  No  matter  how  far  he  may  have  gone 
Upon  the  fatal  road,  he  never  gets  so  far  on  this 
side  of  the  grave  as  hot  to  hear  the  tread  of  His 
pursuing  footsteps.  Jesus  lies  in  wait  for  him  at 
every  turn  of  life ;  when  things  are  at  their  worst, 
He  hides,  as  it  Were,  behind  some  sorrow  or  some 
worldly  misfortune,  striving  to  steal  into  the  sinner's 
heart,  and  soften  it  into  repentance  before  it  is 
too  late. 


My  brethren,  we  cannot  afford  to  abuse  the  com- 
passion of  our  Blessed  Lord.  The  greater  our  sin, 
the  more  need  we  have  of  God's  great  mercy. 
There  are  some  her  i  who  stand  in  sorer  need  of  it 
than  they  imagine,  ibr  in  so  large  a  multitude  some 
must  be  who  are  nearer  than  they  think,  to  death, 
and  to  the  judgment-seat  of  God.  Carry  home  with 
you  to-day  the  picture  I  have  striven  to  put  before 
you — the  picture  of  Jesus,  looking  down  upon  you 
with  all  your  follies  and  your  faults,  and  saying : 
M I  have  compassion  on  the  multitude."  Come  to 
Him,  and  He  will  pour  out  on  you  that  compassion 
in  the  tribunal  of  Penance,  and  then,  seeing  that 
you  have  come  from  a  far  way  off,  even  from  the 
exile  of  sin,  lest  you  faint  on  the  way,  He  will  per- 
form in  your  behalf  a  miracle  infinitely  greater  than 
that  recorded  in  the  Gospel.  He  will  seat  you  at 
His  Holy  Table,  and  He  will  give  you,  not  the 
bread  that  perisheth,  but  the  Living  Bread  that 
cometh  down  from  heaven,  of  which  whosoever 
eateth  shall  live  for  ever. 
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"  Beware  of  false  prophets,"  &c. 

In  the  passage  I  have  read  for  you,  my  brethren, 
our  blessed  Lord  conveys  a  warning,  the  necessity 
of  which  is  not  confined  to  any  age,  or  any  gene- 
ration. There  is  a  fight  constantly  going  on  in  the 
world,  it  has  been  going  on  from  the  very  begin- 
ning, between  good  and  evil,  and  nowhere,  and 
at  no  time,  is  that  battle  more  vigorously  waged 
than  when  there  is  question  of  taking  possession  of 
the  intellect  of  man.  There  is  no  power  more 
available  for  good,  than  the  power  of  true  teaching  ; 
and  most,  if  not  all,  of  the  evils  that  have  from 
time  to  time  afflicted  man  and  society  may  be 
traced  more  or  less  directly ;  to  the  teaching  of  evil 
That  it  should  be  so  arises  from  the  very  nature 
itself  that  God  has  given  us. 

In  the  very  beginning,  God  created  man  to  His 
own  image,  gave  him  a  pre-eminence  that  brought 
with  it  dominion  over  all  other  creatures  He  had 
placed  on  earth.  And  the  source  of  that  pre-emin- 
ence is  to  be  found  in  man's  understanding  and 
will;  God  gave  him  an  understanding  capable  of 
making  the  impressions  he  received  through  sense 
blossom  into  thought,  and  ripen  to  the  golden 
fruit  of  knowledge.  And  this  fruit  was  to  be  no 
mere  ornament,  it  was  to  be  a  sacred  bread  to  feed 
the  living  force  that  God  enclosed  in  the  human 
will.  A  man  had  power,  first  to  know,  and  then, 
by  the  magic  stroke  of  will,  to  make  his  know- 
ledge live  in  practice.  And  God  made  his  mind 
in  such  a  way  that  for  ever  and  for  ever  the  only 
road  to  a  man's  will  lies  through  his  intellect ;  what 
a  man  does  not  first  know  that  he  can  never  will.  If 
you  want  a  man  to  do,  you  must  first  teach  him 
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what  it  is  to  which  you  would  have  him  direct  his 
energy.  And  God  having  thus  splendidly  equipped 
man  for  the  battle  of  life,  gave  also  light  to  the 
intellect,  and  vigour  to  the  will.  He  poured  upon 
that  intellect  a  portion  of  His  own  divine  light, 
and  He  endowed  that  will  with  a  participation  of 
His  own  divine  nature,  by  conferring  upon  man 
the  gift  of  divine  grace. 

He  gave  him  knowledge,  a  threefold  knowledge 
of  God,  of  man  himself,  and  of  the  relations  of 
sovereignty  on  the  one  side,  and  duty  on  the  other, 
that  arose  between  them.  And  it  was  by  preserv- 
ing that  knowledge,  and  translating  it,  by  the  aid 
ot  divine  grace,  into  practice,  that  man  was  to 
attain  the  end  for  which  he  had  been  created. 

So  you  see  the  very  foundation  stone  of  all  pro- 
gress in  teaching  was  laid  by  the  hand  of  God 
Himself. 

And  forthwith  the  enemy  of  man  was  shrewd 
enough  to  read  this  primary  law  of  human  life, 
and  he,  too,  set  up  his  school  in  the  newly  created 
world,  and  began  to  teach.  "  Disobey  God,"  said 
he, t(  and  you  shall  not  die  as  He  has  said,  but  you 
shall  become  as  Gods  yourselves."  And  from  that 
hour  to  this  the  two  schools  have  been  side  by  side 
in  the  world,  each  striving  to  seize  upon  the 
stronghold  of  the  human  intellect,  knowing  well 
that  the  power  that  enthrones  itself  there,  will 
sooner  or  later,  be  master  of  the  whole  nature  of 
man. 

Hence,  that  there  should  be  teaching  of  good, 
and  teaching  of  evil,  teaching  of  truth  and  teach- 
ing of  what  is  not  true,  arises  from  the  very  nature 
of  the  human  soul,  and  its  present  position  in  a 
state  of  trial ;  and  consequently  this  twofold  teach- 
ing will  go  on  amongst  men,  not  merely  in  one 
age  or  another,  but  in  every  age  that  is  peopled  by 
human  beings.     It  will  be  carried  on,  too,  in  the 
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case  of  every  individual.  There  might  possibly  be 
some  here  who,  because  they  have  never  gone  to 
school,  or  because  their  schooldays  are  long  past, 
would  be  under  the  impression  that  they  had  got 
no  teaching,  and  were  not  getting  any.  But  they 
would  be  mistaken ;  not  only  has  every  man  re- 
ceived an  education,  but  he  is  constantly  receiving 
an  education.  He  has  received  it  and  is  receiving 
it,  by  the  very  fact  that  he  has  five  hungry  senses 
that  are  constantly  feeding  upon  the  world  around 
them,  and  drawing  from  it  sustenance,  wholesome 
or  unwholesome,  for  his  spiritual  nature.  A  man's 
position  in  life  is  contributing  to  his  education,  is 
teaching  him  a  thousand  things  which,  in  another 
position,  he  would  never  know,  and  supplying  him 
with  a  hundred  motives  of  which,  in  another  posi- 
tion, he  would  never  know  the  force.  A  man's 
work  or  business  is  educating  him,  teaching  him 
not  only  skill  in  his  work  or  business,  but  gradually 
teaching  him  to  look  at  all  other  kinds  of  work 
through  a  medium  formed  from  his  own.  A  man's 
habits  are  educating  him,  teaching  him  how  to  do  a 
thing  more  effectually  whether  that  thing  be  good 
or  evil. 

Hence,  you  see  that,  besides  the  religious  and 
secular  teaching  that  a  man  gets,  and  which  are 
known  and  called  by  the  name  of  teaching,  there 
are  a  host  of  other  things  that  are  really  teaching 
men  constantly,  and,  as  in  any  one  of  them,  there 
may  be  good  teaching  or  bad,  in  every  one  of 
them,  in  a  man's  use  of  his  senses,  in  his  everyday 
work,  in  his  habits  of  life,  in  all,  the  warning  of  our 
Lord,  finds  abundant  application :  "  Beware  oi 
false  prophets.5* 

Do  not  for  a  moment  imagine  that  when  our 
Lord  bids  us,  and  He  bids  us  as  really  as  He  bade 
those  who  listened  to  Him  upon  the  mount,  to  be- 
ware of  ialse  prophets,  he  restricted  the  meaning 
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of  His  words  exclusively  to  those  who  would  set 
themselves  up  as  teachers  of  purely  religious  error. 
To  be  sure,  as  nothing  can  possibly  be  more 
precious  to  a  human  mind  than  religious  truth,  so 
there  are  no  " false  prophets"  so  hateful  to  God 
and  so  pernicious  to  men,  as  teachers  of  religious 
error.  But  there  are  other  "  false  prophets," 
perhaps  even  more  dangerous  because  less  easily 
recognised. 

You,  my  brethren,  being  a  Catholic  congregation, 
have  religious  teaching  provided  for  you  in  a  way 
that  renders  the  work  of  a  "false  prophet"  impos- 
sible amongst  you,  so  far  as  regards  the  truths  of 
the  Holy  Catholic  Faith.  God  has  Himself  taught 
you,  from  the  beginning  of  your  lives,  by  causing 
you  to  be  born  within  the  fold  of  the  one  true  Church, 
thus  saving  you,  and  without  any  deserving  of 
your  own,  from  the  blindness  of  heresy  and  the 
outer  darkness  of  unbelief,  into,  which  millions, 
naturally  as  good  as  you,  have,  from  their  birth, 
been  plunged.  And  as  I  know  it  to  be  a  fact  that, 
if  anyone  came  to  you  teaching  what  was  manifestly 
contrary  to.  the  teaching  of  the  Church,  you  would 
so  far  be  true  to  the  traditions  of  the  Catholic  history- 
of  your  country,  as  that  you  would  shrink  from  ftim 
in  horror,  so  X  shall  not  dwell  just  now  upon  the 
danger  of  listening  to  false  teachers  in  matters  of 
religion,  but  I  shall  rather  say  something  about 
other  "  false  prophets "  that  are  amongst  you, 
visibly  exercising  their  evil  mission,  and  yet  with 
such  craft  and  subtlety  that,  ravening  wolves  though 
they  be,  yet,  to  use  the  language  of  the  Gospel, 
they  may  often  seem,  to  simple  minds,  arrayed  in 
the  innocent  clothing  of  sheep. 

First,  then,  there  is  a  man's  condition  in  life.  A 
man  may  be  born  in  any  condition ;  his  condition, 
so  far  as  it  is  in  itself  concerned,  is  neither  a  fault 
nor  a  merit.     A  man  may  serve  God  in  a,nj  condi- 
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tion  ;  he  may  be  rich,  for  instance,  or  he  may  be 
poor,  but,  though  poverty  is  far  the  safer  condition, 
yet,  rich  men  may  be,  and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  have 
been,  saints.  But  here  is  the  danger,  here  is  the 
false  prophet  of  which  you  have  to  beware — dis- 
content with  the  station  in  which  God  has  placed 
you,  a  discontent  which  leads  to  envy  towards 
those  who  are  in  a  condition  which  you  imagine, 
and  often  only  imagine,  is  happier  than  your  own. 
If  a  rich  man,  in  lawful  possession  of  his  wealth, 
allow  his  riches  to  take  such  possession  of  his  soul 
as  to  unfit  it  for  working  out  its  salvation,  he  is 
deluded  by  a  false  prophet ;  let  him  beware  before 
it  is  too  late.  And  if  a  poor  man  grow  so  discon- 
tented— with  a  lot  which,  after  all,  was  the  lot 
which  Jesus  selected  for  Himself — as  to  murmur 
against  God,  and  cherish  feelings  of  envy  and 
dislike  towards  those  who  have  been,  not  always, 
blessed  with  more  ample  means,  then  he,  too,  is 
listening  to  a  false  prophet,  and  he  will  find  in  the 
bitter  end  that  his  own  hand  has  blotted  out  his 
name  from  the  catalogue  of  the  poor  of  whom  it 
has  been  declared  that,  "  theirs  is  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven." 

Again,  with  regard  to  a  man's  work  or  business. 
It  is  not  only  a  lawful  thing  to  attend  to  it,  but  it 
is  a  highly  meritorious  thing.  No  less  an  authority 
than  an  Apostle  has  declared  that,  "If  any  man 
will  not  work,  neither  let  him  eat."  But  suppose 
I  ask  a  man  why  he  does  not  pray,  why  he  does 
not  attend  Mass,  why  he  does  not  come  to  confes- 
sion ?  Do  you  think  it  is  any  answer  to  say  that, 
indeed,  he  was  too  much  engaged  in  his  work  or  his 
business.  Our  Lord  long  ago  laid  down  the  rule — 
*  Seek  first  the  Kingdom  of  God  and  His  justice." 
Work  is  good,  business  good,  attention  to  both 
very  good  in  itself,  but  when  work  or  business  gets 
the  first  place  in  a  man's  mind,  when  the  attention 
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he  pays  to  them,  hinders  or  destroys  the  attention 
he  should  pay  to  the  salvation  of  his  soul,  then  let 
him  beware.  His  work  or  business,  however  good 
or  necessary  in  themselves,  however  they  seem  to 
be  in  sheep's  clothing,  have  become  for  him  "  false 
prophets/'  and  inwardly  they  are  ravening  wolves. 
A  man  may  say  he  has  no  time  for  this  religious 
duty  or  that ;  no  time,  remark,  for  that  for  which  all 
time  was  given.  It  is  an  old  excuse,  old  as  the 
corruption  and  fall  of  man,  old,  at  all  events,  as  the 
passage  in  the  Gospel  which  relates  that,  of  the  men 
who  were  first  invited  to  the  Great  Supper  some 
said :  "  I  have  bought  a  farm,  I  must  go  out  and 
see  it,  pray  thee,  hold  me  excused ;"  some  more 
said  :  "  I  have  bought  five  yoke  of  oxen,  I  must  go 
out  to  try  them,  pray,  hold  me  excused  ;"  and 
another :  "I  have  married  a  wife,  therefore  I  cannot 
come."  Ah  !  they  thought,  asinen  think  now,  that 
their  worldly  occupations  were  excuse  enough,  but 
when  the  king  heard,  his  wrath  flashed  out,  and  he 
declared  that  not  one  of  them  should  ever  taste  of 
his  supper.  Here,  then,  is  the  rule — it  is  no  rule 
invented  by  me  or  by  any  man,  it  is  the  rule  laid 
down  by  our  Lord  Himself — "  Seek  first  the  King- 
dom of  God."  Do  not  put  anything  before  the 
eternal  interests  of  your  immortal  souls.  And  if  at 
any  time  the  world  be  alluring,  the  flesh  rebelling 
against  the  spirit,  the  devil  seeking  to  turn  us  from 
the  path  to  heaven,  then  awaken  the  drooping 
energies  of  your  spirit  with  the  memory  of  this 
other  saying  of  our  Lord — a  saying  that  solves  all 
problems,  dispels  all  illusions,  a  saying  that  might 
well  be  selected  to  wind  up  the  dread  proceedings 
of  the  last  Great  Judgment — "  What  doth  it  profit  a 
man  it  he  gain  the  whole  world  and  suffer  the  loss 
of  his  own  soul  V 

But  there  is  another  agency  occupied  at  present 
with  the  teaching  of  men,  about  which,  beyond  all 
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others,  it  is  necessary  to  use  the  warning — "  Beware 
of  false  prophets/'  If  there  be  false  prophets 
anywhere,  they  ace  to  be  found  amongst  those  who 
use,  for  the  most  immoral  and  anti-social  purposes, 
the  great  power  of  the  Press. 


EIGHTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  PENTECOST. 

THERE  are  some  illusions  that  grow  around  our 
lives,  and  are  found  in  so  many  minds  that  they 
seem  to  be  the  inevitable  inheritance  of  the  human 
race.  And  they  are  so  cherished,  in  the  face  of  so 
many  things  that  ought  to  dispel  them,  that  to 
tear  them  away  seems  to  require  the  tearing  away 
Of  some  portion  of  the  mind  itself,  to  which  they 
cling.  For  instance,  is  there  anything  so  certain 
in  the  life  history  of  any  one,  as  that  he  shall  die  ? 
Of  every  infant  lying  in  its  mother's  arms  with  the 
hopes  and  fears  of  the  uncertain  future  around  it, 
there  is  just  one  thing  which  it  needs  no  prophet 
to  predict,  that,  be  its  fortune  what  it  may,  let  the 
ttorld  smile  on  it  or  frown,  as  surely  as  it  began  its 
infant  life  in  its  mother's  bosom,  so  surely  shall  it 
be  one  day  folded  to  the  bosom  of  mother  earth. 
It  was  born,  it  shall  die ;  whatever  it  may  deserve, 
neither  the  injustice  of  men,  nor  the  justice  of  God, 
will  refuse  it  a  grave.  And,  yet,  withal  did  you  ever 
meet  a  man  who  seemed  to  have  thoroughly  got  it 
into  his  mind  that  he  is  to  die  ?  To  be  sure,  if  you 
ask  him,  he  is  not  mad  enough  to  make  any  other 
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answer  than  that  he  shall  die  ;  but  the  words  have 
very  little  meaning  for  him,  as  applied  to  himself. 
He  sees  others  die ;  he  feels,  at  times,  the  pang 
that  every  heart  must  feel  when  the  "  cords  of 
Adam"  break  at  the  touch  of  death,  but  as  for 
himself,  was  there,  is  there  ever  a  man  who  does 
not  imagine  that,  come  what  may  to  others,  he  will 
live  a  little  longer  ?  There  are  here  representatives 
of  every  stage  of  life  ;  well,  I  appeal  to  them.  Is 
not  what  I  say  true?  Does  not  every  one  here 
think,  nay,  does  he  not  feel  certain  that  he  will 
live  a  little  longer  ?  and,  believe  me,  it  is  not  youth 
alone  that  cherishes  this  feeling.  Perhaps  it  is  not 
wonderful  that  youth  with  its  high  hopes  and  its 
hot  blood,  and  its  eager  outlook  to  the  golden 
time  that  is  always  coming,  but  that  never  comes, 
perhaps  it  is  not  wonderful  that  youth  should 
have,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  doubt  about  death,  and 
should  find  it  hard  to  think  that  it  shall  die.  Yet, 
I  do  not  know  but  old  age  makes  the  illusion  still 
more  difficult  to  dispel.  Come,  when  the  fire  of 
life  has  burned  down  to  the  grey  ashes,  when  the 
hair  is  white  and  when  the  heart  is  cold,  when 
memories  are  piled  on  memories  of  many  a  long 
gone  year,  when  the  friends  of  youth  are  dead, 
when  the  best  of  life's  hopes  and  dreams  have 
parted  without  a  fulfilment,  and  when,  to  the  old 
man  of  so  many  memories  and  such  sad  experience, 
there  seems  very  little  worth  living  for,  come, 
even  then,  and  you  will  find  down  beneath  the 
grey  ashes,  a  hope  and  an  expectation  of  living  on 
still.  I  have  met  them,  and  so  have  you,  old  men 
tottering  on  the  brink  of  the  grave,  and  talking 
with  the  confidence  of  twenty,  of  what  they  mean 
to  do  in  a  year,  or  in  years  to  come.  Well,  the  old 
die,  and  the  young.  Each  day  that  passes  has  its 
list  of  dead,  its  line  of  graves,  there  is  a  death  list 
in  the  annals  of  every   home;   but  it  is  still  one 
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of  the  great  illusions  of  life  that  no  one  seems 
thoroughly  to  bring  home  to  himself,  that  he  shall 
die  certainly,  and  may  die  soon. 

And  then,  there  is  another  illusion.  We  seem  so 
convinced  that  everything  we  have  is  our  very  own. 
As  well  might  you  question  the  existence  of  any 
man,  as  question  his  complete  ownership  of  every- 
thing he  calls  his  own.  Life,  youth,  beauty,  talents, 
time,  wealth,  does  not  everyone  seem  to  think 
that  these  things  are  his  own?  What  is  the  test  of 
ownership  ?  Is  it  not  the  power,  and  the  right  to  do 
what  one  likes  with  the  thing  that  is  his  own  ? 
Well,  look  at  any  life  around  you,  look  at  your 
own,  and  do  not  men  seem  to  be  under  the  im- 
pression, that  not  alone  their  soul  and  body  but 
their  talent,  their  time,  their  wealth,  are  all  their 
own  to  use  them  as  they  list  ?  Here,  again,  men 
speak  more  wisely  than  they  act ;  they  will,  when 
asked,  acknowledge  that  these  things  are  God's ; 
but  if  you  want  to  know  what  a  man  really  thinks, 
do  not  mind  so  much  what  he  says  as  how  he 
acts,  and  if  you  watch  how  men  use  those  things 
of  which  I  have  spoken,  will  you  not  conclude  that 
the  second  great  illusion  of  life  is  to  think  that  the 
things  that  God  has  given  us  are  not  so  much  His, 
as  our  very  own  ? 

Now,  it  is  against  these  two  illusions  that  the 
lesson  of  this  day's  Gospel  is  specially  directed. 
The  condition  of  human  life,  your  condition  and 
mine,  is  there  represented  under  the  figure  of  a 
man  who  was  a  steward,  and  who  had  for  a  time  the 
administration  of  the  goods  of  another,  and  who, 
very  like  us  too,  quite  forgot  that  these  goods  were 
not  his  own,  and  lived  on  just  as  if  he  thought  that 
there  never  would  come  a  time  when  he  would 
have  to  render  an  account.  He  had  doubtless  been 
living  on,  spending  with  a  free  hand,  lavishing 
upon  himself  and  upon   his  own   enjoyment  the 
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goods  that  had  been  given  into  his  charge,  working 
for  his  own  purposes,  planning  schemes  for  his  own 
advancement,  forming,  as  we  too  form,  many  a 
project  for  the  long  future  that  seemed  to  lie  be- 
fore him,  and  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  his  dream  of 
self  delusion  is  rudely  broken,  his  airy  visions  of  the 
times  to  be,  scattered  to  the  winds  by  the  Master's 
voice  ringing  in  his  startled  ears  these  terrible 
words :  "  Render  an  account  of  thy  stewardship, 
for,  now  thou  canst  be  steward  no  longer."  For 
thou  hast  forgotten  thy  position,  and  been  unfaith- 
ful to  thy  trust.  You  were  but  a  steward,  and  you 
have  been  thinking  yourself  a  master,  the  accusa- 
tion has  been  laid  against  you,  my  eye  has  been 
upon  you,  the  day  of  reckoning  is  at  hand,  your 
place  shall  know  you  no  more,  never  again 
shall  you  be  in  a  position  to  abuse  a  master's 
trust. 

My  brethren,  do  not  think  it  a  mere  story  to 
amuse  you.  It  is,  ah !  is  it  not,  the  very  history 
of  the  lives  we  have  been  leading  in  the  world 
where  God  placed  us  to  do  His  work,  and  to  use, 
and  not  abuse,  the  countless  gifts  that  His  gracious 
hand  has  given  into  our  keeping ;  for  we,  too,  are 
simply  stewards,  placed  here  to  administer  things 
which  are  not  our  own,  to  hold  our  office  for  a 
few  years  or  for  many,  and  one  day,  as  surely  as 
God  our  Master  liveth  and  looketh  on,  to  hear 
sounding  in  our  ears  the  inevitable  summons : 
"  Render  an  account,"  &c. 

And  we,  too,  shall  suddenly  pause  in  the  labour 
of  our  life,  and  we  shall  feel  upon  our  restless 
hearts  the  touch  of  a  cold  hand,  and  see  through 
the  glazed  eyes  of  death  a  fateful  finger  beckoning 
us  away  from  the  press  of  men,  from  the  highways 
of  the  world,  and  the  things  we  have  been  using 
will  drop  from  our  nerveless  hands,  and  we  shall 
have  to  face,  as  best  we  may,  the  awful  truth   that 
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we,  too,  had  been  only  stewards,  and  that  we  can 
be  stewards  then  no  more. 

Take  an  account  to-day  of  the  things  you  have 
received  from  God,  render  the  account  to  con- 
science, before  the  night  shall  have  fallen  upon 
you,  when  God  with  the  lamps  of  His  unerring 
justice  shall  search  your  souls. 

What  have  we  received  ?  To  any  one  who  read 
this  Gospel,  and  did  not  go  beneath  the  surface  of 
it,  it  might  well  seem  that  our  Blessed  Lord,  on 
this  occasion  lifted  up  His  voice  to  warn  those 
exclusively  who  are  known  amongst  men  as  *  the 
rich,"  and,  indeed,  to  them  the  warning  is  obvi- 
ously addressed,  but  not,  by  any  means,  to  them 
alone.  Let  me  suppose  that  the  poorest  person 
in  this  congregation,  nay,  a  person  poorer  than 
any  here,  the  poorest  person  in  all  the  Church  of 
God,  let  me  suppose  that  such  a  person  hearing 
this  Gospel,  were  to  address  me  thus  :  "  The  story 
of  the  unjust  steward  conveys,  indeed,  a  fearful 
warning,  but  then,  the  warning  was  never  meant 
for  such  as  me.  I  am  poor,  no  earthly  goods  have 
I  to  administer,  there  is  nothing  over  which  I  can 
be  a  steward.  The  morning  comes,  and  when  I 
ask  God  for  daily  bread,  I  have  no  certainty  of  the 
quarter  from  which  that  daily  bread  will  come. 
The  day  wears  on,  the  richest  gift  it  ever  brings 
is  the  gift  of  toil ;  the  night  comes,  I  am  shelter- 
less and  desolate  without  a  roof  that  I  can  call 
my  own.  Am  /  a  steward "?  And  I  answer,  I  do 
not  fear  to  answer :  Yes  ;  you  are  a  steward,  and 
the  steward  of  a  wealth  priceless  beyond  the 
dreams  of  poet's  fancy. 

You  have  first,  the  gift  of  life.  What  is  life  ?  It 
is  a  spark  of  the  very  fire  of  God.  To  make  a  man 
God  not  only  moulded  the  clay  of  the  earth,  but 
He  breathed  into  it  the  breath  of  life,  and  forth- 
with through  the   inert   clay   an   immortal  spirit 
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sent  surging  the  never-resting  tides  of  undying 
thought.  Having  life,  then,  you  have  a  soul. 
And  what  is  your  soul  like?  Beautiful  is  the 
earth  we  see  around  us  in  its  favoured  spots, 
beautiful  when  lake  and  forest  lie  shrouded  in  the 
silver  veil  of  dawn,  or  lighted  by  the  sunshine  of 
midday,  or  touched  into  unearthly  loveliness  by 
the  spell  of  moonlight,  beautiful  is  sky  and  flower, 
and  tree  and  star,  but  not  in  any  of  those  or  in 
all  of  them,  is  there  to  be  found  anything  to  give 
the  faintest  shadow  of  the  beauty  of  a  human  soul. 
God  made  all  these,  and  left  upon  them  the  mark 
of  His  beautifying  hand,  but  when  He  came  to 
make  a  man,  He  said :  "  Let  us  make  Him  to  our 
own  image  and  likeness."  Hence,  if  you  want  the 
type  of  the  soul's  beauty,  you  must  rise  beyond 
the  beauty  of  the  earth,  you  must  rise  above  the 
sun  in  its  midday  splendour,  must  fly  beyond  the 
stars  that  tremble  gem-like  on  the  brow  of  night ; 
you  must  pass  to  heaven  to  the  very  throne  of  God, 
for  it  is  to  His  image,  and  not  another's,  that  the 
soul  has  been  created. 

You  have  life;  you  have  an  immortal  soul 
stamped  with  the  living  image  of  God.  What 
wealth  could  be  greater  than  this,  and  yet  the 
poorest  man  that  ever  lived  has  these  gifts.  And 
with  tnem  come  to  everyone  other  gifts,  and 
every  gift  placed,  as  in  a  golden  vase,  is  the  gift 
which  a  monarch's  ransom  could  not  buy,  the 
gift  of  time.  Think  you,  have  I  not  made  out 
the  case  against  the  man  who  thought  he  was 
too  poor  to  be  called  God's  steward?  Is  he — car* 
can  he  be  poor  who  has  riches  like  these*  life,  soul, 
jtime?  Need  I  go  further  still;  need  I  remind  you 
of  those  other  gifts  that  are  amongst  the  common 
things  of  your  Catholic  lives  ?  You  are  members 
of  the  one  true  Church  of  God  ;  being  so,  you  have 
gifts  which  an  angel  might  almost  envy.    An  altar 
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and  a  sacrifice,  prayer,  and  praise,  and  sacra- 
ments, saintly  intercession,  the  tender  motherhood 
of  Mary,  the  priceless  treasure  of  the  infinite  merits 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

These  things  you  have,  every  one  of  you,  and 
over  these,  God  has  made  you  stewards  for  a  time, 
to  use  them  in  His  interests,  which  He  has  deigned 
to  make  identical  with  the  interests  of  your  own 
immortal  souls. 

How  have  you  been  using  the  things  that  God 
has  given  you,  life,  soul,  time,  talents,  sacrifice, 
sacraments,  grace,  all  these,  how  have  you  been 
using  them;  or  have  you  been  acting  as  an  un- 
faithful steward,  abusing  them  all  or  some  of 
them,  by  the  commission  of  mortal  sin  ?  Suppose 
that  unfortunately  you  have,  suppose  there  is 
some  one  here,  in  the  awful  state  of  mortal 
sin.  Well,  be  sure  the  Master's  eye  is  upon  him. 
An  enemy  has  made  the  charge  against  him ; 
his  enemy  the  devil  whose  sleepless  vigilance  is 
quickened  by  the  relentless  fires  of  his  doom  ;  he 
who  was  once  the  Son  of  the  Morning,  whose  heart 
is  gnawed  by  bitter  memories  of  the  crown  that 
once  blazed  upon  the  brow  which  the  lightning 
of  God's  vengeance  has  since  smitten  and  scarred ; 
he,  envious  of  the  happier  fortune  of  those  who 
are  not  yet  damned,  has  laid  the  charge  against 
the  sinful  soul,  and  has  appealed  to  the  Justice 
that  damned  him  for  one  sin,  to  call  to  his  account 
the  human  sinner,  who  has,  perhaps,  not  once 
but  countless  times,  abused  His  mercy,  and 
trampled  on  His  grace.  In  the  Gospel,  we  find 
that  the  Master  listened  to  the  voice  of  the  accuser, 
and  there  is  nothing  more  certain  than  that  mortal 
sin  remaining  on  the  soul,  hastens  the  time  of 
judgment  and  of  death.  If,  then,  any  one  here  is 
in  the  state  of  mortal  sin,  it  may  well  be  that 
already  the  trumpet  of  his  doom  is  lifted  to   the 
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lips  of  the  angel  of  death ;  if  such  there  be,  let  me 
ask  him,  which  will  he  rather  submit  the  account 
of  his  stewardship  to  the  justice  or  to  the  mercy  of 
his  God?  Well,  the  justice  of  God  is  an  awful 
attribute ;  weak  hearts  like  ours  will  turn  to  His 
mercy.  And  the  sinner  will  answer  that  he  will 
submit  his  sin  to  the  mercy  of  his  God ;  and  I,  as 
the  minister  of  that  God,  tell  him  that  he  can  do 
so.  God's  priests  are  sitting  in  the  confessional, 
the  only  real  tribunal  of  mercy  that  the  world  has ; 
and  they  sit  there  for  just  this,  to  receive  from  the 
sinner's  trembling  lips  and  from  his  penitent  heart, 
the  account  of  his  stewardship  and  to  receive  it  in 
this  spirit  and  for  this  end ;  that  even  though  the 
sinner's  breach  of  trust  has  lasted  through  a  life- 
time long,  even  though  it  has  extended  to  every 
gift  of  all  that  God  has  given,  though  the  sins 
were  black  as  hell  in  their  enormity,  and  count- 
less in  their  number  as  the  moments  of  his  exist- 
ence, I,  the  minister  of  God,  will  say  to  him — not, 
ah !  not  what  was  said  to  the  steward  in  the  Gospel : 
"  Go,  thou  canst  be  steward  now  no  more."  Not  that 
shall  I  say,  not  that,  as  I  hope  for  heaven,  dare  I 
say.  No ;  but  this,  go  with  the  peace  of  God  re- 
newed within  your  soul,  go  with  your  soul  white, 
your  sins  forgiven  ;  go  with  the  evil  past  blotted 
out  for  ever  from  the  judgment  books  of  God,  to 
appear  against  you  never  again,  either  here  or 
hereafter.  Go  and  be  God's  stewards  still,  working 
for  Him,  and  so,  in  very  truth  working  for  your- 
selves, and  laying  up  for  yourselves  the  treasures  of 
that  rich  reward,  which  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear 
heard,  nor  the  heart  of  any  man  been  able  to  con- 
ceive. 
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Gospel — Luke,  xix.  41-47. 

It  is  a  melancholy  reflection,  my  brethren,  but  one 
that  must  often  occur  to  anyone  whose  duty  it  is 
to  preach  the  Gospel,  that  every  sermon — howeve* 
it  may,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  do  some  good — must 
almost  necessarily  result  in  evil  to  some  of  those 
who  listen  to  it. 

You  are,  perhaps,  surprised — nay,  it  may  even 
be,  shocked — at  such  a  notion.  You  say  within 
yourselves :  "  We  are  here  in  the  House  of  God, 
under  the  shadow  of  His  Altar,  in  the  very  presence 
of  Jesus  in  the  Holy  Sacrament;  we  have  laid 
aside,  for  the  present,  our  worldly  work  ;  here,  at 
any  rate,  we  are,  for  the  time,  removed  from  the 
thousand  occasions  of  sinning  that  meet  us  in  our 
week-day  life ;  our  ears  are  open  to  listen  to  the 
Word  of  God — what  possible  evil  can  befall  us 
here  ? 

I  answer :  This  evil  may  befall  you — it  has 
happened  to  many  like  you  in  time  past.  You 
may  hear  the  Word  of  God,  and  may  not  give  to  it 
that  heed  that  your  eternal  interests  demand.  You 
may  receive  light  to  know  the  "  things  that  are  for 
your  peace,"  and  you  may  despise  them — to  know 
the  things  that  are  evil,  and  yet  go  out  and  do  them. 
You  may  sin  against  the  Light,  and  so  surely  as 
anyone  does,  so  surely  shall  the  instructions  he 
has  received  rise  in  testimony  against  him  at  the 
judgment-seat  of  God.  Yes  ;  you  may,  in  the 
course  of  any  sermon  you  hear,  you  may  receive 
the  "  visitation  "  of  God,  and  receive  it  for  the  last 
time.  You  may  let  the  day  of  your  visitation  pass 
by ;  and  so,  though  you  may  not  know  it,  between 
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the  time  you  enter  the  church  and  the  time  you 
leave  it,  you  may  have  wrought  the  ruin  of  your 
immortal  souls. 

God,  in  His  Gospel,  has  a  whisper  for  every  ear, 
a  message  for  every  heart — for  the  rich  and  for  the 
poor,  for  the  ignorant  and  for  the  learned,  for  those 
who  stand  fast  in  the  grace  of  God,  and  for  those 
who,  thinking  they  stand,  are  very  near  a  fall — and 
on  the  reception  of  that  message,  on  some  particular 
day,  the  salvation  of  anyone  amongst  you  may 
absolutely  depend. 

Suppose  there  is  amongst  you,  as  there  easily 
may  be,  a  sinner  whose  time  of  judgment  is  draw- 
ing very  near.  He  has  been  living  a  long  time  in 
sin,  in  forgetfulnes  of  God ;  living  as  if  death,  and 
judgment,  and  hell-fire,  were  mere  fables  of  the 
imagination.  He  has,  for  he  is  a  Catholic,  vague 
notions  of  repenting,  at  some  time  or  other,  but  the 
most  definite  notion  he  has  about  the  matter  is, 
that  it  is  time  enough  yet.  Occasionally,  it  may 
be,  there  rises  before  him  a  vision  that  ought  to 
terrify  him,  but  that  only  serves  to  lull  him  into 
fatal  security,  a  vision  of  the  time,  a  long  way  off 
yet,  he  thinks,  when  he  shall  come  to  die.  Then, 
indeed,  he  will  repent?.  Of  course  he  takes  it  for 
granted  that  he,  of  all  men,  shall  not  die  suddenly. 
After  a  long  life  of  sin,  when  the  powers  of  his 
body  shall  be  exhausted,  and  the  passions  of  his 
soul  tired  out  by  the  mad  riot  of  an  evil  life,  then 
the  priest  shall  come,  shall  snatch  him  from  the 
jaws  of  hell,  and  he,  sinner  though  he  was,  while 
sin  was  possible,  shall  cheat  the  eternal  justice  of 
the  Living  God.  These  are  his  notions,  vaguely 
floating  through  his  mind,  and  his  days  pass  by  in 
sin,  in  forgetfulness  of  God,  in  abuse  of  grace. 

He  has  forgotten  God,  yet,  in  all  his  sin,  he  has 
not  been  himself  forgotten.  Angels  and  saints 
have  been  praying  for  him;  his  angel  guardian 
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has  daily,  for  many  a  long  year,  poured  forth  his 
whole  angelic  being  in  supplication  for  the  soul  of 
the  unhappy  man.  More  than  all,  Mary  has  been 
coming  between  him  and  the  vengeance  of  God. 
Many  a  night,  when  he  lay  down  in  his  mortal  sin, 
hell  grew  hungry  for  his  soul,  and  refused  to  wait, 
but  Mary's  prayer  pushed  back  the  shadow  of  the 
dial,  and,  instead  of  being  in  hell,  he  woke  to  the 
freshness  of  a  new  morning,  and  went  on — to  sin 
anew. 

But  at  last  it  is  announced  in  heaven  by  a  decree 
from  which  there  is  no  appeal,  that  time  and  grace 
are  nearly  spent,  and  that  on  such  a  day  the  soul 
must  stand  before  the  judgment-seat  of  God.  The 
angels,  and  the  angel  guardian,  and  the  blessed 
saints,  and  Mary,  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  make  one 
last  effort,  and  God  says :  "  Well  you  have  pre- 
vailed. What  I  can  do,  that  I  shall  do ;  but  as 
this  man  has  free  will,  I  cannot  prevent  him  from 
damning  himself  if  he  chooses.  I  can  only  give 
him  one  last  call,  one  last  grace — a  call  and  a 
grace  amply  sufficient  to  save  him  even  yet ;  but  if 
he  despise  that  call,  if  he  abuse  that  grace,  then 
shall  swift  destruction  be  upon  him." 

Well,  on  the  next  Sunday  the  sinner  comes  to 
Mass,  and,  somehow,  he  feels  as  he  has  not  been  in 
the  habit  of  feeling  for  a  long  time.  There  is 
something  in  the  sermon  that  God  seems  to  have 
intended  specially  for  him;  and  he  is  moved,  and 
no  wonder,  for  the  powers  of  heaven  and  of  hell 
are  making  their  last  struggle  for  his  soul.  And 
perhaps  he  says :  "  I  will  go  to  confession,  I  will 
repent.  On  Saturday  next,  please  God,  I  shall 
come  to  the  Church,  and  do  what  I  ought  to  have 
done  long  ago — go  to  confession."  He  goes  away, 
and  Monday  comes,  and  with  it  comes  the  business 
of  the  world — with  it  comes  the  distractions,  and 
the  temptations,  and  the  occasions  of  sin.     Still  he 
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holds  to  his  resolution.  Tuesday  comes — ah  !  the 
business  is  more  engrossing,  the  temptations  more 
alluring,  the  occasions  of  sin  have  more  fascination 
than  ever;  and  the  devil  sings  in  his  ear  the  old 
tune — time  enough,  time  enough. 

Wednesday — worse  than  ever.  The  devil  suggests 
— remember  that  in  this,  as  in  all  things,  he  is  a 
liar — the  devil  suggests  that  after  so  long  a  time 
confession  will  be  a  work  of  some  difficulty,  that  it 
would  be  well  to  think  over  it  for  some  little  time 
longer,  in  order  that  it  may  be  better  made. 
Thursday,  Friday — alas !  the  devil  is  winning  the 
unholy  game ;  and  Saturday  comes,  and  the  sinner 
does  not  go,  and  the  result  is  that  never  again 
shall  he  make  a  good  confession.  I  do  not  say 
that  he  shall  die  on  Sunday,  but  I  do  say,  that 
whether  he  die  then  or  at  a  later  time,  he  has  not 
known  the  time  of  his  visitation.  The  day  of  God's 
mercy  has  passed  by,  and  left  him  to  the  long  and 
hopeless  night  of  everlasting  ruin. 

Hence,  the  first  thing  that  should  strike  us  is  the 
necessity  of  deriving  profit  to  our  souls  from  every 
opportunity  that  God  puts  in  our  way.  And  one 
of  the  most  important  and  oftenest  recurring 
occasions  of  which  God  makes  use,  is  the  occasion 
of  your  attending  here  on  Sundays  to  hear  Mass 
and  to  receive  instruction. 

The  great  majority  of  a  congregation  like  this 
must  consist  of  persons  who  have  a  daily  struggle 
for  their  daily  bread,  of  persons,  consequently,  who 
have  neither  time  nor  opportunity,  many  of  whom 
have  not  even  the  ability,  to  derive  instruction 
from  reading  pious  books  during  the  week.  And 
of  this  large  class  it  is  true  to  say,  that  the  short 
instruction  or  exhortation  they  receive  on  Sundays 
is  their  only  available  opportunity  of  hearing  the 
Word  of  God.  And  it  is,  consequently,  the  time, 
of  all  others,  that  God  is  likely  to  select  to  give 
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them  that  call  to  repentance  on  which  their  eternal 
salvation  will  depend. 

But  let  no  one  imagine  that  this  is  the  only  class 
whom  these  instructions  concern.  They  concern 
another  and  a  different  class  from  these.  There  are 
persons  who  have  leisure  and  ability,  persons  whp 
have  received  what  they  themselves,  at  any  rate, 
would  call  a  good  education — persons  who  can 
read,  and  are  in  the  habit  of  reading,  who  are  well 
up  in  their  newspaper,  and  who  have  a  decided 
opinion  of  their  own  on  the  most  important  ques- 
tions of  politics.  And  yet,  it  may  unfortunately 
be,  that  from  one  Sunday  to  another,  they  may 
never  either  read  or  reflect  upon  a  single  word  that 
would  help  them  in  the  affair  of  their  eternal  salva- 
tion. If  such  there  be,  believe  me,  they  are  in 
much  worse  case,  and  have  much  more  need  to  be 
awakened  by  instruction  than  the  poorest  and  most 
ignorant  amongst  you. 

There  are  some  persons  who  listen  to  a  sermon 
as  if  it  were  something  got  up  for  their  entertain- 
ment, something  meant  merely  to  while  away  a 
tedious  half  hour.  They  pay  more  or  less  attention 
to  it,  according  as  it  is  more  or  less  in  accordance 
with  their  critical  taste.  Some  things  in  it  please 
them,  other  things  perhaps,  sound  unpleasant,  but, 
whether  the  one  or  the  other,  they  never  seem  to 
think  that  a  sermon  was  meant  for  any  practical 
purpose.  Not  that  they  do  not  make  practical 
application  of  it,  for  they  do,  but  it  is  in  this  fashion. 
They  carefully  pick  out  the  bits  of  the  sermon  that 
appear  to  them  to  apply  to  their  neighbours,  and 
they  apply  them  with  a  zeal  that  is  sadly  wanting 
in  charity.  "Oh!"  they  will  say,  "if  such  a  one 
heard  that,  it  ought  to  make  him  blush,  for  it  suits 
him  admirably.  Would  you  not  think  the  priest 
meant  so-and-so  ?"  And  thus  it  goes  on;  but 
never  a  thought  seems  to  arise  in  their  own  hearts 
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that  God  may  have  been  speaking  something 
specially  addressed  to  themselves,  and  specially 
adapted  to  the  special  needs  of  their  own  souls. 

Others,  again,  feel  deeply  moved,,  and  in  conse- 
quence of  that  emotion  they  feel  quite  virtuous  for 
the  time  being.  But  they  do  not  carry  their  emotions 
into  practice.  They  forget  them  soon.  Well,  the 
Apostle  has  described  them  when  he  spoke  of  the 
man  who  looks  at  himself  in  a  glass,  and  then 
goes  his  way,  and  presently  forgets  what  manner 
of  man  he  was. 

All  this  is  true  of  sermons,  and  I  have  spoken  of 
them  more  particularly  because  the  very  occasion 
suggested  them  ;  but  it  is  equally  true  of  every 
grace  and  every  opportunity  that  God  gives  you 
to  help  you  in  the  great  affair  of  your  eternal 
salvation.  If  anyone  be  lost,  it  shall  only  be 
because  he  shall  have  abused  graces  that  were 
amply  sufficient  to  secure  for  him  an  everlasting 
place  in  heaven. 

It  will  have  been  plain  to  you,  my  brethren,  how 
I  have  been  led  into  the  thoughts  I  have  been 
putting  before  you,  by  the  Gospel  of  the  Sunday. 

Our  Blessed  Lord,  on  the  Sunday  before  His 
Passion,  was  entering  Jerusalem,  well  knowing 
that  He  was  going  there  to  die  by  the  cruel  malice 
ol  His  own  creatures.  The  multitude  around  strewed 
palms  beneath  His  feet,  and  cried,  "Hosanna  to  the 
Son  of  David."  But  in  the  midst  of  the  acclamation 
His  Sacred  Heart  grew  very  sad,  and,  looking  down 
upon  Jerusalem,  lying  below  in  seeming  peaceful- 
ness,  with  the  sun  glinting  on  its  white  walls,  and 
flashing  back  from  the  pinnacle  of  its  temple,  the 
tears  rolled  down  His  cheeks.  He  saw  the  history 
of  the  city  at  a  glance.  He  saw  how  it  had  been 
favoured  above  all  the  cities  of  the  world,  and  hovj\ 
by  long  abuse  of  grace,  it  had  now  arrived  to  such 
a  pitch  of  wickedness  that,  in  a  few  days,  it  would 
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add  to  the  long  catalogue  of  its  offences  the  crown- 
ing and  unparalleled  crime  of  crucifying  its  Saviour 
and  its  God.  And  then  He  saw  the  destruction 
that  was  about  to  come  on  it — how  its  enemies 
would  beset  it,  and  straiten  it  around,  and  beat  it 
flat  to  the  ground. 

But  Jesus  wept  over  Jerusalem,  and  wept  because 
it  had  not  known  the  time  of  its  visitation ;  but  the 
story  of  His  tears  is  recorded  in  the  Gospel  because 
the  whole  scene  brings  vividly  before  our  minds 
God's  dealing  with  the  human  soul,  even  in  our 
own  day. 

What  is  your  soul  ?  Let  me  ask  the  question  of 
some  one  who  is  in  the  state  of  mortal  sin.  What 
was  it  ?  Once  you  were  baptised  it  was,  as  it  were, 
the  city  where  God  loved  to  dwell.  He  poured  His 
graces  upon  it  beyond  all  counting,  His  sacraments 
were  as  perpetual  fountains  of  salvation.  Jesus 
died  for  it,  and  yet  this  sinful  soul  would  not  open 
its  eyes  to  the  day  of  its  visitation.  It  would  con- 
tinue in  its  evil  way.  God  often  touched  it  with 
His  grace,  but  it  was  hardened,  and  it  would  not 
heed  Him.  He  cast  the  Cross  before  it  on  its  road 
to  hell,  it  trampled  on  it,  and  with  evil  courage 
pursued  the  fatal  road.  It  heard  the  voice  of  God 
in  the  exhortations  and  instructions  that  were 
addressed  to  it,  it  closed  its  ears  to  warning  and  to 
threat.  What  shall  be  the  end  ?  The  Gospel  tells 
us.  Some  day,  O  sinner!  Jesus  will  come  and  look 
down  upon  thy  sinful  soul.  To  the  eyes  of  men  it 
may  seem,  like  Jerusalem,  to  be  in  peace ;  the  sun- 
shine of  worldly  prosperity  may  be  upon  it,  but 
Jesus  sees  only  the  near  approach  of  its  irreparab1e 
ruin.  He  weeps  over  it  because  He  sees  that  the 
day  of  its  destruction  is  at  hand.  The  day  when 
the  sinner  shall  lie  upon  his  deathbed,  when  his 
enemy  the  devil  shall  beset  it— shall  surround  it 
with  a  trench  of  indifference  that  even  the  sacra- 
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ments  cannot  cross,  or  pour  around  it  a  mist  of 
despair  which  even  the  light  of  faith  cannot  dispel 
— shall  mock  it  in  the  bitterness  of  its  passing,  and 
hurry  it,  when  life  is  sped,  before  God's  judgment- 
seat,  to  have  it  sealed  with  the  fiery  seal  of  ever- 
lasting reprobation. 

Recognise  the  day  of  your  visitation.  It  is  now, 
this  very  hour.  Jesus  is  in  the  midst  of  you,  with 
blessings  in  His  wounded  hands,  with  words  of 
tenderest  mercy  dropping  from  His  sacred  lips, 
with  a  love  for  you  stronger  than  death  burning  in 
His  Sacred  Heart.  Now — now,  is  the  day  of  your 
visitation,  when  the  sacraments,  Confession  and  the 
Holy  Communion — the  "  things  that  are  for  your 
peace" — are  ready  to  your  hand.  My  brethren, 
neglect  them  not,  lest  on  you,  too,  should  fall  the 
awful  fate  that  has  fallen  upon  those  who  "  have 
not  known  the  time  of  their  visitation." 
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I  DO  not  know,  my  brethren,  that  there  is  any  form 
of  human  misery  that  is  calculated  to  make  so  large 
an  appeal  to  the  compassion  of  the  human  heart, 
as  that  which  has  been  preserved  for  all  time  in 
the  Gospel  of  this  Sunday.  There  are,  God  knows, 
many  afflictions  to  which  man  is  subject,  but  perhaps 
there  is  not  in  all  the  catalogue  of  misfortune,  any 
greater  calamity  than  the  calamity  of  being  like 
the  poor  man  in  the  Gospel — deaf  and  dumb.  So 
much  so  that  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  for 
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anyone  blessed  with  the  gift  of  hearing  and  of 
speech  to  bring  home  to  himself  adequately  the 
sad  condition  of  a  man  who  has  never  heard  the 
music  of  a  fellow-creature's  voice,  nor  ever  poured 
out  his  own  full  heart  in  articulate  speech.  Think 
of  it  a  little.  What  is  it  to  be  deaf  and  dumb  l  It 
is  to  be  in  the  midst  of  men  and  yet  to  be  separated 
from  them — from  their  joys  and  their  pursuits — by 
a  barrier  never  to  be  crossed.  It  is,  to  see  men 
moving  around,  and  see  them  as  if  they  were  silent 
phantoms.  It  is,  never  to  hear  in  the  dead  ear  the 
voice  of  sympathy  or  the  whisper  of  affection — to 
see  lips  move  as  if  they  moved  in  mockery  or  in 
sport,  and  never  to  receive  into  the  soul  the  sounds 
that  make  life  glad,  the  trills  of  joyous  laughter, 
the  whisper  of  a  friendly  voice — to  know  absolutely 
nothing  of  any  music  of  sea  or  shore,  of  whispering 
wind  or  murmuring  stream,  nor  any  of  those  sounds 
by  which  nature  speaks  to  man,  and  one  human 
heart  speaks  to  another.  And  then,  to  be  dumb 
besides  ;  to  have  the  blind  thoughts  gathering 
around  the  heart,  and  never  a  voice  to  pour  them 
into  sympathetic  ears ;  to  have  the  tides  of  feeling 
running  warm  round  the  heart,  but  frozen  into 
everlasting  silence  on  the  dumb  lips  ;  to  live,  and 
never  to  know  the  highest  pleasure  of  which  man 
is  capable — of  conceiving  in  the  soul  a  noble,  or  a 
loving,  or  a  holy  thought,  and  then  making  it  live 
in  the  ears  of  men  in  burning  words.  To  look  out 
upon  the  world  and  upon  men  with  eyes  that,  yearn 
how  they  may,  can  never  penetrate  the  mystery  of 
human  intercourse,  nor  ever  make  known  its  own 
heart,  save  by  a  laughter  that  is  hardly  human,  by 
the  cry  of  instinct,  or  the  wordless  moan  of  pain. 

Such  a  man,  and  so  afflicted,  our  Lord  found, 
and  made  him  hear  and  speak.  But  mark  you  this, 
though  the  look  of  His  eye,  or  the  whisper  of  His 
voice,  or  the  mere  motion  of  His  Sacred  Heart 
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would  have  been  sufficient  for  the  working  of  the 
miracle,  our  Lord  chose,  on  this  occasion,  to  throw 
around  the  exercise  of  His  divine  compassion,  a 
peculiar  and  elaborate  ceremony.  He  took  the 
man  aside  from  the  crowd,  and  put  His  fingers  into 
his  ears,  and  touched  his  tongue  with  the  spittle  ot 
His  mouth,  and,  looking  up  to  heaven,  He  groaned, 
and  said  :  "  Ephpheta — be  thou  opened."  And  He. 
did  all  this,  not  because  He  could  not  have  cured 
him  otherwise,  but  to  show,  beyond  all  question, 
the  grievousness  of  the  affliction  under  which  he 
laboured,  and  still  more,  and  above  all,  to  impress 
upon  the  minds  of  those  who  in  after-times  would 
read  about  the  miracle,  the  grievousness  of  the 
spiritual  maladies,  of  which  bodily  deafness  and 
bodily  dumbness  are  only  the  mere  images. 

We  have  already  seen,,  to  some  extent,  at  any 
rate,  what  it  is  to  be  deaf  and  dumb.  We  have 
seen  that  it  cuts  a  man  off  from  the  communion 
of  his  fellow-men,  removes  him  from  the  kindly 
charities  of  human  intercourse,  and  leaves  him  in 
a  state  in  which  he  may  walk  unwarned  into  the 
most  fatal  dangers,  and.  is  unable,  even  in  the 
deadliest  peril,  to  summon  to  his  aid  the  help  which 
he  so  sorely  needs. 

Now,  there  is  a  deafness  and  a  dumbness  far 
more  terrible  than  that  which  was  the  subject  of 
the  miracle  recorded  in  the  Gospel.  Who,  then, 
you  will  ask,  are  the  spiritually  deaf?  Well,  they 
are  of  many  classes.  First,  there  is  the  class  of 
those  on  whose  ears  has  never  fallen  the  music  of 
the  Word  of  God  ;  those  who  have  never  received 
the  gift  of  divine  faith,  without  which  it  is  im- 
possible to  please  God,  and  who,  being  deaf  to 
faith,  are  also  necessarily  dumb,  not  knowing  how 
to  speak  to  God  the  necessities  of  their  soul  in  the 
voice  of  prayer.  This  is,  of  course,  the  worst 
possible  form  of  spiritual  deafness  and  spiritual 
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dumbness  that  can  affect  a  human  being ;  but  from 
this  particular  form  of  these  spiritual  maladies  we, 
Catholics,  are,  thank  God,  exempt.  We  have  heard 
the  voice  of  God  in  the  teaching  of  His  Infallible 
Church.  The  time  was,  in  the  lifetime  of  each  of 
us,  when  the  priest  at  our  baptism  touched  our  ears 
and  our  mouth,  and  said :  "  Be  opened,"  and  then 
the  gift  of  divine  faith  was  infused  into  our  souls, 
and  as  we  grew  up  the  Church  put  the  prayer  upon 
our  lips,  and  moulded  into  living  voice  and  burning 
word  the  sublime  feelings  which  faith  had  created 
in  the  heart.  Surely,  then,  you  would  say,  of  us, 
Catholics,  there  is  no  one  who  can  be  properly 
described  as  spiritually  deaf  and  spiritually  dumb. 
We  have  faith ;  and,  whether  we  pray  or  not,  we 
have,  at  any  rate,  the  knowledge  of  prayer,  and 
the  power  to  pray.  But,  alas  !  there  are  other 
forms  of  these  spiritual  maladies ;  and  it  may  be, 
and,  unfortunately,  sometimes  is,  the  fate  even  of 
a  man  who  is  a  Catholic  to  be  spiritually  deaf  and 
spiritually  dumb.  True,  God  gave  him  a  spiritual 
ear,  open  to  the  very  harmonies  of  heaven.  True, 
God  unloosed  his  tongue,  and  made  it  eloquent 
beyond  what  men  conceive  of  human  eloquence 
for,  when  human  eloquence  has  moved  a  humaf 
heart  it  has  done  its  best,  but  the  prayer  that  God 
and  His  Church  place  on  the  lips  of  a  Catholic  has 
it  within  its  competence  to  move  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  Jesus  Christ  Himself.  No  one  who  is  a  Catholic 
but  has  at  some  time  possessed  these  great  gifts  ; 
for,  let  a  man  be  born  into  the  Church,  he  is  brought 
to  the  baptismal  font ;  receives  there,  not  alone 
sanctifying  grace,  that  makes  the  soul  beautiful  in 
the  eyes  of  angels,  but  also  the  virtue  of  divine 
faith ;  and  the  names  of  Jesus  and  of  Mary,  the 
accents  of  prayer,  and  praise,  and  adoration,  will 
be  found  upon  the  lips  of  the  child  long  before  his 
mind  is  capable  of  understanding  the  deep  mean* 
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ings  of  what  he  utters.  This  is  true;  but  these 
gifts  may  be  lost.  Over  every  gift  that  God  has 
given  He  has  thrown  the  garment  of  free-will. 
Wrapped  in  that  garment,  which,  according  to  our 
use  of  it,  will  be  either  a  royal  robe  of  honour,  or  a 
covering  of  shame,  these  things  come  to  us.  We 
can  abuse  them  if  we  will,  and  we  can  abuse  them 
to  such  an  extent  as  that  we  may  lose  them 
altogether,  or,  even  though  we  do  not  lose  them, 
yet  possess  them  in  a  way  that  will  profit  us 
nothing. 

There  is  nothing  more  certain,  for  instance,  than 
that  a  man  may,  by  his  own  perversity,  lose  the 
gift  of  faith,  and  lose  with  that  faith  the  power  of 
hearing  the  voice  of  God,  and  the  power  of  spiritual 
utterance.  And  it  is  at  least  equally  certain  that  a 
man  may  bring  himself  to  such  a  state  that  though 
he  still  retain  the  faith,  though  he  be  still  a  Catholic, 
though  he  take  his  place  unquestioned  amongst  the 
faithful  before  the  altar  of  his  God,  and  seem  to  the 
Byes  of  men  to  be  exactly  like  his  fellow- Catholics, 
yet  the  faith  that  is  in  him  may  be  a  dead  faith, 
and  he  may  be  living  his  life  deaf  and  dumb — deaf 
to  every  voice  that  calls  him  to  repentance,  dumb 
to  prayer,  dumb  to  confession  ;  deaf  to  the  warning 
that  would  save  him  from  impending  doom,  and 
having  on  his  lips  no  cry  for  aid  in  the  mortal  peril 
in  which  his  soul  is  placed. 

Is  there  anyone  here  present  who  is  not  only  in 
the  state  of  mortal  sin,  but  has  been  in  that  state 
for  some  considerable  time.  Let  him  listen  while  I 
try  to  put  before  him  his  own  sad  history.  Let 
him  look  back,  far  back  into  his  life,  let  him  call 
to  mind  the  days  that  are  so  far  away,  the  days 
when  he  was  innocent ;  or  let  him  summon  back 
in  memory  the  feeling,  half  forgotten  now,  of  the 
rapture  that  filled  his  soul  when  he  stood  up  after 
making  his  last  good  confession.     I  care  not  how 
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many  a  year  may  have  gone  by  since  then,  I  care 
not  though  his  crimes  be  numerous  as  the  days  of 
all  those  years — 1  care  not  though  his  life  have 
been  one  long  uninterrupted  sin — yet  I  say  his 
heart  must  be  harder  than  the  heart  of  even  the 
most  sinful  Catholic  usually  is,  if  he  does  not  feel  a 
thrill  of  emotion,  a  pang  of  agony,  at  the  remem- 
brance of  God's  blessed  peace,  which  he  forfeited 
by  his  sinful  life.  Ah,  that  last  good  confession  ! 
How  happy  he  felt  when  it  was  done  ;  when  he 
believed — nay,  not  merely  believed,  but  felt — that 
a  load  was  lifted  from  his  heart,  which  only  the 
hand  of  a  merciful  God  could  have  ever  lifted 
off,  and  when  that  heart  swelled  within  his  breast 
with  a  rapture  that  must  surely  be  akin  to  the 
rapture  of  heaven,  and  longed  to  burst  the  bonds 
of  flesh,  and  fly  away  to  God's  eternal  rest,  of  which 
the  absolution  of  the  priest  had  given  it  a  foretaste. 
Ah,  my  brethren,  there  is  not  one  amongst  you 
who  does  not  recognise  what  I  describe,  who  has 
not  felt  what  more  than  earthly  joy  from  sin  for- 
given is  poured  into  the  soul  in  the  Sacrament  of 
Penance. 

Let  the  sinner  think  of  this,  looking  back  over 
the  desolate  sea  of  his  sinful  life  to  the  gleam  of 
heaven's  light  that  memory  brings  back  from  the 
years  gone  by  for  ever,  and  then  let  him  review  his 
life  since  then.  Alas !  he  fell  into  mortal  sin ; 
worse  than  this,  he  remained  in  mortal  sin ;  nay, 
there  was  even  worse,  nothing  propagates  so  fast 
as  mortal  sin,  and  one  brought  on  another,  and  the 
count  has  long  been  lost — lost,  save  by  the  angel 
who  has  written  them  every  one  in  the  judgment- 
book  of  God. 

Where  was  conscience,  you  will  ask,  conscience 
which  God  Himself  had  placed  amidst  his  warring 
passions,  to  still  their  tumult  and  bring  peace  and 
order  into  the  world  of  the  soul  ?    Well,  I  answer, 
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God's  gifts  do  their  work  always — conscience  was 
there,  and  well  and  nobly  conscience  did  its  work. 
It  gave  him  no  peace,  it  rose  up  and  accused  him, 
and  its  voice,  low  though  it  was,  had  a  tone  in  it 
like  the  tone  of  the  trumpet  of  doom.  In  the  busy 
day  it  made  itself  heard,  and  in  the  darkness  and 
the  silence  of  the  night  its  voice  was  terrible — so 
terrible  that,  like  a  madman  who  would  strike 
down  the  friend  who  sought  to  save  him  from 
destruction,  the  sinner  rose  against  conscience  and 
choked  it;  he  hastened  to  commit  other  mortal 
sins,  and  gradually  the  conscience  sank  beneath 
the  weight,  and  almost,  if  not  altogether,  died  of 
the  countless  shocks  of  repeated  crimes. 

And  where  was  God,  you  will  ask — had  God 
abandoned  him  ?  Not  so ;  God  watched  over  him 
still.  If  he  is  not  in  hell  to  day  it  is  because  God 
holds  him  yet  awhile  suspended  over  the  everlast- 
ing fire.  And  all  the  time  God  spoke  to  him  by 
His  grace,  by  his  inspirations,  by  the  voice  of  His 
minister,  by  the  sermon  on  Sunday,  by  the  troubles 
of  the  weekday  life ;  but  though  God  is  Omnipotent 
He  does  not  choose  to  overbear  by  His  Omnipotence 
even  the  sinner's  will,  and  that  will  was  master, 
and  chose  to  sin. 

And  did  he  never  think  of  death  ?  Sometimes 
he  must  have  thought  of  it,  for  the  mementoes  of 
death  lie  scattered  very  thickly  about  the  world. 
But  he  said  :  "  No  fear,  I  shall  not  die  yet  5"  he  had 
almost  persuaded  himself  that  the  hour  of  death 
would  be  of  his  own  choosing.  Did  he  never  think 
of  hell — or  did  he  deliberately  intend  to  live  his  life 
of  sin  as  long  as  God's  patience  would  hold  out, 
and  then,  struck  by  the  lightning  of  His  vengeance, 
die,  and  go  for  ever  to  his  place  in  hell  ?  Ah,  no ; 
he  never  for  a  moment  meant  to  be  damned.  He 
had  another  place:  he  meant  to  commit  mortal  sin, 
and  yet  go  to  heaven;  but  these  two  things  are 
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beyond  expression  incompatible.  He  thought,  at 
any  rate,  that  he  could  sin  as  long  as  it  pleased 
him,  and  that  when  he  should  have  had  enough  of 
sin  he  would,  at  his  leisure,  turn  to  God,  repent, 
receive  the  last  sacraments,  die,  and  having  tried 
what  it  was  to  be  God's  enemy  during  life,  to  be 
his  friend  in  heaven  for  all  the  ages  of  eternity. 
Ah,  my  brethren,  is  it  at  all  likely  ?  You  see  he 
took  for  granted  a  number  of  things  that  are  all  of 
them  necessary  for  his  plan,  and  yet  any  one  of 
which  may  fail  him  in  his  need.  He  took  it  for 
granted  that  he  should  have  time — that  he,  of  all 
men,  should  not  die  suddenly — that  he  should  have 
grace,  and  that  although  he  had  been  abusing  grace 
all  his  life,  yet  when  the  extremity  should  arrive, 
he  would  be  certain  not  to  abuse  it ;  that  he  shall 
have  a  priest — that  no  accident  shall  deprive  him 
of  that  assistance.  In  short,  he  takes  it  for  granted 
that  things  will  arrange  themselves  as  he  needs 
and  wishes,  and  not,  ah  !  not  as  he  deserves. 

Did  he  pray  ?  Scarcely.  A  prayer  may  have 
lingered,  by  mere  force  of  habit,  on  his  lips,  but  it 
never  went  down  to  his  sinful  heart.  Mortal  sin 
and  real,  persevering,  fervent  prayer,  can  never 
remain  long  together  in  the  same  soul.  Sin  has 
been  in  his  soul,  reigning  undisturbed  for  many  a 
long  year :  it  is  certain  that  out  of  that  soul  prayer 
has  long  since  died. 

Has  he  gone  to  confession  all  these  years  ? 
Perhaps  no,  the  hand  of  Satan  held  him  back; 
perhaps  yes,  and  perhaps  a  dumb  devil  entered 
into  him,  and  grasped  his  throat,  and  held  his 
hand  upon  his  lips,  and  choked  back  his  sins ;  and 
to  his  other  sins  has  been  added  the  ever-growing 
and  awful  crime  of  bad  confessions  and  sacrilegious 
communions. 

There  is  his  life ;  he  is  living  on  in  sin,  deaf  and 
dumb.     But  still,  my  brethren,  Jesus  passes  by; 


THIRTEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  PENTECOST.     329 

and  Jesus  loves  him  so  much,  that  if  it  would  at  all 
serve  him,  He  would  be  ready  to  face  once  again 
in  his  behalf  the  terrors  of  Calvary,  the  sorrows  of 
death.  And  Jesus,  as  He  passes,  perhaps  at  such 
an  hour  as  this,  Jesus  touches  the  sinner's  ear  and 
his  lips,  and  an  inspiration  of  God  lights  up  for 
a  moment  the  blackness  of  his  sinful  life,  as  a 
lightning  flash  lights  up  the  darkness  of  the  night. 
Oh !  if  there  be  one  here  who  this  day  hears, 
though  but  for  a  moment,  the  voice  of  God,  let  him 
listen  and  repent.  And  you,  my  brethren,  like  the 
friends  of  the  deaf  and  dumb  man,  bring  those 
sinners  to  Jesus  by  your  fervent  prayers. 
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Our  Blessed  Lord  knew  well — as  well  as  we  read- 
ing the  story  now  after  all  these  years — our  Lord 
knew  well  what  was  about  to  happen  when  He 
came  towards  the  ten  lepers  as  they  stood  by  the 
wayside  watching,  loathsome  to  men  in  their  foul 
disease,  and  awakening  in  the  minds,  even  of  their 
nearest  and  dearest  friends,  nothing  but  uncon- 
querable disgust.  Jesus,  as  He  came  near  them 
knew  why  they  were  there  ;  and  the  fountains  of 
human  tenderness  and  of  divine  compassion  un- 
sealed themselves  within  His  Sacred  Heart,  ready 
to  cleanse  the  lepers  of  their  foul  disease.  He 
knew  that  He  would  say  the  word,  and  send  them 
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on  their  way,  and  that  as  they  went  they  would 
be  healed ;  and  then,  that  nine  out  of  the  ten 
would  forget  Him  utterly,  would  forget  Him,  or, 
if  they  remembered  Him  at  all,  would  only  think 
of  Him  as  one  whose  appearance  had  been  a  happy 
accident  in  their  sad  existence,  as  one  who  hav- 
ing done  towards  them  the  part  of  kindly  service, 
might  pass  for  ever  from  their  memories  and  from 
their  lives,  as  one,  who  probably  did  not  need,  and 
certainly  would  not  receive  even  the  poor  return 
of  their  thanks. 

And  do  you  think,  my  brethren,  that  Jesus  did 
not  keenly  feel  the  ingratitude  of  the  nine,  who 
went  away  and  never  thought  it  worth  their  while 
to  thank  Him  for  having  relieved  them  of  a  malady 
that  made  life  itself  a  burden  ?  It  is  true,  that  He 
was  God,  and  as  such,  infinitely  independent  of 
human  gratitude,  but  it  is  equally  true  that  His 
Heart  was  a  human  heart,  a  heart  exquisitely  fash- 
ioned, so  keenly  sensitive  to  human  emotions  that 
every  sorrow  woke  in  it  a  pang  far  more  intense  than 
any  that  our  hard  hearts  could  ever  feel.  And 
we,  even  we,  who  can  be  ourselves  ungrateful 
sometimes,  even  we  know  what  it  is  to  be  wounded 
in  heart ;  and  how  much  more  keenly  the  wound  is 
apt  to  smart  when  it  has  been  inflicted  by  some 
one  whom  we  loved  and  served,  and  found  delight 
in  serving.  We  know  how  the  heart  within  us  rises 
against  ingratitude,  and  bans  it  as  the  one  sin 
of  man  to  man  that  can  scarcely  be  forgiven,  This 
is  so  true  in  the  dealings  of  men  with  each  other, 
that  even  men  who  have  steeped  themselves,  body 
and  soul,  in  vice,  who  have  no  longer  preserved 
that  shame  which  often  outlives  the  innocence  from 
which  it  first  was  born,  even  they  will  shrink  sensi- 
tively back,  and  repel  with  indignation  a  charge 
of  being  ungrateful.  So  men  deal  with  one  another, 
but  it  scarcely  seems  to  be  so  when  there  is  ques- 
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tion  of  God.  He  it  is  Who  is  the  real  and  the  constant 
benefactor  of  the  world  and  the  human  race.  God 
does  not,  and  it  is  well  for  us  He  does  not,  portion 
out  His  favours  by  our  deserving,  or  even  by  our 
gratitude,  but  rather  by  the  gracious  bounty  Of 
His  own  divine  compassion. 

Many  a  deed  has  this  broad  earth  witnessed  that 
might  well  have  saddened  the  eyes  of  angels  with 
unwonted  tears,  and  made  the  very  heart  of  God 
repent,  as  it  repented  in  the  old  time  before  the 
flood,  that  He  had  ever  given  an  opportunity  to 
man  to  make  so  fair  a  world  the  theatre  of  his 
wickedness.  And  yet,  after  the  blackest  deed 
that  ever  cried  to  heaven  for  vengeance,  the  sun 
rises  to  give  yet  another  day,  and  bathe  the  world 
in  a  radiance  that  seems  the  very  smile  of  God. 
God  pours  His  favours  out  so  copiously,  that  men 
quite  forget  to  lift  their  hearts  to  Him  Who  gives 
them  everything.  Yet  God  is  not  tired  out ;  the 
sun  rises  on  the  just  and  the  unjust,  the  sun  sets 
and  touches  into  grateful  sleep  the  weary  hearts 
of  men,  even  where  a  sin  is  nestling  there  that 
makes  them  deserve  to  have  their  sleep  broken  for 
eternity  by  the  trumpet  of  God's  doom. 

The  sinner  lives  on,  and  sometimes  prospers 
like  his  neighbours,  for  him  the  sunshine  and  the 
shower  come  in  their  appointed  season,  for  him 
the  heavens  are  gracious  and  the  earth  is  fertile, 
his  trees  blossom,  and  his  harvests  ripen,  even 
though  all  the  time  he  is  the  enemy  of  God. 

So  men  treat  their  God  ;  so  have  they  treated 
Him  from  the  beginning  of  recorded  time.  And 
God  never  wearied  of  bestowing  favours  upon 
them,  and  at  length,  He  sent  to  them  His  only 
Begotten  Son  made  man. 

And  how  have  men  treated  Jesus  Christ  ?  He 
who  took  unto  Himself  a  human  heart  exquisitely 
fashioned  for  the  fulness  of  human  joy,  and  the 
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fulness  of  human  sorrow,  and  filled  that  Heart  as 
full  as  it  could  hold  of  love  for  men,  nay,  filled  it 
till  the  love  flowed  over  and  spread  across  the 
whole  broad  earth,  and  touched  with  its  consecrat- 
ing touch  every  soul  that  lived  and  is  to  live,  filled 
it  so,  that  at  last  that  Sacred  Heart  burst  with 
love,  and  wrote  the  passion  of  its  affection  upon 
the  world  in  the  red  letters  of  its  precious  Blood. 
What  has  He  met  with,  after  all,  in  nine  cases  out 
of  ten,  but  the  blackest  of  in  gratitude.  Look  through 
the  history  of  the  Christian  centuries;  was  it  not 
pictured  prophetically  in  the  story  that  the  Gospel 
tells  to-day,  of  ten  lepers  wTho  were  healed,  and  of 
whom  one  only  thought  of  coming  back  to  gladden 
with  his  gratitude  the  Heart  that  healed  him  ? 

For  remember  this — it  was  not  merely  during 
the  three  years  of  His  public  ministry,  it  was  not 
merely  during  the  thirty- three  years  of  His  mortal 
life  that  Jesus  has  gone  about  the  world  to  seek 
those  who  are  stricken,  and  to  heal  them.  No  ; 
for  ever,  and  for  ever,  from  the  beginning  until 
now,  and  from  this  hour  until  the  day  shall  dawn, 
that  shall  be  the  last  of  days  when  the  blast  of  the 
trumpet  of  Judgment  shall  bring  to  a  close  the 
long  and  eventful  history  of  the  human  race  of 
which  He  made  Himself  the  brother,  it  is  the  self- 
selected  task  of  Jesus  Christ  to  go  about  through 
His  Church,  if  invisibly,  yet  not  less  really,  to 
throw  Himself  in  the  way  of  those  who  are  stricken 
with  the  foul  disease  of  sin,  and  to  draw  from 
their  weary  sinful  hearts,  by  the  divine  compas- 
sion that  lives  within  His  own,  and  flashes  from 
His  wounded  hands,  and  His  bleeding  brow,  to 
draw  from  them  the  cry:  " Jesus,  Master,  have 
mercy  on  us." 

And  when  that  cry  rises  from  the  sinner's  heart, 
little,  then,  does  Jesus  think  of  the  sins  that  have 
stained  his  soul.     Not  apt  is  He  to  remember  the 
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malice  of  the  sinner's  sin.  He  does  not  forget, 
He  never  can  forget,  the  hour  of  His  desolation, 
when  He  gathered  unto  His  Sacred  Heart  all  the 
sorrow  of  which  a  human  heart  was  capable,  and 
offered  it  in  atonement  for  the  sinner  who  is  cry- 
ing now  for  mercy.  And  when  He  looks  upon  the 
sinner  with  the  divine  compassion  of  those  eyes 
that  once  were  shrouded  with  the  mists  of  death, 
and  when  He  hears  the  voice  of  his  repentance  : 
"  Jesus,  Master,  have  mercy  on  me ;  "  then,  I  say 
to  you,  that  not  from  any  harp  of  all  the  harps  of 
heaven,  swept  though  are  their  chords  by  the 
breath  of  seraphim,  not  from  any  one  falls  upon 
the  ears  of  Jesus,  a  music  half  so  sweet  as  that 
which  gladdens  His  Sacred  Heart  at  the  first  faint 
whisper  of  a  sinner's  sorrow,  and  the  first  low 
sound  of  the  cry  for  mercy  that  goes  up  to  Him 
from  lips  that  had  almost  forgotten  how  to  pray. 

Ah,  be  very  sure,  He  hears  that  cry,  and  does 
exactly  what  He  did  of  old  :  "  Go,"  He  says,  "  and 
show  yourselves  to  the  priests,"  and  the  sinner 
goes.  He  presents  himself  to  the  priest,  he  makes 
his  good  confession,  and  in  the  very  heart's  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  he  is  healed  from  the  leprosy  of  sin. 

Ah !  I  know  it  well — that  work  of  the  divine  com- 
passion of  Jesus  Christ — I  know  it  well,  and  you 
know,  too,  how  many  a  time  He  repeats  that 
miracle  in  the  tribunal  of  confession;  and  they 
go  away,  pure  and  spotless,  clothed  with  the  robe 
of  sanctifying  grace,  and  they  are  found  receiving 
into  hearts  that  had  once  and  so  lately  been  the 
homes  of  sin,  the  body  and  the  blood  of  the  God 
Who  has  forgiven  them. 

What  is — what  ought  to  be,  their  after-history  ? 
First,  what  ought  it  to  be  ?  Well,  you,  my  brethren, 
are  a  grateful  people,  you  are  a  people  easily  led 
by  your  affections,  and  none  knows  better  than  a 
priest  how  he  who  is  your  servant  in  offices  of 


334  SERMONS. 

kindness,  becomes,  through  the  warmth  of  your  gra- 
titude, the  very  master  of  your  hearts.  Well,  tell 
me,  you>  what  ought  to  be  the  after-history  of  one 
who  has  been  cleansed  from  the  foul  leprosy  of 
sin  in  the  tribunal  of  confession  ?  Let  me  say  for 
you,  what  you  would  say  yourselves,  in  answer  to 
the  question — He  ought  to  go,  and  sin  no  more; 
He  ought  to  return  to  Jesus  and  stay  at  His  sacred 
feet,  and  let  the  shadow  of  the  cross  be  on  his  life, 
ever  till  it  falls  upon  his  grave.  Clasped  to  the 
breast  of  Jesus,  his  life  should  be  like  the  life  of 
Magdalen,  all  whose  life  is  told  in  this,  that  having 
been  a  sinner,  her  love  surpassed  her  sins,  and  she 
became  a  saint.  But  above  all,  never  from  that 
forgiven  sinner,  never  from  his  lips  should  fall  a 
word,  never  by  his  hand  a  deed  be  done,  never  in 
his  heart  a  thought  should  rise,  that  could  sadden, 
for  a  moment,  the  Sacred  Heart  that  had  been  so 
merciful.  That  should  be  his  life,  it  would  be 
simple  gratitude  that  it  should  be  so. 

And  now,  what  is  it,  very  often  ?  Well,  there 
were  ten  lepers  cleansed,  and  one  went  back, 
and  acted  as  became  him,  and  so,  thank  God,  there 
are,  amongst  those  who  are  healed  in  the  tribunal 
of  confession,  there  are  grateful  souls,  who  do  thank 
Jesus,  by  their  sinless  lives,  for  the  mercy  He  has 
shown.  But  are  they  one  in  every  ten  ?  Ah !  I  fear 
to  answer,  but  I  know  that  there  are  some  whose 
history  has  been  told  in  the  history  of  the  ungrate- 
ful nine. 

They  come  to  confession  ;  on  their  lips,  at  any 
rate,  is  the  cry  :  "  Jesus,  Master,  have  mery  on  us, 
heal  us,  and  by  the  sacrament  we  receive,  to  which 
Thy  blood  gives  efficacy,  we  promise  to  sin  no 
more.  We  take  thee,  God,  to  witness,  and  blessed 
Mary,  and  Michael  the  great  archangel,  and  John 
the  Baptist  who  preached  and  practised  penance, 
and  the  holy  Apostles,  Peter  who  holds  the  keys 
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of  heaven,  and  Paul  the  teacher  of  the  nations,  we 
call  all  the  saints  to  witness  that  we  are  sorry  for 
the  past,  and  that  going  we  shall  sin  no  more. 
Nay,  further,  we  promise  as  God  sees  us,  and  His 
Mother,  and  the  angels,  that  knowing  by  the 
bitter  experience  that  left  its  brand  upon  the  soul, 
knowing  how  weak  we  are,  how  prone  to  sin,  how 
open  to  temptation,  we  promise  to  avoid  for  all  the 
time  to  come,  the  occasions  of  sin,  to  keep  away, 
as  we  would  keep  away  from  the  very  porch  of 
hell,  from  the  public-house,  the  evil  companion, 
the  bad  book,  from  whatever  in  the  time  past  led 
us  into  mortal  sin." 

And  then  the  sinner  goes  away,  and  scarcely  is 
he  out  of  the  sight  of  Jesus  when  He  begins 
already  to  forget  Him.  Ingratitude,  which  he 
would  be  ashamed  to  show  to  men,  he  is  not 
ashamed  to  show  to  Jesus,  "Who  has  loved  him,  as 
never  man  could  love.  With  the  touch  upon  his 
soul  of  the  hand  of  Jesus,  with  His  blessed  sacra- 
ments fresh  upon  his  soul,  with  the  shadow  of  the 
Eucharistic  presence  of  his  God  still  falling  upon 
his  life,  he  does  not  fear,  he  is  not  ashamed  to  go 
back  into  the  occasions  of  sin  which  he  promised 
so  solemnly  to  avoid.  He  begins  to  hanker  after 
the  unholy  freedom  of  his  sin,  he  begins  to  grow 
weary  of  the  very  God  Who  gave  His  blood  to 
save  him.  He  goes  back  into  the  occasion  of  sin, 
and  then  what  happens  ?  You  know  what  happens. 
The  sinner  who  has  been  forgiven,  who  has  tasted 
the  sweetness  of  God's  peace  for  ever  so  short  a 
time,  he  does  not  deliberately  propose  to  himself 
to  go  back  into  the  slavery  of  mortal  sin ;  and  do 
not  think  either  that  the  devil  suggests  to  him  all 
at  once  to  commit  a  mortal  sin.  No  ;  the  devil 
knows  both  the  good  and  evil  of  the  human  heart. 
He  begins  a  long  way  off,  or  what  seems  a  long 
way  off,  from  mortal  sin.     He  whispers  in  his  ear, 
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you  are  safe  now,  you  have  broken  with  sin  for 
ever,  you  are  in  no  danger,  you  can  go  back  now 
to  the  old  haunts,  and  enjoy  the  old  pleasures  with 
moderation  which  is  not  sin ;  the  old  companions 
were  very  pleasant.  And,  then,  the  poor  wretch 
goes  back,  and  what  comes  of  it  all  ?  This  comes 
of  it  and  only  this,  a  grave  in  hell,  and  above  that 
grave,  as  an  inscription  and  as  a  doom,  are  written 
the  awful  words  of  the  Holy  Ghost :  "  He  who 
loves  the  danger,  in  the  danger  shall  he  perish.', 

For  those,  my  brethren,  who  are  in  mortal  sin, 
there  is  the  one  cry  that  should  fasten  upon  their 
lips:  "Jesus,  Master,  have  mercy  on  us."  And 
Jesus  will  have  mercy,  and  when  the  sin  is  washed 
away  by  a  good  confession,  there  is  just  one  way 
of  showing  gratitude,  there  is  just  one  way  of 
escaping  the  doom  that  follows,  and  sooner  or 
later  overtakes  the  relapsing  sinner,  and  that 
one  way  is  to  avoid,  as  you  would  avoid  a  pesti- 
lence whose  touch  is  death,  anything  that  has  ever 
been  an  occasion  of  sin. 
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Matthew,  xxiv.  33. 

When  you  come  into  the  Church,  my  brethren, 
if  you  come  reverently,  your  first  impulse  is  to  look 
towards  the  Tabernacle,  where  you  know  with  a 
certainty  as  deep  as  the  faith  by  which  your  souls 
are  living,  that  Jesus  is  waiting  for  your  homage. 
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You  have  come  from  the  busy  world  without,  which 
bringing,  though  it  does,  so  many  a  heartache,  and 
so  many  a  care,  has  so  strong  a  fascination  for  the 
human  heart,  which  yet  it  cannot  satisfy ;  a  world 
that  by  many  an  allurement  so  potent  over  flesh 
and  blood  and  sense,  strives  to  enlist  us  in  its 
hard  and  thankless  service,  strives  to  buy  our  souls, 
that  it  may  spoil  them  for  higher  duties,  and  waste 
them  on  the  things  that  fade  and  perish  in  the 
bitter  end. 

Yet,  let  me  hope  that  coming  into  the  house  of 
God,  you  leave  that  busy  sinful  world  upon  the 
threshold  of  the  door  by  which  you  enter,  and  that 
though  you  cannot  leave  outside  those  restless 
hearts  of  yours  that  will  be  vexed,  even  here,  by 
untimely  distractions,  and  haunted  even  here  by 
memories  of  worldly  passions;  yet  you  strive, 
any  rate,  to  purify  them  in  the  sacred  fire  of  the 
burning  love,  which,  linking  together  the  earth  we 
see,  and  the  heaven  we  hope  for,  has  brought  Jesus 
down  from  the  bosom  of  His  Eternal  Father  to 
dwell  within  our  Tabernacles. 

And  as  you  raise  your  eyes  to  that  Tabernacle, 
you  see  above  it  the  sacred  sign  that  means  so 
much  to  Christian  eyes,  and  has  so  eloquent  a 
language  for  Christian  hearts,  the  emblem  that 
tells  so  much  that  nothing  else  could  tell  about 
God's  justice,  and  God's  love,  the  standard  be- 
neath which  saints  have  walked  along  the  narrow 
rugged  road  that  leads  to  heaven,  the  symbol  of  the 
Christian's  faith,  the  warrant  of  the  Christian's 
hope,  the  motive  of  the  Christian's  charity;  you  see 
above  the  Tabernacle  the  image  of  Jesus  crucified. 

Look  at  it,  my  brethren  :  many  of  you  there  may 
be,  that  cannot  read  in  any  book,  but  there  never 
was  a  human  being  yet  who  could  not,  if  he  wished, 
read  the  story  that  is  told  by  the  crucifix.  What  a 
picture  of  a  life  is  there,  and  remember,  a  picture, 
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that  is  put  there,  not  merely  to  excite  a  barren 
admiration,  but  a  picture  that  is  placed  before  our 
eyes  that  every  life  that  looks  on  it  may  model 
itself  on  the  divine  life  that  ended  in  the  agony  of 
the  cross. 

When  a  painter  wishes  to  paint  the  portrait  of 
some  man  whom  the  world  deems  worthy  of 
honour,  when  he  wishes  to  paint  it  so  that  it 
may  be  the  best  expression  of  the  man  whose  por- 
trait it  is,  he  reflects  upon  the  life  of  the  man,  and 
selects  for  painting,  some  scene  wherein  the  quali- 
ties that  constitute  his  greatness  were  most  strik- 
ingly displayed.  And  so  it  was,  when  the  Church 
wished  to  keep  Jesus  for  ever  before  the  eyes  of 
the  faithful,  when  she  wished  for  an  image  of  Him 
to  crown  the  Tabernacle  where  He  loves  to  dwell, 
she  selected  of  all  others,  that  closing  scene, 
wherein  His  boundless  mercy,  His  unutterable 
love,  His  divine  unselfishness,  His  unspeakable 
humility,  His  hunger  after  justice,  His  ardent  de- 
sire for  the  suffering  by  which  alone  justice  could 
be  satisfied,  where  all  the  sublime  virtues  of  His 
human  character  sustained  and  glorified  by  His 
divine  personality,  shone  forth  with  splendour  all 
the  greater,  because  of  the  clouds  that  hung  round 
Calvary  when  Jesus  died. 

Look  at  it,  my  brethren,  and  ask  yourselves  the 
question  which  I  now  ask  you ;  are  your  lives  like 
it  ?  Are  your  lives,  the  lives  you  lead  every  day, 
are  they  in  any  measure  like  that  of  the  divine 
Master,  whose  services,  alone,  can  save  your  im- 
mortal souls  ?  You  cannot  serve  two  Masters,  He 
Himself  has  told  you  so ;  is,  then,  the  Master 
whom  you  are  serving,  that  same  Jesus  Whose 
crucified  image  is  placed  before  you  as  the  standard 
and  the  model,  by  likeness  to  which,  and  by  that 
alone,  your  lives  can  find  acceptance  before  the 
iudgment-seat  of  God  ? 
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The  life  that  the  crucifix  displays  before  you  is, 
on  the  very  face  of  it,  a  life  on  which  mortifica- 
tion is  plainly  stamped.  Whatever  else  might  be 
deemed  obscure  or  mysterious  in  the  life  of  Jesus, 
this,  at  any  rate,  is  undeniable,  that  it  is  a  life  of 
mortification,  and  a  life,  too,  in  which  the  mortifica- 
tions of  a  lifetime  found  only  their  appropriate 
issue,  in  the  crowning  mortification  of  an  igno- 
minious death. 

Now  where  is  the  mortification  in  your  lives? 
Are  you  not  striving  with  all  your  might,  be  that 
might  little  or  much,  to  make  life  as  easy  to  your- 
selves as  life  can  be  made  ?  Is  there  any  measure 
to  your  vexation,  when  something  or  some  person 
interferes  with  your  keen  pursuit  of  those  worldly 
interests  that  are  dear  to  your  hearts  ?  You  will 
go  out  from  the  Church,  to-day ;  many  of  you  will 
not  enter  it  again  till  another  week  be  gone ;  many 
of  you,  too,  let  me  say,  who,  having  time  and 
opportunity,  having  everything  but  the  zeal  for 
God's  service  that  would  bring  them,  have  need  to 
be  reminded,  as  I  now  remind  them,  that  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  is  offered  up  here  every  morn- 
ing, many  of  you  will  not  appear  here  for  another 
week,  and  how  shall  that  week  be  spent  ? 

Most  of  you  are  of  the  poor ;  how  shall  you 
spend  the  week  ?  shall  you  be  setting  your  hearts 
on  the  poor  indulgences  that  your  poverty  permits  ? 
Shall  you  be  wishing  discontentedly  that  these  in- 
dulgences were  greater  and  more  numerous  ?  Shall 
you  be  fixing  yourselves  in  the  habit  that  is  the 
special  temptation  of  poverty,  the  habit  of  think- 
ing that  it  is  by  bread  alone,  by  the  gratification  of 
mere  bodily  wants,  that  the  purpose  of  your  lives 
is  best  fulfilled  ?  Nay,  sadder  still,  shall  you  be 
seeking  the  occasion  which  the  devil  is  prompt  to 
offer,  to  pay  yourselves  for  the  hardship  of  your 
ordinary  lot,  by  the  coarse  dissipations  that  come 
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within  your  reach;  saddest  of  all,  shall  you  be 
degrading  the  state  of  poverty,  which  Jesus  chose 
for  Himself,  and  which  He  strove  to  make  the 
holiest  of  all  states — are  you  degrading  it  by  those 
vices  which,  especially  in  our  cities  and  our  towns 
make  poverty,  which  was  meant  to  be  God's 
choicest  blessing,  seem  to  be,  of  all  others,  the 
most  hopeless  curse  ?  And  if  you  are  doing  these 
things,  do  you  suppose  that  you  are  serving  the 
divine  Master,  Whose  crucified  image  is  placed 
above  the  altar  ?  Compare  your  lives  with  His,  and 
if  they  be  such  as  I  have  been  picturing,  where  is 
the  mortification  in  them  that  would  make  them 
like  in  any  measure  to  the  life  of  Jesus  ?  You  are 
serving  your  own  appetites,  your  own  passions, 
and  you  cannot  serve  two  Masters. 

But  there  are  others  higher  in  the  social  scale, 
respectable  people,  who,  whatever  other  cares  they 
have,  are  spared  the  sordid  care  about  their  daily 
bread.  What  are  their  week-day  lives  ?  Alas!  are 
they,  too,  seeking  to  make  life  easy  ?  Are  they 
so  bent  on  advancing  in  the  world  that  they  have 
scarce  a  thought  to  spare  for  God,  or  their  eternal 
salvation  ?  Have  they  a  habit  of  measuring  the 
advantage  or  disadvantage  of  everything  that 
happens  them,  not  by  the  teaching  of  the  cross, 
but  by  the  standard  of  worldly  interest  ?  Are  they 
looking  on  their  growing  prosperity  as  an  excuse 
for  increased  indulgences  in  the  way  of  living  ?  Do 
they  deny  themselves  anything  for  God's  sole 
sake  ?  Do  they  push  themselves  forward  in  the 
world,  and  come  to  think,  so  earnest  are  they  in 
the  endeavour,  that  it  was  for  that  they  were 
created  ?  Are  they  seeking  themselves  in  the  little 
world  that  lies  around  them,  and  seeing  every- 
thing from  the  one  point  ot  view  of  their  own 
selfish  interest  ? 

If  there  be  no  mortification  in  their  lives,  neither  is 
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there  any  unselfishness  that  would  give  ground  for 
hope  that  they  were  serving  a  Master  Who  denied 
Himself  everything  to  which  a  human  heart  could 
cling.  Are  they  in  love  with  the  humiliation  that 
was  the  very  crown  of  the  life  of  Jesus  ?  Not  they. 
They  dearly  love  and  highly  prize  the  little  honours 
that  life  puts  in  their  way.  Their  lives  are  narrow 
enough,  God  knows,  their  ambitions  are  as  narrow 
as  their  lives,  but  what  ambition  loses  by  narrow- 
ness it  can  make  up  by  intensity,  and  the  man, 
living  the  narrow  life  of  a  country  town,  can,  as 
far  as  the  feeling  of  his  soul,  and  the  intensity  of 
his  purpose  are  concerned,  be  as  ambitious  as  the 
man  who  hopes  to  make  his  individual  name  a 
part  of  the  history  of  his  country. 

They  are  un mortified,  self-seeking,  self-indulgent, 
even  where  they  seem  to  mortify  one  passion,  they 
are  but  starving  it,  to  gratify  some  passion  still 
more  deadly.  Even  where  they  seem  to  deny 
themselves  something  they  are  only  hoarding  up 
the  means  for  some  baser  gratification.  Success 
in  life  is  the  one  thing  they  worship.  If  a  saint  of 
God  were  to  live  amongst  them,  and  die  amongst 
£hem,  his  life  would  seem  to  them  a  failure,  because 
it  would  have  surrounded  itself  with  so  few  of  the 
things  which  they  are  apt  to  look  upon  as  the  very 
prizes  of  life  They  wish  to  stand  well,  not  in  the 
first  place  with  God ;  there  will  be  time  enough  to 
think  of  that  when  death's  unwelcome  finger  shall 
beckon  them  away  to  the  land  of  mystery  that 
lies  beyond  the  grave.  Rather,  they  want  to  stand 
well  with  the  world,  of  which  they  shut  their  eyes 
to  the  fact  that  it  is  God's  deadly  enemy.  And 
the  world  honours  them,  and  pays  them  compli- 
ments, and  says  fine  things  about  them,  and  points 
them  out  as  models  to  be  imitated ;  as  why  should 
it  not,  for  are  they  not  the  world's  most  diligent 
servants  ?     But  do  they,  can  they  think  that  they 
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are  serving  that  other  Master  Whom  it  is  so  neces- 
sary to  serve,  Who  holds  in  His  hand  the  final 
issues  of  all  man's  striving,  and  the  key  of  the 
future  dwelling-place  that  is  to  be  His  place  for 
ever  ?  Do  they  think  they  are  serving  God  ?  And 
when  they,  be  they  rich  or  poor,  who  love  such 
lives  as  I  have  been  describing,  when  they  bring 
their  lives  here  to  the  Church,  and  in  some  moment 
of  reflection,  spread  their  unmortified,  self-seeking, 
self-indulgent  lives,  before  the  altar ;  can  they 
trace  in  such  lives  as  theirs,  any,  even  the  most 
distant  likeness,  to  the  life  of  Him  Whose  crucified 
image  is  placed  above  the  altar  ? 

When  our  blessed  Lord  appeared  on  earth,  He 
found  the  human  heart  very  much  the  same  as  it 
is  to  be  found  at  the  present  time.  Most  things 
change,  but  as  the  sea  waves  beat  for  ages  on  the 
shore  with  unchanging  murmur,  so  do  the  passions 
of  man's  heart  dash  through  all  the  centuries  over 
the  face  of  the  world.  And  when  Jesus  appeared 
among  the  men  of  that  day,  He  appeared  as  the 
aged  Simeon  had  foretold  :  "  for  the  ruin  and  the 
resurrection  of  many,  and  as  a  sign  to  be  contra- 
dicted." Accordingly,  when  He  began  to  preach, 
He  gathered  around  Him  a  little  band  of  faithful 
disciples.  They  were  fervent,  but  they  were  few, 
and  on  the  great  world  of  Judea  around  Him  his 
preaching  seemed  to  have  but  little  influence. 
They  went  on  in  those  days  buying  and  selling, 
even  in  the  Temple,  and  the  Pharisees  paraded 
their  hypocritical  lives  before  the  eyes  of  men,  and 
the  Scribes  quarrelled  over  the  letter  of  the  law, 
to  the  spirit  of  which  they  were  utterly  indifferent, 
and  theSadducees  made  the  most  of  this  world,  be- 
cause they  do  not  believe  that  there  was  any  world 
beyond  the  grave.  And  of  the  people  at  large 
some  were  busy,  and  some  were  worldly,  and  many 
were  sinful,  and  only  a  few  listened  with  under- 
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standing  hearts  to  the  teaching  of  Jesus.  But  He 
was  a  sign,  not  to  be  disregarded,  but  to  be  con- 
tradicted, and  His  manner  of  life  made  the  Scribes 
and  Pharisees  uneasy,  and  stirred  the  sleeping 
consciences  of  the  wicked. 

The  Pharisees  could  not  understand  a  life  so 
utterly  unlike  their  own,  and,  not  understanding, 
they  hated  it  with  a  deadly  hatred.  They  were 
prone  to  make  themselves  excuses  for  the  want  of 
likeness  between  their  own  lives  which  were  de- 
voted to  the  world,  and  the  life  of  Jesus  that 
was  wholly  employed  in  the  service  of  His 
Heavenly  Father.  When  they  saw  that  He  was 
mortified  and  humble,  that  He  loved  poverty  and 
despised  riches,  they  made  for  themselves  the  very 
same  excuses  that  worldings  are  prone  to  make 
at  the  present  day  when  they  are  warned  against 
self-indulgence  and  love  of  the  world.  They  said 
in  their  hearts  :  "  Oh,  it  is  all  very  well  for  Him  to 
preach  against  riches,  but  if  every  one  took  His 
advice,  what  would  the  world  come  to.  We  must 
live,  we  must  support  our  families,  we  must  better 
our  condition,  we  must  lay  by  wherewithal  to 
keep  up  our  position  in  society.  We  will  do  as 
our  neighbours  do,  and  all  the  time  we  do  not  in- 
tend to  sacrifice  our  souls.  We  will  pray  and  go 
to  the  Temple  at  proper  times,  but  we  shall  exer- 
cise a  prudent  caution  lest  our  spiritual  duties 
should  interfere  with  our  success  in  the  world." 
The  short,  simple,  answer  to  these  excuses  is 
found  in  the  words :  •*  You  cannot  serve  two 
Masters." 

My  brethren,  in  our  day,  too,  there  are  persons 
such  as  I  have  been  describing,  who,  steeped  to 
the  lips  in  self-indulgence,  and  living  only  for  the 
world,  yet  strive  to  persuade  themselves  that  be- 
cause they  indulge  in  no  gross  notorious  vices, 
because  at  any  rate  they  do  nothing  shameful  before 
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the  eyes  of  men  though  many  a  shameful  thing 
may  pass  within  their  sinful  hearts,  because  they 
hear  Mass  on  Sundays,  and  comply  with  a  lew  ot 
the  external  observances  of  religion,  they  strive  to 
persuade  themselves  that  though  they  are  serving 
mammon,  might  and  main,  yet  they  are  also  serv- 
ing God. 

What  is  the  test  ?  It  is  the  same  as  it  was  in  the 
lifetime  of  our  Blessed  Lord.  As  He  was  then  in 
the  midst  of  the  world,  so  now,  is  His  crucified 
image  raised  above  our  altars.  Are  your  lives  like 
it  ?  If  they  be  not,  there  is  no  possible  excuse  that 
can  avail  you  anything.  If  the  life  of  any  one 
amongst  you  be  unlike  the  divine  life  that  the 
crucifix  reveals  ;  if  there  be  in  his  life  no  mortifi- 
cation, no  unselfishness,  no  humility,  if,  on  the  con- 
trary, there  be  a  seeking  for  ease  and  a  love  ot 
pleasure,  and  a  hunger  for  the  good  things  of  the 
world,  and  a  craving  after  the  world's  good  word, 
and  good  opinion,  and  an  esteem  for  the  world's 
honours,  then  let  no  delusion  blind  him  to  the  fact 
that  he  is  not  a  servant  of  Jesus.  Whatever  else 
he  is,  that  he  is  not.  Call  him  anything  else  you 
will,  a  successful  man,  a  good  citizen,  a  shrewd  man 
of  business,  a  man  of  great  intellectual  power,  and  a 
great  public  spirit,  any,  or  all  of  these  he  may  be, 
but  not  a  servant  of  Jesus.  He  may  call  himselt 
so  if  he  will,  he  may  boast  of  being  a  Catholic,  he 
may  attach  himself  to  the  body  of  the  faithful,  and 
be  found  in  the  Church  on  Sundays  in  as  pro- 
minent a  place  as  the  Pharisee  of  old,  but  let  him 
raise  his  eyes  to  the  crucified  image  of  the  Master 
Whom  he  pretends  to  serve ;  and  if  he  find  in  his 
heart  no  likeness  to  that  image,  nor  any  vestige  ot 
the  virtues  which  that,  image  represents,  let  him 
pause,  before  it  is  too  late,  upon  the  fatal  road, 
which,  however  it  may  pass  through  the  pleasant 
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places  of  the  world,  leads  ever  down  with  steep 
incline,  and  has  its  certain  end  with  Dives  in  the 
hell  of  the  damned. 

I  am  not  speaking  now  to  notorious  sinners ;  of 
all  days  there  is  no  need  that  I  should  speak  of 
them  to-day.  What  could  I  say  so  terrible,  as  the 
short,  sharp,  decisive  sentence  in  the  Epistle  of  the 
Mass  [cita]  ? 

I  am  speaking  rather  to  the  large  body  of  people 
who  are  to  be  found  in  every  community,  who, 
falling  into  no  gross,  shameful,  external  sins,  have 
their  hearts  so  engrossed  with  worldly  pursuits 
that  they  have  no  longer  room  for  any  thought  oi 
God,  who  are  self-seeking,  and  self-indulgent,  and 
unmortified,  who  worship  worldly  success  and  who 
are  selling  their  souls  for  the  poor  and  perishable 
prizes  the  world  has  to  offer,  and  who,  all  the  time 
they  are  doing  those  things,  would  perhaps  feel 
insulted  if  I  told  them  what  is  the  sad  truth,  that 
they  are  not  Catholics  at  all,  in  any  profitable 
sense. 

To  all  of  you  I  say,  there  is  the  crucifix  ;  make 
your  lives  like  it  in  some  degree.  Remember  on 
the  last  day  when  Jesus  shall  come  to  judge  the 
world,  the  cross  shall  be  borne  before  Him  in  the 
distant  East.  And  it  shall  be  so  borne,  because  it 
shall  be  the  measure  by  which  He  shall  measure 
out  judgment  to  His  creatures  in  that  judgment 
wherein  :  "  He  will  scatter  the  proud  in  the  con- 
ceit of  their  hearts,  and  shall  raise  up  the  humble  ;" 
in  which  "  He  will  put  down  the  mighty  from 
their  seat,  and  lift  up  the  lowly,  shall  fill  with  good 
things  those  who  have  hungered  "  after  justice,  and 
shall  prove  to  the  assembled  universe  that  the 
only  true  wisdom  was  what  the  world  is  wont  to 
call  the  "  folly  of  the  cross." 
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"  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  thy  whole  heart,  and  with 
thy  whole  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind.  This  is  the  greatest  and  the 
first  commandment." — Matthew,  xxii.  37,  38. 

In  the  first  chapter  of  the  Book  of  Genesis  we  read 
the  wonderful  story  of  the  creation  of  the  world. 
And  in  that  history  the  first  thing  we  remark  is 
that  of  all  the  creatures  of  God,  man  was  the  latest 
born.  Of  all  the  works  of  God,  of  all  the  wonders 
which  His  wisdom  had  divined  amid  the  hitherto 
unrealised  possibilities  of  creation,  and  which  His 
power  had  sought  and  rescued  from  the  empire  of 
nothingness,  man  was  the  last,  the  crowning  miracle 
of  His  creative  skill.  As  God  created  each  inani- 
mate object,  and  as  He  passed  upwards  to  the 
higher  order  of  living  things  that  were  to  people 
the  lonely  spaces  of  the  newly-made  world,  as  He 
created  each  we  read  that  He  paused,  and,  contem- 
plating each,  and  seeing  on  it  the  shadow,  however 
faint,  of  His  own  divine  beauty,  and  seeing,  too, 
the  perfect  correspondence  of  the  powers  which  it 
possessed  with  purposes  for  which  they  had  been 
given,  His  eye  discerned,  and  His  wisdom  ratified 
the  solemn  eulogy  that  it  was  "  good." 

And  on  the  sixth  of  those  wonderful  days  God's 
work  was  nearly  at  an  end.  The  material  world 
lay  spread  before  Him  in  the  freshness  of  its  young 
beauty.  The  new  sun  shone  in  the  new  heavens, 
the  flowers  bloomed,  the  trees  spread  out  a  foliage 
that  had  never  known  decay,  the  streamlets  mur- 
mured, the  rivers  ran  majestic  to  the  sea,  and  the 
sea  began  to  make  its  melancholy  music  on  the 
shore,  and  irrational  animals  rejoiced  in  the  new 
life  that  had  been  given  them;  and  it  was  r»o 
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wonder  that  God,  looking  at  it  all,  should  have  seen 
that  it  was  good. 

But  with  all  their  beauty,  God  saw,  also,  that 
something,  and  that  a  something  higher  and  more 
perfect  than  them  all,  was  wanting  to  their  com- 
pleteness. They  wanted  a  master.  True,  God  was 
Himself  their  Master,  Sovereign  and  Supreme, 
but  these  inanimate  objects  and  these  irrational 
creatures  were  too  far  removed  from  Him  in  nature. 
He  needed  yet  to  make  some  being  who  would 
stand,  as  it  were,  between  matter  and  spirit,  not 
exclusively  either,  and  yet  partaking  of  both,  a 
being  who  would  wield  the  thought  of  a  spirit  with 
an  arm  of  flesh,  and  so  might  fitly  act  as  God's 
vicegerent  in  the  universe. 

And,  taking  counsel  with  Himself,  God  said  : 
11  Let  Us  make  man."  And  so  He  made  him  of  the 
slime  of  the  earth,  that  he  might  have  kinship  with 
the  earth  he  was  to  inhabit.  But  as  God  had  said 
not  only  "let  Us  make  make  man,"  but  added,  also, 
"  to  Our  image  and  likeness,"  He  breathed  into  the 
clay  that  He  had  moulded,  an  immortal  spirit, 
stamped  with  the  living  image  of  His  very  self. 

When,  therefore,  man  stood  erect,  and  sent  forth 
the  thought  of  his  brain  and  the  rapture  of  his 
heart  to  greet  the  new,  fair  world  that  lay  around 
him,  the  first  act  of  God  was  to  give  him  dominion 
over  everything  that  had  been  created.  But  as 
God  does  nothing  without  a  reason,  it  occurs  to  us 
to  ask,  what  was  there  in  man  that  gave  him  an 
inherent  fitness  to  be  the  ruler  of  God's  earthly 
universe  ?  The  body  stood  erect,  with  noble  bear- 
ing, the  brow  was  lifted  up  towards  heaven — yet 
the  body  was  only  dust  like  the  earth  on  which  it 
stood,  and  on  the  score  of  it  man  could  claim  no 
supremacy  over  the  things  which  his  eye  saw  and 
his  hand  touched.  What,  then,  made  him  fit  for 
the  position  of  master,  under  God,  of  all  creation  ? 
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Clearly  it  was  the  soul  which  God  had  breathed 
into  him.  It  was  in  virtue  of  this  soul,  and  of  the 
faculties  that  made  it  like  to  God,  that  man  obtained 
dominion  over  the  universe.  If,  then,  we  would 
mount  to  the  sources  of  man's  power,  and,  as  power 
is  the  measure  of  destiny,  if  we  would  surprise  the 
secret  of  man's  destiny,  we  must  ascertain  what 
are  the  faculties  of  man's  soul  that  make  it  like  to 
God  ?  I  answer,  these  two — understanding  and 
will.  Of  all  the  beings  that  God  had  placed  on 
earth,  man  alone  had  these  two  powers — the  power 
of  knowing  what  is  true,  and  the  power  of  loving 
what  is  good.  And  if  these  powers  were  the  sources 
of  man's  perfection,  so  in  them  also  is  the  secret  of 
his  destiny.  If  man  were  perfect  because  he  could 
know  and  could  love,  so  he  was  destined  to  fill  his 
intellect  with  Infinite  Truth,  and  to  satisfy  his  will 
in  Infinite  Love.  He  was  destined  to  find  his  last 
end  and  his  final  happiness  in  nothing  lower  or 
less  perfect  than  God  Himself. 

Such  has  been  man's  origin ;  and  his  history  has 
been  in  strict  accordance  with  his  origin.  What- 
ever prosperity  or  success,  even  in  the  temporal 
order,  men  or  races  have  attained,  they  have 
attained  by  the  exercise  of  these  two  powers — the 
power  of  knowing  what  was  true,  and  the  power  of 
loving  what  was  good.  And  whatever  disaster  has 
fallen  on  individuals  or  on  nations  has  come  from 
the  abuse  or  the  perversion  of  these  same  powers. 
And  hence  it  is,  in  this  ever-changing  world,  where 
fashions  vary,  and  opinions  have  no  more  stability 
than  the  shifting  sands  of  the  moments  in  which 
they  are  formed,  there  are  yet  just  two  things  that 
men  can  never  either  despise  or  dispense  with,  and 
these  two  things  are,  knowledge  and  love. 

For  what  reasons  have  I  dwelt  upon  these 
things  ?  The  reason  is,  that  I  wished  to  put  before 
you  the  sources  of  the  dignity  of  that  Manhood 
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which  each  of  you  possess ;  and  to  remind  you  of 
the  responsibilities  which  that  dignity  involves. 
I  wish  to  set  before  you  a  right  which  God  has 
given  you,  and  of  which,  consequently,  no  man, 
however  powerful,  either  can  or  dare  deprive  you  ; 
a  right  which  poverty  does  not  forfeit,  which  wealth 
does  not  increase,  you  have  the  invaluable  right 
to  know  and  to  love.  A  tyrant  may  persecute  you, 
because  you  know  and  profess  truth,  and  because 
you  love  the  justice  of  God  better  than  His  bribe. 
But  while  the  instruments  of  torture  rack  your 
quivering  flesh,  the  thought  of  your  mind  retreats 
into  the  soul,  and  blossoms  into  knowledge,  the 
affection  of  your  will  nestles  close  to  the  tortured 
heart,  and  expands  into  love.  And  when  tyranny 
has  done  its  worst,  its  worst  is  death,  and  then 
your  soul  with  its  powers  shall  have  escaped  to 
God,  where  knowledge  and  love  will  be  your  ever- 
lasting happiness. 

Yes,  I  say  to  the  meanest  and  most  abject  amonst 
you,  in  all  that  constitutes  the  real  dignity  of  man- 
hood you  are  the  equals  of  the  highest,  for  by  the 
very  fact  of  your  creation,  God  has  given  you  two 
gifts,  greater  than  which  in  kind  He  has  not  given 
to  the  angels  in  heaven,  the  gift  to  know  that 
which  is  true,  and  to  love  that  which  is  good. 

And  as  these  two  gifts  are  the  most  priceless 
jewels  of  man's  inheritance,  as  they  are  the  warrant 
of  his  mastery  over  the  world  around,  as  they  are 
the  stars  that  guide  him  to  the  heaven  of  his  final 
destiny,  so  it  is  no  wonder  that  the  abuse  of  either 
should  be,  as  it  is,  man's  greatest  disgrace,  his  most 
irreparable  misfortune.  Opposed  to  knowledge  is 
ignorance,  opposed  to  love  is  selfishness,  and  these 
two,  ignorance  and  selfishness,  are  the  root  of 
every  crime  by  which  man  has  disgraced  the 
dignity  of  his  manhood.  It  is  so  in  the  case  of 
individuals.     When  you  know  of  a  man  that  he  is 
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ignorant,  and  that  he  is  selfish,  if  you  have  any 
experience,  you  will  say  that  his  crimes  will  be  in 
exact  proportion  to  his  opportunities  of  committing 
them,  and  if  the  opportunity  comes,  no  baseness, 
and  no  atrocity  will  surprise  you  in  the  man  who  is 
at  once  ignorant  and  selfish. 

It  is  so  in  history.  The  evil  that  is  recorded  in 
human  history — what  is  it  briefly  but  this,  that 
there  have  been  tyrants,  and  there  have  been  slaves 
— tyrants  with  the  wickedness  of  tyranny,  slaves  with 
the  vices  of  slaves  ?  Well,  what  but  ignorance  has 
made  and  kept  men  slaves,  what  but  selfishness  has 
given  them  tyrants  ?  Nations  have  always  and  only 
prospered  under  the  rule  of  knowledge,  wielded  by 
benevolence.  The  more  a  man  cultivates  these 
powers,  the  higher  the  object  of  his  knowledge,  the 
more  perfect  the  object  of  his  love,  the  more  worthily 
does  he  acquit  himself  of  the  responsibilities  which 
his  gifts  impose  upon  him,  and  the  more  surely  does 
he  approach  the  fulfilment  of  the  destiny  of  which 
these  powers  are  the  proof  and  the  measure. 

You  know  it  yourselves.  When  you  say  of  a 
man,  he  is  a  man  of  great  intellect,  you  feel  that 
you  have  said  in  his  praise  almost  the  highest 
thing  you  could  say.  Almost  the  highest ;  for  it 
it  is  a  still  higher  degree  of  praise  when  you  pro- 
nounce that  he  is  a  man  of  noble  heart.  But  when 
any  one  man  unites  in  a  singular  degree  the  gifts  of 
intellect  and  the  gifts  of  heart,  then  you  recognise  in 
that  man  one  of  the  choicest  specimens  of  the  human 
race.  He  is  not  only  a  man,  but  he  is  more  a  man 
than  his  fellows,  thinking  a  nobler  thought,  living 
a  higher  life,  opening  his  intellect  to  a  loftier  level 
of  thought  and  his  heart  to  a  higher  range  of  feel- 
ing, than  the  less  cultivated  men  around  him.  More 
a  man  than  they,  because  he  carries  more  deeply 
traced  upon  his  brow  and  in  his  heart  the  two  titles 
of  manhood,  Knowledge  and  Love,  that  make  man 
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lord  of  the  world,  and  the  image  of  the  God  Who 
made  him. 

Surely  you  have  anticipated  what  I  am  about  to 
say  next.  Your  minds  have  run  before  my  words, 
and  you  have  already  said  within  yourselves,  If 
these  things  be  true,  if  the  dignity  of  man  come 
from  his  power  of  knowing  and  of  loving,  and  if 
these  powers  are  cultivated  in  proportion  to  the 
greatness  of  the  object  on  which  they  are  employed, 
then  the  knowledge  of  God,  Who  is  Infinite  Truth, 
and  the  love  of  God,  Who  is  Infinite  Goodness,  are 
the  essential  elements  of  man's  perfection,  and  the 
indispensable  condition  of  his  final  happiness. 

And  so  it  is.  For  this,  and  for  this  alone  has 
each  of  you  been  created.  Within  the  narrow 
compass  of  those  intellects  that  work  within  your 
brain,  and  of  those  hearts  that  beat  within  your 
breasts,  God  has  planted  a  power  of  knowing  and 
a  power  of  loving  that  can  find  their  measure  and 
their  end  in  nothing  less  than  God  Himself. 

You  will  say  to  me  that  however  these  things  be, 
yet,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  there  has  been  and  there 
are  men  who  employ  their  intellects  on  things  that 
are  not  God,  and  expend  the  wealth  of  their  affec- 
tion on  creatures  that  are  not  God.  And  yet  these 
intellects  are  still  splendid  in  their  perversion,  and 
this  affection  has  something  in  it  that  has  for  men 
an  almost  irresistible  fascination.  And  I  answer : 
man,  as  he  came  from  the  hand  of  God,  received 
not  only  the  power  to  know  and  to  love,  but  these 
powers  were  crowned  with  a  crown  that  is  at  once 
man's  glory  and  his  peril — the  crown  of  free-will,  to 
use  as  them  he  lists.  His  soul  is  in  his  own  hand, 
and  it  is  his  trial  upon  earth  that  he  may  waste  his 
intellect  on  earthly  things,  and  squander  the  price- 
less treasure  of  his  love  on  the  perishable  beauty 
Df  the  world.  But  if  he  do  so,  mark  the  inevitable 
result.    The  powers  that  have  been  abused  become 
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the  avengers  of  their  own  perversion.  The  eye  is 
not  satisfied  with  seeing,  nor  is  the  ear  filled  with 
hearing.  The  time  comes,  it  is  as  certain  as  fate, 
when  worldly  knowledge  leaves  the  intellect  un- 
satisfied, and  earthly  affection  leaves  the  heart 
empty.  Ah !  you  yourselves  have  seen  it.  Is 
there  a  sadder  thing  in  life  than  the  experience  that 
passes  for  wisdom,  of  an  old  man  who  has  remained 
worldly  to  the  end,  and  who  strives  to  sow  in  the 
hearts  of  the  children  and  grand-children  who  have 
arisen  around  him,  a  disbelief  in  goodness  and  a 
distrust  of  men  ?  His  knowledge,  such  as  it  is,  has 
acted  upon  him  like  some  noxious  drug  paralyzing 
the  springs  of  generous  action  and  elevating  belief. 
And  is  human  affection,  for  sake  of  which  God  has 
been  forgotten,  is  it  anything  better  in  its  issue  ? 
The  cup  has  been  quaffed  of  this  intoxicating 
draught  of  earthly  love,  but  it  has  left,  it  always 
leaves,  an  aftertaste  of  bitterness,  and  too  often  the 
bitterness  is  the  bitterness  of  death. 

Spend  your  life  and  your  soul,  and  the  powers 
of  your  soul  upon  the  world  and  its  vanities,  upon 
the  flesh  and  its  allurements,  upon  the  service  of 
Satan  who  uses  both  to  your  destruction,  and  in 
the  end,  aye,  even  before  hell  comes  to  punish,  the 
life  that  you  have  lived  will  bring  its  punishment 
even  here.  Even  before  you  die,  in  that  lonely 
second  twilight  of  your  life  you  will  find  yourselves 
sitting  desolate  amid  the  ruins  of  a  wasted  life, 
mourning  over  lost  illusions  and  dead  hopes  ;  and 
the  heart,  tormented  before  its  time,  will  be  doomed 
to  sit  watching  by  the  grave  of  the  dead  past, 
haunted  by  the  ghost  of  the  things  that  it  remem- 
bers and  the  things  that  it  regrets. 

You  see  now,  my  brethren,  why  it  was  that  our 
Lord  answered  to  the  question :  w  What  is  the 
great  commandment  of  the  law  ?  "  "  Thou  shalt 
love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  thy  whole  heart  and 
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with  thy  whole  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind.  This 
is  the  greatest  and  the  first  commandment."  It  is 
the  greatest,  because  it  includes  all  others,  because 
it  discloses  the  secret  of  man's  destiny,  and  the 
consummation  of  his  happiness.  It  is  the  first,  be- 
cause it  is  not  only  an  abridgment  of  the  com- 
mandments that  were  written  on  two  tables  of 
stone,  and  promulgated  amid  the  thunders  of  Sinai, 
but  it  is  also  the  commandment  that  was  written 
by  the  finger  of  God  upon  the  heart  of  man,  and 
promulgated  in  the  first  throb  of  that  heart  where 
God  had  breathed  into  the  flesh  that  he  had  formed 
an  immortal  soul  stamped  with  the  image  of  Himself. 
The  greatest  and  first.  Ah,  my  brethren,  men 
are  seeking  other  things  than  this.  They  are  seek- 
ing themselves  as  if  they  had  themselves  become 
as  gods.  The  heart  that  by  the  very  impulse  of  its 
nature,  stretches  out  to  the  Infinite  God,  is  tied 
down  by  the  ties  of  passion  to  those  earthly  things 
that  can  bring  no  peace,  to  the  indulgences  that 
degrade,  to  the  vices  that  destroy.  Men  come  from 
time  to  time  and  say  to  you,  look  for  this,  agitate 
for  that,  there  can  be  no  prosperity  till  such  a 
thing  is  secured  to  the  people.  Aye,  and  they  may 
sometimes  ask  you  to  peril  your  souls  in  order  to 
secure  it.  You  may  listen  if  you  will,  and  you  may 
obey,  you  may  spend  your  powers  and  waste  your 
energies  on  earthly,  even  on  sinful  interests,  but  it 
still  remains  true.  I  say  to  you,  Christ  says  it  to 
you,  aye,  and  your  own  hearts  that  have  been  set 
beating  by  the  God  Who  made  them  for  Himself, 
your  own  hearts  in  their  moments  of  disgust  with 
worldliness  and  sin  ;  your  own  hearts  will  tell  you 
that  man's  most  ennobling  privilege,  his  most  pre- 
cious right,  his  dearest  interest  in  this  world  or 
in  the  world  that  is  to  come,  is  the  privilege  and 
the  right,  and  the  sacred  duty  of  knowing  and  of 
loving  the  God  Who  made  him. 

24 
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You  may  be  poor,  but  you  have  within  you  the 
wealth  of  God,  you  have  an  intellect  to  know,  and 
a  heart  to  love  Him.  You  may  be  lowly  and  ob- 
scure, yet,  to  the  meanest  amongst  you  has  been 
given  a  duty  to  perform,  a  part  to  act  greater 
than  which  has  not  been  given  to  kings  who  sit  on 
thrones ;  nay,  greater  than  which  has  not  been 
entrusted  to  the  angels  in  Heaven,  the  duty  of 
knowing  and  of  loving  God. 

But  you  will  ask  me,  how  are  you  to  love  God  r 
And  I  shall  strive  in  giving  such  an  answer  as 
time  permits,  to  give  also  the  answer  that  will 
have  most  practical  bearing  on  your  own  lives. 

I  shall  not  say  many  things  that  might  be  said 
about  the  love  of  God,  as  it  has  been  exemplified 
in  the  saints  who  have  attained  the  height  ot 
sanctity,  or  in  the  martyrs  whose  love  of  God  took 
the  sting  from  the  torments  of  their  martyrdom. 
Though  the  holiest  saints  that  ever  lived,  and  the 
most  pain-stricken  martyrs  that  ever  died,  have 
not  loved  God  as  He  deserves  to  be  loved,  yet  if  I 
spoke  of  these,  you  might  say  I  was  putting  before 
you  examples  too  lofty  for  your  imitation.  Accord- 
ingly, I  shall  confine  myself  to-day  to  the  lowest 
degree  of  the  love  of  God,  to  that  degree  of  love 
which  if  we  do  not  contrive  to  attain,  we  shall 
never  see  the  face  of  God. 

The  lowest  and  most  indispensable  degree  of 
love  for  God  is  manifested  in  freedom  from,  and 
avoidance  of  mortal  sin. 

Ah  !  my  brethren,  talk  about  evils  and  misfor- 
tunes, there  is  just  one  evil  in  the  whole  wide 
world,  and  that  evil  is  mortal  sin,  the  act  of  un- 
grateful rebellion  against  the  supreme  and  sove- 
reign majetsy  of  God. 

Oh !  how  it  destroys  the  soul,  how  it  disfigures 
the  beauty  of  God's  image,  how  it  defiles  the  abode 
which  He  had  selected  to  be  the  living  temple  of 
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His  Holy  Spirit.  In  vain  has  God  ennobled  the 
dust  from  which  He  formed  you  by  breathing  into 
it  the  immortal  soul  that  animates  it ;  once  you 
commit  a  mortal  sin  that  soul  itself  is  festering 
with  a  corruption  that  makes  it  viler  than  the  dust. 
In  vain  have  the  waters  of  Baptism  flowed  upon 
you  and  made  your  soul  beautiful  in  the  eyes  of 
angels,  once  you  commit  a  mortal  sin  the  very 
grace  of  the  Baptism  that  you  have  trampled  on, 
becomes  a  reason  the  more,  for  your  eternal  damna- 
tion. One  thing  alone  can  frustrate  in  you  the 
loving  purposes  of  God,  and  that  one  thing  is 
mortal  sin. 

My  brethren,  if  there  be  any  one  here  in  the  state 
of  mortal  sin,  he  is  not  fulfilling  the  end  for  which 
God  created  him,  and  not  fulfilling  it — should  he 
die  so,  as  die  he  may  at  any  moment,  God  shall  cast 
him  aside  and  His  mercy  shall  forget  him,  as  he 
lies  amid  the  torments  of  the  damned. 

But  whilst  the  sinner  lives,  God  waits.  He  sees 
that  the  soul  which  He  had  created  for  Himself, 
has,  as  it  were,  destroyed  itself  and  its  chances  of 
happiness,  that  it  lies  amid  the  things  He  has 
made,  cast  aside  worthless,  a  failure  and  a  mis- 
take, waiting  till  it  be  hidden  away  from  the 
creation  it  has  disfigured,  in  the  eternal  prisons  of 
God  where  hope  has  never,  and  shall  never  enter, 
whither  release  has  never  and  shall  never  come. 

God  waits,  and  the  sinner  still  lives  on,  adding, 
it  may  be,  sin  to  sin,  forging  still  stronger  links  in 
the  chain  that  shall  bind  him  in  the  day  of  his  de- 
struction. He  smiles  and  jests,  and  the  world 
flatters  him,  his  neighbours  admire  him,  his  friends, 
it  may  be,  love  him  for  his  kindly  disposition  and 
his  generous  heart.  Ah !  none  of  them  see  the 
mortal  sin  that  is  poisoning  the  very  spring  of  life. 
But  God  sees  it,  and  He  hates  it. 

And  God  sees  too  that  if  there  is  to  be  any  salva- 
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tion,  for  that  unhappy  soul,  it  must  be,  as  it  were, 
created  over  again.  And  oh !  the  boundless  mercy  of 
God,  He  is  ready  to  do  for  it  even  this.  But  how 
shall  He  effect  this  new  creation  ?  Shall  He  not 
call  the  world  to  look  on  while  He  does  even  a 
greater  wonder  than  the  wonder  of  the  first  creation  ? 
Is  it  not,  ought  it  not  to  be  a  spectacle  for  angels 
and  for  men  to  see  God  take  the  soul  that  is  dead 
in  mortal  sin,  and  restore  it  to  the  life  of  grace  ? 

One  amongst  you  has  committed  a  mortal  sin, 
perhaps,  it  is  a  shameful  sin,  the  mere  suspicion  of 
which  would  bring  the  blush  hot  upon  his  face. 
Ah  !  if  the  world  only  knew  it,  how  the  world  would 
point  at  him  the  finger  of  scorn,  how  his  neighbours 
wrould  cry  out  for  his  condemnation,  how  the  very 
friend  of  his  bosom  would  fling  the  first  stone. 
Well,  shall  God  call  friends  and  neighbours  to 
witness  the  forgiving  of  that  sin  ?  Shall  He  exact 
as  a  condition  of  forgiveness  that  the  sinner  should 
stand  out  before  the  people  and  tell  aloud  the 
crime  he  has  committed  ?  My  brethren,  if  God  did 
exact  that  condition,  who  would  dare  to  say  that 
the  condition  was  too  hard  ;  who  would  venture  to 
think  that  heaven  was  not  cheaply  won,  and  hell 
cheaply  escaped  even  by  such  a  humiliation  as 
this  f 

Does  God  do  this  ?  Ah,  you  know  it  is  not  so. 
How  then  does  God  act?  You  have  committed 
some  shameful  sin.  It  is  not  friend  or  neighbour 
you  have  insulted,  it  is  God.  Well,  God  puts  the 
the  world  aside  and  will  not  let  it  hear  your  sin  ; 
He  takes  you  apart,  He  places  you  at  the  feet  of 
His  sworn  minister  in  the  tribunal  of  confession, 
and  at  the  very  first  whisper  of  your  sorrow  He 
sends  you  away  forgiven. 
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These  parables  of  our  Blessed  Lord  come  to  us, 
my  brethren,  over  the  wide  expanse  of  eighteen 
hundred  years.  Their  wisdom,  and  their  beauty, 
and  their  pathos,  were  the  wisdom,  and  the  beauty, 
and  the  pathos  of  another  land  than  ours,  and  of  a 
time  that  differs  widely  from  the  times  in  which  we 
live.  In  a  distant  land,  under  eastern  skies,  many 
a  long  year  ago,  Jesus  told  these  stories  in  the 
hearing  of  men,  who  had  their  day,  and  passed  in 
their  own  time  to  graves  that  are  forgotten  now. 
And  yet,  though  this  be  so,  it  must  have  struck 
you,  it  has  often  struck  me,  how  the  mu  .ic  of  the 
Gospel  wakes  its  echo  in  our  hearts,  and  how  the 
homely  wisdom  of  these  Gospel  stories  has  made 
itself  a  home  in  every  land,  however  wide  asunder, 
and  in  every  phase  of  those  varying  moods  ot 
society  that  men  call  civilisation.  The  Gospel  has 
gone  everywhere,  has  everywhere  taken  posses- 
sion of  the  ears  of  men  and  their  hearts,  turns 
easily  into  every  language,  and  has  fitted  itselt 
into  every  healthy  system  of  human  society.  It 
brings  us  back  the  world's  bygone  years,  and  is  the 
means  of  bringing  each  successive  generation  close 
to  the  feet  of  Jesus,  to  hear  for  their  own  selves  the 
words  that  fell  in  old  time  from  the  sacred  lips, 
which,  divine  though  they  were,  the  hand  of  death 
once  touched  into  the  silence  that  seals  dead  lips. 

Jesus  lived,  and  died,  and  rose  again,  and  the 
clouds  of  Olivet  closed  for  ever  around  His  sacred 
Person,  and  earth  shall  see  Him  in  the  flesh  never 
again,  till  the  trumpet   of  the  doom  shall   have 
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wakened  the  dead  world ;  but  though  this  be  so, 
His  words  have  never  died ;  ears  heard  them,  and 
lips  spoke  them  to  other  ears,  and  each  succeeding 
age  caught  them  up,  and  told  them  to  the  children 
who  were  to  be  the  men  of  the  age  to  be.  Ah !  and 
the  Church  treasured  them  up,  as  loving  children 
cherish  the  remembered  wisdom  of  their  dead 
parents,  and  she  kept  them  pure,  and  if  difficulty 
were  in  them  she  made  it  plain,  and  she  put  the 
book  of  the  Gospel  into  the  hands  of  her  priests, 
and  consecrated  their  lips  with  the  obligation  of 
keeping  alive  for  ever  in  the  memory  of  her  people, 
the  words  and  the  acts  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

And,  to-day,  there  is  put  before  us  one  of  those 
homely  parables,  that  makes  us  think,  so  familiar 
are  its  incidents,  that  it  was  meant  specially  for 
just  such  people  as  ourselves.  Here  we  have  a 
picture  of  various  classes  of  people  hung  side  by 
side  in  the  same  society.  Some  engaged  in  labour, 
others  in  business,  some  living  careless,  easy- 
going lives,  others  again,  finding  little  else  to  do 
in  God's  world,  than  snatch  whatever  pleasure 
floated  on  the  surface  of  each  coming  day ;  and 
other  some  with  evil  minds,  and  hard  hearts,  and 
cruel  hands,  ready  always  for  mischief  and  for 
crime,  and  besides  these,  the  great  multitude  of 
ordinary  people,  who  live  out,  as  best  they  can, 
their  undistinguished  lives,  and  die  and  are  for- 
gotten before  the  grass  upon  their  graves  is  green, 
and  leave  no  mark  of  their  passing  upon  earth, 
save  that  of  these  too  God  has  care,  and  His  eye 
is  upon  them,  and  His  angel  writes  their  lives, 
with  just  as  patient  care,  as  the  lives  of  greater 
than  they,  in  the  book  of  judgment.  Such  is  the 
society  to  which  the  story  of  the  Gospel  introduces 
us  ;  is  it  not  strangely  like  the  society  of  the  world 
of  to-day  ?  Nay,  is  it  not  strangely  like  that  little 
society,  which  we  here  form  amongst  ourselves  ? 
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Could  we  not,  if  need  were,  lay  our  hands  on  the 
careless  and  the  indifferent,  and  the  busy  and 
those  who  think  of  nothing  but  gain,  and  those 
who  love  pleasure,  or  what  they  call  pleasure,  and 
the  wicked,  who  for  a  short  time — ah  !  believe  me, 
only  for  a  short  time — are  suffered  to  abuse  God's 
mercy,  and  disgrace  the  place  that  is  cursed  with 
the  example  of  their  evil  lives.  Yes ;  they  are  all 
to  be  met  with  even  now,  for,  after  all,  Palestine  or 
Ireland,  the  first  century  or  the  nineteenth,  a  noisy 
city  or  a  monotonous  town,  the  human  heart  is 
very  much  the  same  under  every  condition,  and 
under  every  sky  brings  forth,  in  the  sight  of  God, 
the  same  mixed  crop  of  evil  and  of  good. 

Such  as  I  have  told  you  was  the  society  of  which 
our  Blessed  Lord  told  the  story,  and  to  these  men, 
as  to  us,  God  had  a  message  to  send,  amongst 
them  He  had  an  object  to  accomplish,  and  it  was 
a  message  of  the  gladdest  tidings  that  ever  fell  on 
human  ears,  an  object  the  greatest  that  could  ever 
engage  the  attention  of  men.  God's  only  Begotten 
Son  had  taken  to  Himself  the  human  nature  that 
sin  had  brought  under  the  ban  of  God.  He  had, 
as  it  were,  espoused  that  human  nature,  and  men 
were  to  be  gathered  together  to  celebrate  the  nup- 
tials— first,  by  presenting  themselves  before  God, 
here  on  earth,  clothed  with  the  garment  of  sanctify- 
ing grace,  and  then,  to  be  caught  up  with  Jesus 
into  the  glory  of  heaven  where  the  eternal  nuptials 
will  be  celebrated,  of  which  eye  has  never  seen  the 
glory,  nor  heart  conceived  the  joy. 

And  the  message  went  forth  ;  God  wanted  to 
form  a  kingdom  upon,  earth ;  He  wanted  to  make 
upon  earth  a  visible  society  in  which  men  could 
see  reflected  His  own  purity,  and  His  own  truth, 
and  His  own  mercy,  where  every  member  would 
work  for  Him  and  watch  vigilantly  over  His  in- 
terests.     Since   He  was   God,  all-wise,   and  all- 
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powerful,  you  would  have  said  that  He  might  have 
founded  such  a  kingdom  at  a  word ;  that,  as  in  the 
beginning  He  sent  light  flashing  through  the  long 
darkness  that  had  been  before  the  creation,  as  He 
sent  forth  His  mandate  and  saw  the  fresh  young 
world  spring  into  existence ;  so  also,  you  might 
have  thought,  He  could  have  formed  upon  earth 
the  kingdom  of  His  justice.  But  easy  though  it 
might  seem,  God  did  not  do  it  easily.  He  founded 
His  kingdom,  but  His  kingdom  cost  tears  that 
were  priceless,  cost  agony  beyond  our  power  of 
conceiving,  cost  blood  that  was  worth,  nay,  that 
was  the  ransom  of  the  world.  For  God  had  given 
man  free  will,  and  man  had  abused  it,  and  sin  had 
found  its  way  into  the  world  that  once  was  beauti- 
ful, and  made  itself  a  home  in  the  human  heart 
that  once  reflected  the  very  holiness  of  God.  And 
more  than  once  all  flesh  corrupted  its  way,  and 
men  chose  paths  of  their  own  that  led  them  far 
from  God,  and  found  their  ending  in  the  hell  of  the 
damned.  And  times  were  when  the  cause  of  God 
seemed  lost  on  earth,  and  any  kingdom  of  His 
simply  an  impossibility.  But  God  was  not  con- 
quered yet.  This  human  nature  that  He  had  given 
to  man  was  saturated  with  sin,  but  His  eyes  of 
mercy  saw  in  it  still  vast  possibilities  of  good,  and 
His  only-begotten  Son  took  that  nature,  sinless 
once  again  to  Himself,  and  then  when  a  human 
heart  had  throbbed  in  the  very  breast  of  God, 
there  was  a  hope,  nay  a  certainty,  that  out  of 
human  hearts  sanctified  by  the  graces  that  come 
from  the  Incarnation,  God  might  yet  build  Him- 
self a  kingdom,  whose  title  deeds  would  be  written 
in  the  precious  Blood  of  One  Who  was  the  Son  of 
God,  and  at  the  same  time  made  a  Son  of  Adam, 
through  the  motherhood  of  Mary.  And  Jesus 
came,  and  came  to  conquer ;  yet,  mark  you,  with 
means  far  other  than  the  means  that  earthly  con- 
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querors  adopt.  By  poverty,  by  meekness,  by  an 
obscure  life,  lived  amidst  the  undistinguished 
villages  of  a  far  eastern  land,  by  such  a  life  as 
this,  crowned  by  a  passion  of  unexampled  suffer- 
ing, and  a  death  that  has  been  the  wonder  of  the 
world — by  these  means  He  founded  upon  earth 
the  Kingdom  of  God,  that  is  the  Holy  Catholic 
Church.  That  Church,  bought  by  blood,  rose 
majestic  upon  the  world,  coming  forth  in  power 
and  in  beauty  from  the  shadows  of  the  passion,  as 
the  sun  of  morning  bursts  from  the  clouds  that 
hang  about  the  gates  of  dawn.  So  was  the  Church 
founded,  the  Kingdom  of  God.  And  as  it  was 
founded,  so  has  it  been  carried  on.  Not  without 
cost  of  priceless  tears  and  precious  Blood,  did  God 
and  the  Son  of  God  form  the  Church,  and  not  with- 
out tears  and  blood  has  that  Church  made  its  way 
upon  earth.  Martyrs  died  and  rendered  up  in 
agony  their  souls  to  God,  confessors  bore  His 
Name  to  a  world  that  scorned  them,  virgins  crush- 
ing out  of  their  weak  hearts  the  weeds  of  human 
passion,  cultivated  the  affections  of  their  hearts 
till  they  blossomed  into  the  perfect  flowers  of 
Christian  chastity,  saints  have  lived,  and  laboured 
and  died  for  God,  and,  like  angels,  made  earth 
holy  by  their  passing,  and  all  this  that  God's 
Kingdom,  God's  Church  might  flourish  upon  earth. 
Nay,  think  for  yourselves,  you  are  Catholics,  Ire- 
land is  Catholic.  Well,  what  has  her  Catholicity 
cost?  My  brethren,  when  I  take  into  my  hand 
this  book  of  the  Gospel  which  it  is  my  duty  and 
happiness  to  preach  to  you,  an  Irish  congregation, 
it  seems  to  me  to  be  not  only  written  in  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ,  but  to  be  reddened  through  all  its 
pages  with  the  life-blood  of  the  faithful  hearts  that 
clasped  it  to  them  when  they  died  for  God.  Yes, 
you  are  Catholics;  understand  now  what  it  cost 
to    make  you   Catholics,   what    it   cost   to   make 
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you  Irish  Catholics,  and  try  to  be  worthy  of  the 
name. 

Such,  then,  is  the  Kingdom  of  God,  always  to  be 
seen  upon  the  highways  of  the  world,  keeping  up 
the  tradition  of  holiness  in  a  world  that  is  not  holy, 
of  truth  in  a  world  of  falsehood,  of  charity  in  a 
world  that  is  hard  and  censorious,  that  has  no  pity 
for  the  fallen,  and  no  mercy  for  the  weak.  That 
Church  will  stand  for  ever,  for  ever  will  it  do  its 
work,  it  will  outlast  every  human  institution  that  is 
or  that  is  to  be,  and  from  its  hand  the  sceptre  shall 
not  fall  till  in  the  world's  last  day,  Jesus  from  His 
throne  of  judgment  shall  crown  its  work,  by  the 
ban  that  dooms,  and  by  the  blessing  that  gives 
eternal  life  ;  yet,  though  this  is  so,  not  the  less  does 
God  allow  the  storms  of  human  passion  to  assail 
and  harass  the  Kingdom  of  His  Church.  The 
world  has  seen  before,  what  the  world  sees  now, 
God's  captains  sore  beset,  and  the  fate  of  the 
Church  seeming  to  tremble,  ah  !  seeming  only  to 
tremble  in  the  balance,  and  the  fight  raging  along 
the  line,  and  the  standard  of  the  cross  trailing  in 
the  dust  of  battle,  and  the  blood  of  those  who  bear 
it  in  their  faithful  hands,  and  almost  borne  down 
by  the  furious  onset  of  the  enemies  who  throng 
around  it,  with  all  the  power  of  earth  in  their 
hands,  and  all  the  hatred  of  hell  in  their  hearts. 
And  yet,  never  for  a  moment  is  the  issue  doubtful, 
it  has  happened  before,  it  will  happen  again  ;  at 
the  darkest  hour  the  dawn  will  break,  and  God 
will  still  the  tumult  of  human  passion,  and  the  dust 
and  cloud  of  battle  shall  roll  away,  and  then — this 
is  not  my  prophecy  but  the  promise  of  God  Him- 
self— the  Church  will  still  be  there,  wearing  on  her 
brow  the  glory  of  one  other  triumph,  and  in  her 
crown,  the  jewel  of  a  martyrdom  the  more. 

But,  meantime  remember — it  would  be  treason 
to  forget  it — that  God  works  the  triumph  of  His 
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Church  by  the  human  hands  of  good  Catholics  ; 
we  may  be  his  instruments  if  we  will,  but  God  does 
not  change,  and  He  still  proclaims :  "  He  who  is 
not  with  me  is  against  me,  and  he  who  gathereth 
not  with  me  scattereth  5  "  there  is  no  middle  class, 
either  good  Catholics,  or  enemies  of  God. 

Now  what  is  a  good  Catholic  ?  Never  was  it 
more  necessary  than  now  to  know  what  a  good 
Catholic  is,  and  to  be  that,  my  brethren,  I  know 
you  fairly  well,  and  I  know  this  that  I  could  find 
here  now,  in  this  congregation,  many  a  one  to 
shout  for  the  Catholic  cause,  to  denounce  the  per- 
secutors of  God's  Church,  and  the  oppressors  of 
God's  vicar.  I  could  find  here  many  a  man  whose 
heart  would  grow  hot  with  indignation  at  the 
stories  of  persecution  that  reach  13  s  from  every 
side,  many  a  man  who,  if  need  were,  and  oppor- 
tunity offered,  would  be  ready  to  strike  strong 
strokes  of  his  right  hand  for  what  he  knows  to  be 
the  cause  of  God ;  nay,  I  have  no  doubt  I  could 
find  some  who  wonder  in  their  secret  heart  why 
God  allows  such  things  to  be ;  who  fear  that  God 
is  forgetting  His  own  cause,  and  who  think  He 
ought  to  strike  just  as  they  would  strike,  if  they 
had  God's  power  without  His  patient  wisdom.  I 
could  find  men  like  these,  but  suppose  I  wanted 
something  in  addition  to  all  this,  suppose  that, 
considering,  as  I  do  consider,  outspoken  zeal  to  be, 
in  its  own  place  and  its  own  time  a  very  useful 
thing,  yet  I  wanted  something  more,  and  that  a 
something  infinitely  more  important,  suppose  I 
felt,  as  I  do  feel  in  my  heart,  that  in  the  fight 
for  God's  cause,  one  good  Catholic  is  worth  a 
thousand  whose  Catholicity  begins  and  ends  in 
protestations  of  fidelity  to  God's  cause,  and  God's 
vicar,  the  Catholicity  that  talks  big,  but  does  no- 
thing, that  swaggers  and  loves  display,  and  likes 
to  be  engaged  in  something  that  men  will  see  and 
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admire.  Suppose  I  felt,  as  I  do  feel,  that  at  this 
time,  as  at  every  time  of  crisis  and  of  peril  that  has 
ever  come  to  God's  interests  upon  earth ;  suppose 
I  felt,  that  one  saint  were  worth  a  whole  army  of 
ordinary  Catholics,  suppose,  then,  I  looked  for 
saints,  suppose  even,  that  I  looked  for  good  Catho- 
lics ;  ah  !  my  brethren,  these  are  more  difficult  to 
find. 

As  in  the  Gospel,  so  now  in  these  times  of  diffi- 
culty and  of  danger,  God,  our  Master  and  our 
King,  sends  out  His  message,  He  wants  good 
Catholics. 

Well,  some  are  too  busy ;  their  farm  and  their 
business  are  quite  enough  for  them  ;  they  have  no 
time  to  pray,  to  frequent  sacraments.  This  world 
is  all  to  them,  their  highest  ideal  of  success  is 
amassing  a  little  of  this  world's  wealth.  Well,  to 
those  who  are  too  busy  to  save  their  souls  what 
can  I  say  but  this,  "  What  doth  it  profit  a  man  if 
he  gain  the  whole  world  and  suffer  the  loss  of  his 
own  soul  ? "  And  I  add  this  too,  my  duty  leads  me 
to  the  bedside  of  those  who  are  about  to  die ;  and 
when  they  hold  out  their  hands  for  the  last  unc- 
tion, their  hands  are  empty. 

And  some  again  are  selfish,  they  grovel  in  the 
mire  of  selfishness,  soiling  with  that  fatal  stain 
everything  they  touch ;  unable  to  rise  even  to  the 
conception  of  the  sublime  self-denial  of  the  cross  of 
Christ. 

And  others  love  pleasure,  and  passion  devours 
them,  and  they  yield  themselves  a  prey  to  some 
vice  ;  drunkenness,  impurity,  or  both  together,  and 
still  they  call  themselves  Catholics,  and  sometimes 
denounce  the  enemies  of  the  Church,  just  as  if 
they  were  not  themselves  the  worst  enemies  of  the 
Church. 

Yes,  it  is  true  now,  it  is  always  true,  what  God 
wants  is,  good  Catholics.     You  may  think  that  you 
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can  do  but  little  for  the  Church,  and  for  the  Pope  ; 
little  to  stem  the  tide  of  persecution  that  infidel 
statesman  have  let  loose  against  the  Kingdom  of 
God,  but  I  say  to  you,  you  would  be  mistaken  if 
you  thought  so ;  not  a  little  but  very  much  can 
each  of  you  do  for  the  cause  of  God.  There  is  not 
one,  however  humble,  however  obscure,  who,  if  he 
lives  the  life  of  a  good  Catholic,  frequents  the 
sacraments,  does  what  in  him  lies  to  show  forth  in 
his  life  the  purity  and  the  truth,  and  the  charity 
that  begets  a  man  whom  Christ  has  made  His 
brother,  there  is  not  one  such,  who  will  not  be  con- 
tributing in  a  most  real  and  most  certain  way  to 
shorten  the  time  of  trial,  and  hasten  the  coming  of 
the  hour  that  sooner  or  later  must  come;  when 
God  shall  arise  and  His  enemies  be  scattered,  and 
those  that  hate  Him,  and  hate  His  cause,  and  hate 
His  vicar,  shall  flee  before  the  wrath  of  His  face. 
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'*  For  he  was  at  the  point  of  death." — John,  iv.  47. 

Everywhere,  my  brethren,  from  the  rising  to  the 
setting  of  the  sun  ;  every  moment  from  dawn  to 
darkness,  and  from  darkness  on  to  dawn,  the  great 
tragedy  of  the  death-bed  is  going  on  unceasingly. 
However  uneventful  a  life  may  be,  however  buried 
amid  the  obscurity  of  quiet  country  places  or  of 
monotonous  undistinguished  towns,  there  comes  to 
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it  one  supreme  moment  when  the  greatness  of 
human  destiny  is  revealed  in  it,  and  a  crisis  comes 
to  it  which  invests  it  with  a  dignity  that  makes 
the  most  careless  passer-by  uncover  his  head,  and 
veil  his  glance,  before  the  kingly  presence  of 
death.  Ah !  what  a  moment  is  the  moment  of 
death — a  moment  that  has  been  hastening  towards 
us  from  the  day  when  the  first  faint  cry  of  our 
infancy  fell  upon  the  ear  of  our  mother,  but  a 
moment  that  is  too  often  forgotten  till  the  time  is 
at  hand  when  that  other  mother — mother  earth — 
will  open  a  grave  within  her  bosom  to  receive  our 
voiceless  lips  and  our  silent  hearts  ! 

You  hear  it  said,  from  time  to  time,  of  someone 
whom  you  knew,  with  whose  face,  and  voice,  and 
smile,  you  were  familiar,  with  whom  you  trans- 
acted business,  with  whom  you  took  your  pleasure, 
with  whom  you  were  bound  up  in  those  close  ties 
that  arise  out  of  social  relationship  ;  you  hear  it 
said  of  him  some  day,  what  was  said  of  the  son  of 
the  Centurion  in  the  Gospel,  "  He  lies  at  the  point 
of  death."  I  do  not  know,  I  can  only  guess  what 
thoughts  pass  through  your  minds  at  the  announce- 
ment. If  he  were  one  with  whom  you  were  closely 
connected,  whom  you  very  dearly  loved,  your  first 
feeling  will,  doubtless,  be  a  feeling  of  sorrow. 
But  your  sorrow  will  be  mingled  with  something 
of  startled  surprise ;  for  the  truth  is,  that  however 
familiar  we  may  be  with  the  word  or  with  the  fact 
of  death,  yet  we  are  so  accustomed  to  keep  the 
idea  of  it  at  arm's  length,  that  we  can  hardly  bear 
to  think  of  it  in  connection  with  ourselves,  or  with 
anyone  who  is  very  dear  to  us. 

If  you  have  no  opportunity  of  seeing  your  dying 
friend  you  will  speculate  a  little  about  him,  and, 
from  the  materials  of  any  experience  you  may 
have  had,  you  will  put  together  a  picture  of  the 
last  scene  that  is  hastening  to  a  close.     You  will 
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picture  the  darkened  room ;  darkened  as  if  because 
the  light  of  heaven  would  seem  to  mock  the 
flickering  lamp  of  life.  You  will  picture  the 
hushed  voices,  and  the  cautious  footstep,  and  the 
guarded  whisper  that  is  loth  to  disturb  the  poor 
dying  man,  who  seems  already  so  far  away  from 
the  common  things  of  life  ;  removed  by  some 
strange  process  from  the  world,  in  whose  business 
and  whose  pleasures,  he  was  once,  nay  lately, 
so  active  a  participator.  Ah !  the  pleasant  active 
days  are  over  with  him  for  ever.  The  most  loving 
friends,  even  those  whose  hearts  are  almost  break- 
ing at  the  notion  of  his  dying,  even  they  have 
given  up  hope,  and  already  regard  him  and  speak 
about  him  as  one  whose  connexion  with  the  world 
has  virtually  ceased.  They  have  already  settled 
the  details  of  his  funeral  and  the  place  of  his 
burial.  And  should  you  wish  to  make  a  picture  of 
the  dying  man  himself,  you  will  see  him,  through 
your  tears,  lying  stricken  down  in  the  hopeless 
struggle.  Death  has  surprised  the  fortress  of  his 
life,  and  makes  good  its  way  by  every  avenue.  It 
has  clutched  at  his  heart  strings,  and  has  written 
its  irreversible  sentence  so  legibly,  that  even  a 
child  might  read  it  on  the  pallid  face  and  on  the 
bloodless  lips.  The  sunken  eyes  have  some 
strange  glaze  upon  them,  and  they  turn  with 
touching  wistfulness  to  strive  and  read  upon  the 
faces  round  a  sign  of  hope  ;  but  there  is  hope  no 
more  on  any  face.     The  priest  is  sent  for. 

Well,  if  you  pursue  your  speculations  thus  far, 
if  you  make  those  pictures  in  your  mind,  they 
will  be  too  gloomy  to  dwell  upon;  and  in  a 
few  moments  you  will  find  yourself  arrang- 
ing a  future  in  which  your  friend  will  have 
no  part.  You  will  find  yourself  thinking  about 
his  children,  and  how  they  shall  manage  with- 
out  him  ;    to  whom  has  he  left  his  wealth  ;  who 
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shall  have  his  situation ;  who  shall  fill  his  vacant 
place. 

Yes,  you  turn  away  your  minds,  as  quickly  as 
may  be,  from  the  contemplation  of  death  to  the 
affairs  of  life.  You  do  not  love  to  linger  within 
the  shadow  of  a  tomb,  even  though  upon  that 
tomb  be  written  the  name  of  the  dearest  friend 
you  ever  had  ;  you  get  back  as  soon  as  you  can  to 
the  cheerful  haunts  of  the  living,  and  above  all 
things  you  strive  not  to  see  in  the  death  of  your 
friend  any  picture  or  foreshadowing  of  your  own. 

Now,  I,  on  the  contrary,  wish  to  induce  you 
to-day  to  give  your  thoughts  into  my  keeping, 
that  I  may  form  them  into  a  short  meditation  upon 
death. 

To  everything  that  comes  before  us,  besides  the 
aspect  that  strikes  us  at  first  sight,  there  is  also  an 
li  other  side  "  which  often  we  do  not  see,  but  which 
is  at  least  as  important  as  what  falls  under  our 
observation.  Look,  for  instance,  at  the  world. 
Perhaps  it  may  strike  you  at  the  first  glance  that 
it  is  a  pleasant  place  enough.  It  is  active  and 
busy,  and  full  of  life.  It  has  a  thousand  interests, 
one  more  valuable  than  another,  and  all  appealing 
very  strongly  to  the  human  heart.  It  is  a  place  of 
wonderful  energy  and  vast  resource.  It  affords 
scope  for  the  most  varied  powers.  No  gift  that  a 
man  brings  to  it  need  be  wasted,  no  talent  that  a 
man  can  devote  to  its  services,  need  fail  to  find  its 
proper  sphere.  There  is  a  place  in  it  for  patriotism 
and  public  spirit,  and  those  social  and  civil  virtues 
that  have  made,  and  that  make  nations  prosperous 
and  powerful.  There  is  a  place  too  for  eloquence 
and  poetry,  and  for  the  arts  that  beautify  life ; 
for  science  and  skill  that  make  life  full  and  con- 
venient. In  fact  you  have  only  to  take  up  a 
newspaper  of  the  day  to  see  at  a  glance  how  much 
life,  and  vigour,  and  talent,  are  expended  in  the 
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service  of  the  world.  At  first  sight  indeed  one  is, 
as  it  were,  oppressed  with  a  sense  of  its  vastness, 
and  its  greatness,  and  its  power.  But  it  has  an 
"  other  side  "  as  well,  and  that  other  side  is  seen 
when  it  is  looked  at  from  the  bed  of  death. 
Looked  at  from  that  point  of  view,  seen  by  the 
poor  trembling  mortal  who  lies  apart  from  it  all 
under  the  broadening  shadow  of  death,  how  poor, 
and  vain,  and  empty  it  all  seems !  The  talents 
that  have  been  employed  in  its  service  look  very 
much  as  if  they  had  been  wasted.  The  hands  that 
were  stretched  out  so  eagerly  to  grasp  the  prizes 
that  it  offered,  are  very  empty  indeed,  as  they  lie 
stretched  out  to  receive  the  last  unction.  Patriot- 
ism and  public  spirit,  and  the  questions  of  the  day, 
about  which  so  much  is  written  and  spoken,  and 
which  are  paraded,  each  in  its  turn,  as  if  it  were 
the  "  one  thing  necessary ;"  all  these  seem  to  have 
been  paltry  things  enough  to  have  engrossed  the 
powers  of  an  immortal  soul ;  and  if  the  soul  has 
been  sacrificed,  as  it  too  often  is  sacrificed,  in  the 
pursuit  of  them,  ah  !  then  they  are  infinitely  worse 
than  paltry.  Eloquence  and  poetry  have  lost  the 
charm  that  was  in  them.  Science  and  art,  and 
taste  and  skill,  and  business  and  politics ;  none  of 
them  has  any  spell  to  dissipate  the  horrors  of  the 
death-bed. 

Believe  me,  it  would  be  no  unwise  thing,  it 
would  afford  no  uncertain  guidance  in  any  affair 
we  are  engaged  in,  if,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  while 
passion  urges  and  enthusiasm  excites,  while  the 
energy  of  the  world  is  carrying  us  away,  if  we 
were  to  pause  and  ask  ourselves,  how  shall  I 
regard  this  matter  when  I  am  lying  at  the  point  of 
death. 

It  so  happens,  as  you  know,  that  it  falls  to  the 
lot  of  us  priests  to  be  brought,  more  than  most 
men,   into   constant    occasion   of  witnessing  this 
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"  other  side  n  of  life  and  the  world.  When  hope 
is  gone,  when  the  world  and  its  works  have  gone 
out  from  the  sick  man's  chamber ;  when  earth  and 
its  joys  and  its  pursuits  have  bidden  him  good-bye 
for  ever,  then  the  priest  is  sent  for,  and  the 
first  question  that  occurs  to  him,  in  virtue  of  his 
sacred  office,  is  a  question  which  the  world  has 
never,  and  never  will  care  to  ask — "How  is  it 
with  this  man's  soul  ?  After  all  the  years,  be  they 
few  or  many,  how  is  it  prepared  to  meet  the  awful 
change  that  is  about  to  pass  upon  it  r" 

Let  me  suppose  a  case.  The  man  has  been 
living  just  such  a  life  as  many  of  you  are  living 
now.  He  was  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  labour  or 
of  trade,  earning  his  daily  bread,  laying  by  more 
or  less  wealth  as  the  years  went  quietly  by.  He 
saw  people  die  around  him  from  time  to  time,  but 
it  never  occurred  to  him  to  think  of  death  in  con- 
nection with  himself.  He  has  always  been  so 
healthy  and  so  strong;  or,  if  he  has  suffered  sick- 
ness, he  has  recovered  so  often  and  so  surely,  that 
he  cannot  but  think  that  the  chances  are  in  his 
favour  for  a  few  more  years.  Of  course  he  has 
never  been  so  mad  as  to  say  to  himself  that  he 
shall  never  die,  but  he  has  cultivated  a  sort  of 
vague  impression  that  death  will  never  visit  him 
till  extreme  old  age  shall  have  given  due  warning. 
He  has  been  living  anxiously  enough,  meeting,  as 
most  men  meet,  some  troubles  and  some  sorrows, 
but  he  has  never  met  any  trouble  yet  that  would 
make  him  turn  with  anything  like  a  sense  of 
relief  to  the  notion  of  death.  He  looks  on  life  as 
one  long  feast,  and  he  seems  to  think  that,  what- 
ever may  be  the  case  with  other  men,  he,  at 
any  rate,  need  not  stand  up  from  it  till  he  likes, 
till  he  is  completely  satisfied.  Meantime,  how  has 
it  been  with  his  soul  ?  His  body  has  always  come 
in  for  a  fair  share,  not  to  say  more  than  a  fair 
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share,  of  attention.  It  had  five  hungry  senses  that 
clamoured  daily  for  their  food,  and  would  not  let 
themselves  be  neglected.  He  has  been  solicitous 
for  its  well-being;  he  has  made  things  as  com- 
fortable for  it  as  he  could,  and,  though  in  the  wear 
and  tear  of  life  it  has  had  its  own  discomforts  now 
and  then,  yet  these  have  never  been  of  his  own 
procuring.  If  it  were  a  sin  to  deny  it  any  grati- 
fication that  it  was  in  his  power  to  give  it,  that  is 
a  sin  which  his  bitterest  enemy  could  not  lay  to 
his  charge.  He  has  been  careful  about  his  body ; 
ah  I  but  how  has  it  been  with  his  soul ;  with  that 
nobler  part  of  him  on  which  God  has  set  His 
image,  which  He  has  bought  at  the  price  of  the 
heart's  blood  of  His  only-begotten  Son  ?  Well, 
truth  to  tell,  that  is  a  question  that  has  never 
given  him  much  concern.  He  had  so  many 
things  to  do ;  he  had  his  family  to  provide  for ; 
he  had  his  business  to  mind  ;  he  had  his  farm  and 
his  oxen  to  look  after  ;  he  had  perhaps — for  he 
was,  it  may  be,  a  man  of  great  public  spirit — he 
had  public  matters  and  public  interests  to  see  to ; 
he  had  to  keep  his  eye  on  politics,  and  to  do  his 
utmost  for  his  party  or  for  the  political  cause  to 
which  he  had  devoted  himself.  He  had  some  or 
all  of  those  things  to  do  according  to  his  station ; 
how,  then,  could  he  have  found  time  to  see  after 
the  state  of  his  soul?  True,  God  had  intended 
that  looking  after  his  soul  should  be  the  main 
business  of  his  life.  He  even  said — He  who  saw 
at  a  glance,  as  no  man  ever  saw,  the  collective 
interests  of  the  world — He  said,  nevertheless, 
looking  at  them  all,  that  only  one  thing  was 
necessary,  and  that  one  thing  was  not  wealth,  nor 
rank,  nor  pleasure,  nor  science,  nor  art,  nor  taste, 
nor  eloquence,  nor  poetry,  nor  politics ;  no,  the 
one  thing  necessary  was  the  salvation  of  the  soul. 
True,  God  said  that,  but,  alas4  the  present  always 
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seemed  so  important,  and  the  future,  the  long 
future  of  eternity,  seemed  so  far  off,  that  he  quite 
orgot,  or,  if  not  forgot,  at  any  rate  disregarded, 
God's  decision  about  the  matter.  He  was  a 
Catholic,  to  be  sure,  and  he  went  to  Mass  on  most 
Sundays.  It  would  not  have  been  a  creditable 
thing  in  the  eyes  of  neighbours  to  show  any 
marked  disregard  of  religion  in  so  external  a 
matter  as  going  to  Mass  on  Sundays.  He  has 
even,  after  a  fashion,  made  a  sort  of  confession  at 
station  time,  once  or  twice  a  year.  That  was 
another  duty  that  Catholic  Society  around  him 
required  of  him,  and  Catholic  Society  was  satisfied 
when  it  saw  him  present  himself  on  the  day  of  the 
station,  and  answer  to  his  name,  and  perhaps  saw 
him  sitting  at  the  confessional  waiting  for  his 
turn.  But  how  was  the  confession  made  r  Ah  ! 
society  could  not  know  that.  God  knew  it,  and 
the  priest  had  some  painful  ideas  about  it;  and 
neither  God  nor  the  priest  was  satisfied.  The 
priest  probably  found  him  quite  unfit  for  abso- 
lution, and  told  him  to  come  again  in  a  week  or 
a  fortnight.  But  though  neither  God  nor  the 
priest  was  satisfied,  he  himself  was  perfectly 
satisfied,  and  he  has  no  notion  of  coming  till  his 
station  time  comes  round  again.  And  he  never 
reflects  that  it  is  quite  possible,  becoming  indeed 
more  probable  every  year,  that  the  next  station 
time  may  find  him  in  hell.  So  his  life  has  gone 
^n.  Let  me  hope,  as  I  hope  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart,  that  this  is  not  the  picture  of  the  life  of 
anyone  who  listens  to  me  now.  If,  however,  any- 
one should  recognise  in  it  a  full  or  partial  likeness 
to  himself,  let  him  listen  to  the  end. 

Well,  some  day — what  day  it  shall  be  there  is 
no  knowing — probably  it  shall  be  some  day  when 
the  world  shall  seem  to  be  going  specially  well 
with  him,  he  feels  some  slight  indication  of  not 
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being  quite  as  well  as  usual.  He  is  not  alarmed. 
He  has  sometimes  felt  so  before,  and  nothing 
serious  came  of  it.  He  will  lie  by  for  a  day  ot 
two ;  it  will  be  like  a  rest  from  the  pressure  oi 
business,  and  he  will  return  to  his  ordinary  pur- 
suits with  renewed  vigour.  Some  way,  however, 
after  a  few  days,  he  is  not  better  as  he  expected ; 
nay,  he  is  palpably  worse;  the  sickness  is  more 
serious  than  he  thought,  for  he  must  give  up,  and 
acknowledge  that  he  is  seriously  ill.  A  few  days 
more,  the  illness  is  not  going  off ;  friends  begin 
to  be  alarmed ;  the  doctor  has  spoken  to  them  out- 
side the  door,  but  they  try  to  keep  a  good  face 
in  the  sick  room.  They  do  not  wish  to  depress  or 
frighten  the  sick  man.  But  hope  gradually  wanes 
and  dies  within  them.  The  man  has  lived  his 
life. 

Ah !  poor  man,  though  he  does  not  know  it, 
yet  the  pleasant  days  of  life  are  drawing  to  a 
close.  The  shadow  of  death  is  deepening  around 
him  fast,  hiding  him  away  from  the  world  he 
loved,  and  the  business  he  laboured  in,  and  the 
pleasures  that  were  so  dear  to  him,  from  all  the 
things  that  made  so  large  a  part  of  his  life,  and 
engrossed  so  large  a  share  in  his  thoughts ;  from 
all  the  things  which,  perishable  though  they  were, 
he  loved  better  than  he  loved  his  soul,  or  his  soul's 
salvation. 

Bring  him  now  his  newspaper,  and  let  him  hear 
how  the  world  he  loved  is  going  on.  Read  for 
him  the  state  of  the  markets,  and  the  prospects  of 
trade.  Read  him  a  speech  somebody  has  made 
upon  some  question  in  which  he  was  deeply 
interested.  Turn  to  the  record  of  politics,  and  let 
his  dying  ears  drink  in  once  again  the  well-known 
watchwords.  Oh  !  how  strange  the  old  cries  sound 
now  that  he  is  dying.  Tenant-right,  Vote  by 
Ballot.  Home  Rule,  these  are  things  that  used  to 
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occupy  him.  Never  shall  he  care  about  them  any 
more.  And  he  knows  that  when  the  grass  shall 
have  grown,  and  when  the  leaves  of  many  an 
autumn  shall  have  fallen  upon  his  grave,  the 
world  will  go  on  in  its  old  course,  repeating  the 
same  or  newer  watchwords.  He  is  done  with  it 
now,  and  now,  oh  S  God,  his  soul  is  in  peril  of  hell- 
fire. 

Nay,  do  not  mock  his  dying  moments  with 
news  about  the  world.  Send,  rather,  for  the 
priest. 

Strength  is  failing,  and  the  faculties  of  the 
mind  are  growing  dim.  At  last,  poor  wretch,  the 
question  of  the  soul  forces  itself  to  the  surface, 
and  with  failing  powers,  and  exhausted  energies, 
with  a  brain  confused  by  wakefulness,  and  a  heart 
distracted  by  pain,  the  work  has  to  be  faced,  to  do 
which  God  had  given  all  the  time  that  has  been  so 
sadly  wasted,  but  to  do  which  now,  there  only 
remains  the  last  few  moments. 

Do  you  think  is  that  a  time  to  do  properly  a 
work  so  important  ?  Do  you  think  it  is  a  favour- 
able opportunity  to  set  right  the  mistake  of  a 
whole  lifetime  ?  Pain  and  anguish  rack  the  faint- 
ing heart,  the  heaviness  of  death  oppresses  the 
soul ;  the  body  and  mind  are  weaker  now  than 
ever  they  were  before  ;  sense  and  intellect  are 
losing  any  keenness  they  ever  had.  The  life  has 
been  wasted  as  far  as  the  soul  is  concerned,  and  in 
a  few  moments  the  soul  must  stand  before  the 
Judgment  Seat  of  God.  Do  you  think  that  is  a 
favourable  time  to  make  the  first  good  confession 
that  has  been  made  for  years  ? 

Let  the  curtain  fall,  let  us  pry  no  closer  into  the 
awful  secrets  of  a  sinner's  death-bed. 

My  brethren,  we,  too,  shall  die  ;  when,  we  know 
not,  certainly  sooner  than  we  think.  Oh  I  if  you 
who  listen  here  to-day,  if  during  these,  the  days  of 
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your  vigour,  while  your  own  good-will  can  remedy 
the  past,  and  mould  the  future;  while  your  souls 
are  in  your  own  hands  ;  while  sense  and  intellect 
are  unimpaired;  while  time  and  opportunity  are 
yours  ;  if  you  would  but  go  to  Jesus ;  if  you  would 
but  seek  him  in  the  person  of  his  priest ;  if  you 
would  only  make  all  the  past  secure  behind  you 
by  one  good  confession  ;  then,  believe  me,  you 
would  have  done  the  one  thing  necessary  to  take 
the  sting  from  death,  and  the  victory  from  the 
grave. 


TWENTY-SECOND    SUNDAY    AFTER 
PENTECOST. 

When  our  Blessed  Lord  was  still  a  little  child, 
while  yet  the  tender  grace  of  infancy  was  around 
him,  His  Mother,  in  accordance  with  the  precept 
of  Jewish  law,  brought  him  to  the  Temple,  to 
present  to  the  Eternal  Father  such  an  offering  as 
Temple  had  never  seen  since  the  world  began.  And 
there  was  at  the  time  serving  in  the  Temple  an 
old  man  whom  God  had  kept  specially  to  be  a 
witness  of  that  offering  and  that  day,  a  man  on 
whom  years  had  laid  their  mark  and  written  their 
history,  who  had  lived  his  life  till  the  world  had 
grown  to  be  but  a  place  of  exile  to  one  all  whose 
friends  had  long  been  gathered  to  their  fathers, 
and  in  whose  aged  heart  burned  but  the  fire  of 
one  solitary  hope,  for  God  had  promised  that  his 
eyes  should  never  close  in  death  till  they  had 
looked  upon  the  Word  made  Flesh,    God  kept  him 
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there,  to  bind  together  the  past  and  the  present 
and  to  speak  with  the  authority  of  a  Patriarch,  the 
words  that  were  fitting  to  be  spoken  in  such  a 
place,  and  at  such  a  time;  and  Simeon  took  the 
child  between  his  trembling  hands,  and  a  great 
throb  of  joy  went  through  his  heart,  and  the 
memories  of  the  years  gone  by,  and  the  lonely 
meditations  in  the  Temple  of  God,  and  the  life- 
long thoughts  that  had  made  their  home  within 
his  soul,  all  gathered  themselves  together,  and 
reached  to  his  aged  lips,  in  words  that  are  nothing 
less  than  awful  words,  "  This  child,  said  he,  "  is 
placed  for  the  ruin  and  for  the  resurrection  of 
many  in  Israel,  and  as  a  sign  to  be  contradicted." 

There,  even  in  the  infancy  of  Jesus,  is  proclaimed 
the  position  He  was  to  take  in  the  world.  There 
was  to  be  no  half  measures  there.  He  was  to  be, 
He  wished  to  be  set  for  the  resurrection,  but  then, 
if  not  for  the  resurrection,  surely  for  the  ruin  of 
those  who  would  not  hear  Him,  and  follow  Him ; 
and  so  it  began  to  be,  before  ever  he  spoke  a 
human  word,  the  cries  of  desolate  mothers  whom 
Herod's  sword  had  made  childless,  rose  around 
His  cradle,  and  there  came  the  flight  into  Egypt ; 
and  the  Child,  and  His  Mother,  and  His  foster 
father  were  homeless  exiles  under  alien  skies, 
for  already  He  was  a  sign  to  be  contradicted;  and 
so  it  continued  to  be. 

When  Jesus  had  grown  to  be  a  man  ;  when  His 
face  began  to  be  known  through  Judea  ;  when  He 
began  to  be  a  familiar  presence  in  Jerusalem ;  this 
was  found  to  be  the  case,  that  men  were  divided 
about  Him.  He  was  a  sign  that  all  should  look 
at.  They  might  reject  Him,  they  might  cling  to 
Him,  but  they  could  not  pass  Him  by  in  silence, 
and,  indeed,  from  that  day  to  this  the  world  has 
never  been  indifferent  to  Jesus  Christ.  It  may 
have  persecuted  Him,  so  far  as  it  could  find  Him 
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in  His  followers,  but  it  has  always  regarded  Him 
as  a  sign,  even  if  they  deemed  that  He  was  a  sign 
to  be  contradicted;  and  so  we  find  that,  in  the 
days  of  his  public  preaching,  He  gathered  a  band 
of  faithful  hearts  around  Him,  and  His  words  fell 
here  and  there,  and  made  Him  friends ;  and 
sinners  felt  drawn  to  Him,  and,  as  Magdalen  felt, 
felt  their  very  hearts  melting  beneath  His  glance  ; 
and  many  talked  about  Him,  and  were  eager  to 
see  Him,  and  many  loved  Him.  He  was  a  "  sign" 
and  a  wonder  in  Jerusalem.  But  a  sign  also  to  be 
contradicted ;  for,  blasphemous  as  it  may  sound  to 
us,  there  were  some,  and  these  not  a  few,  and  not 
the  least  powerful,  who  hated  Him.  For  remember 
this — it  is  as  true  for  to-day  as  it  was  true  for  the 
time  of  Christ,  as  it  is  true  for  all  the  spaces  of  time 
that  are  peopled  by  human  hearts — it  is  one  of  the 
worst  results  of  sin,  and  evil  living,  and  unholiness 
in  our  own  lives,  that  they  gradually  but  surely 
draw  us  to  hate  purity  and  goodness  in  the  lives 
and  persons  of  others  ;  and  when  men  have 
advanced  some  way  in  that  devilish  training, 
then  they  have  become  the  pliant  instruments  of 
evil  that  the  devil  loves  to  use. 

And  so  the  Pharisees  and  the  Scribes  hated  our 
Lord,  and  one  short  graphic  instance  of  their 
hatred  stands  recorded  in  the  Gospel. 

Jesus  Christ  was  God,  we  know.  He  was  God 
then,  was  God  always  ;  and  they  set  to  play  upon 
Him,  to  find  a  weak  spot  in  His  character,  a  weak 
place  in  His  doctrine,  as  if  He  were  a  mere  man. 

To  the  Christian  world  of  to-day,  that  has 
had  stamped  into  it  by  the  stroke  of  every  century 
that  has  gone  since  Christ,  the  truth  that  Christ, 
"Who  walked  about  Jerusalem  with  body  such  as 
ours,  and  with  a  human  presence  not  unlike  our 
own,  was  nevertheless  no  mere  man,  but  a  Man  in 
Whom  the  burning  divinity  of  God  dwelt  bodily ; 
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that  He  was  the  Word  by  Whom  in  the  begin- 
ning all  things  were  made ;  to  us  who  know  that 
Christ  the  Son  of  Mary  was  the  Son  of  the  Living 
God,  there  is  something  strange,  nay,  something 
awful  in  the  scene  that  this  day's  Gospel  brings 
so  vividly  before  us.  There,  on  the  one  hand,  was 
Jesus,  to  Whom  every  thought  of  every  heart  lay 
bare  ;  Whose  unclouded  vision  ranged  through  the 
heights  of  Heaven,  and  through  the  depths  of 
earth  and  hell ;  and  there,  on  the  other  hand,  were 
men  of  good  position  and  high  place,  Pharisees, 
whose  outward  life  was  respectable,  and  Scribes 
who  had  pondered  the  law  of  Moses,  and  they  did 
not  for  a  moment  believe  that  He  was  anything 
but  a  mere  man  ;  they  believed  Him  to  be  a  very 
troublesome  man;  a  man  with  what  they  con- 
sidered the  dangerous  gift  of  moving  a  people's 
hearts ;  and  they  knew  well,  for  they  had  felt  it 
more  than  once,  that  He  had  a  keen  eye  for  their 
hypocrisy,  and  that  at  times,  mild  though  He 
ordinarily  was,  His  words  fell  hissing  upon  their 
hearts  like  the  lashes  of  a  scourge.  It  is  awful  to 
think  of  it,  but  by  shutting  their  eyes  to  the  light, 
by  persevering  in  their  wickedness,  they  had 
brought  themselves  to  hate  Jesus  Christ. 

For,  see,  they  had  examined  his  life  closely, 
and  there  was  one  thing  manifest  about  it,  it  was 
unlike  their  own.  In  their  eyes  the  one  fault  of 
that  perfect  character  was  that  it  had  no  fault. 
He  was  not  swayed  by  the  motives  that  were  all 
but  omnipotent  over  their  hearts.  The  objects 
and  the  interests  that  moved  them  so  strongly  had 
no  place  in  His  life.  He  was  like  no  other  man 
they  had  ever  known ;  like  no  man  they  could 
conceive,  and,  I  repeat,  being  evil  themselves,  they 
hated  Him. 

And  let  me  repeat  here  again,  this  is  no  strange 
or  unusual  thing.    For,  let  a  man,  even  now,  begin 
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to  trample  upon  the  law  of  his  own  conscience, 
let  him  begin  to  abuse  the  grace  of  God,  to  turn 
away  from  prayer,  to  neglect  the  sacraments,  to 
live  to  all  intents  and  purposes  as  if  there  were  no 
God,  and  no  hereafter  ;  most  undoubtedly  the 
good  that  he  has  ceased  to  practice  he  will 
gradually  begin  to  hate,  and  under  a  hatred  of 
goodness  lies  the  hatred  of  God ;  and  when  a 
man  comes  to  that,  what  we  know  of  him  is  this, 
that  in  the  sun  of  God's  unsleeping  justice  he  is 
fast  growing  ripe  for  hell. 

The  Pharisees  then  hated  our  Lord,  and,  with 
the  keenness  of  vision  that  hatred  gives,  they 
watched  His  every  gesture,  and  caught  up  His 
every  word,  ready  to  see  evil,  if  evil  were  in  them, 
and  if  no  evil  could  be  found,  ready  to  wrest  them 
with  malicious  ingenuity  to  an  appearance  of  evil. 
They  looked  for  a  flaw  in  that  perfect  character, 
but  never  a  flaw  was  there,  and  a  sort  of  sullen 
despair  settled  down  upon  them  till  some  one  of  a 
subtler  turn  than  the  rest  hit  upon  the  thorny 
question  of  paying  tribute  to  Caesar. 

Caesar  was  the  Roman  Emperor  of  the  day,  for 
the  sceptre  had  passed  from  the  house  of  David, 
and  the  diadem  of  Juda's  princes  was  humbled  to 
the  dust.  A  pagan  and  a  stranger  ruled  the 
people  who  traced  their  lineage  back  to  the  days 
when  Abraham  spoke  face  to  face  with  God.  The 
long  glories  of  Israel  had  faded  away  into  the 
past ;  her  glory  had  departed,  and  at  the  time  of 
Christ,  Judea  had  ceased  to  live  its  own  political 
life ;  it  was  but  one  of  the  thousand  provinces  of 
the  vast  Roman  Empire.  Ah !  you  can  easily 
imagine  how  bitter  it  was  to  a  Jew,  who  loved 
his  country,  and  knew  the  place  that  she  had  held 
of  old,  in  days  before  Rome  had  risen  on  her  seven 
hills,,  how  bitter  it  was  to  have  the  stranger  ruling 
within  the  sacred  gates.     There  were  so  many 
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things  to  remind  them  of  their  condition.  There 
was  the  house  of  Pilate,  the  Roman  Governor; 
there  floated,  almost  insolently,  the  imperial  eagle 
of  the  Roman  standard ;  the  Roman  soldier,  with 
the  haughty  tread,  that  had  trampled  on  the 
liberties  of  every  land,  was  seen  in  the  streets  of 
the  city,  that  to  every  Jew  was  dearer  and  more 
sacred  than  his  father's  grave.  And,  looking  at 
those  sights,  the  Jewish  heart  was  very  bitter,  and 
they  little  loved  the  stranger  whose  iron  hand  had 
strangled  their  ancient  freedom  ;  and  graven  deep 
in  every  Jewish  heart  was  the  hope  that  some 
time,  and  soon,  the  God  of  Israel  would  arise  and 
nerve  the  arms  of  Abraham's  children  to  chase  the 
Roman  legions  from  the  holy  city. 

Now,  it  was  this  that  constituted  the  difficulty  of 
the  malicious  question  that  the  Pharisees  asked 
our  Lord — "  Is  it  lawful  to  pay  tribute  to  Caesar." 
They  thought  He  should  answer  either  "yes"  or 
"no."  If  he  said,  no,  it  is  not  lawful,  then  he 
rendered  Himself  liable  to  prosecution  by  the 
Roman  authorities  ;  if  He  said,  yes,  then  they 
could  go  amongst  the  people,  and  whisper  about, 
here  is  no  true  son  of  Abraham,  for  his  heart  is 
with  the  pagan  enemies  of  his  religion  and  his 
country.  But,  our  Lord,  seeing  their  thoughts, 
did  not  answer  simply  yes  or  no,  as  they  expected ; 
but,  calling  for  a  coin  of  the  tribute,  He  asked 
about  the  image  that  was  stamped  upon  it,  and 
about  the  name  that  was  graven  around  it ; 
and  when  they  told  Him  that  name  and  image 
were  Caesar's,  He  said,  Render,  therefore,  to 
Caesar  what  belongs  to  Caesar,  but,  oh !  ye  hypo- 
crites, render  to  God  what  belongs  to  God.  So 
far  as  the  Jews  were  concerned  the  answer  was 
complete.  They  were  using  the  coin  of  Caesar's 
empire,  and  that  coin  represented  order  and  good 
government,  and  protection  to  property  and  life, 
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and  the  repression  of  the  lawlessness  that  would 
make  society  impossible.  These  things  they  were 
enjoying,  and  it  was  the  merest  hypocrisy  on  the 
part  of  the  Pharisees  to  pretend  a  doubt  about  the 
lawfulness  of  paying  tribute  to  the  authority  that 
secured  these  advantages.  Render,  said  He,  to 
Caesar  the  things  that  are  Caesar's.  But  He  did 
not  pause  here.  He  saw  beneath  the  question 
they  had  asked  another  and  a  broader  question, 
a  question  of  higher  import  and  of  deeper  interest 
than  any  that  concerned  merely  the  Jewish  nation, 
that  was  so  soon  to  fade  out  of  living  history,  and 
go  dispersed  with  the  brand  of  Cain  upon  its 
brow.  For  there  is  another  question  which  every 
heart  must  some  time  ask,  "  to  whom  does  it  owe 
allegiance,  who  is  its  Sovereign  Master,  to  whom 
is  due  the  tribute  of  its  service,  and  the  far  nobler 
tribute  of  its  affection  ? "  And  this  question  is 
answered  very  differently  by  Him.  Some  live  as 
if  the  world  owned  them  body  and  soul ;  some  as 
if  the  devil  were  their  sovereign  master.  Jesus 
Christ  said  this,  "  to  God  the  things  that  are 
God's."  Now,  man  belongs  to  God.  Therefore,  to 
God  alone,  in  the  first  and  highest  place,  man 
owes  his  soul's  best  service,  and  his  heart's  best 
love. 

This  is  true ;  man  was  created  for  God ;  God 
gave  him  his  body,  with  its  marvellous  aptness 
for  the  world's  work ;  gave  him  his  mind  that 
receives  into  itself  the  images  of  material  things, 
and  changes  them  from  sight  and  sense  to  know- 
ledge ;  and,  above  all,  God  gave  him  his  soul ;  and 
God  took  care  that  man's  destiny  should  be  so 
stamped  upon  him  that  it  can  never  be  forgotten. 
He  made  him  to  be  for  a  time  a  master  in  this 
world,  and  accordingly  He  gave  him  a  body 
moulded  from  the  slime  of  the  earth,  that  he 
might  have  kinship  with  the  world  he  was  to  rule. 
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Look  at  a  man  as  he  does  his  work  in  the  world, 
you  can  see  only  the  body  with  which  he  works. 
But  do  you  imagine  that  the  body  makes  the  manP 
or  is  the  man  ?  Well,  if  you  imagine  so,  you  need 
but  wait  till  you  see  a  man  lying  dead.  Cor- 
ruption has  not  yet  had  time  to  do  its  work,  and 
the  body  is  there  still,  not  a  feature  wanting.  But 
the  hands  are  lifeless,  and  the  lips  are  white,  and 
the  tongue  has  never  a  word  to  say,  and  the  fire 
has  died  out  of  the  eyes,  and  dull  gray  paleness 
has  spread  across  the  face,  and  if  the  dearest 
friend  the  dead  man  ever  had,  were  to  whisper  in 
his  ear,  the  voice  he  loved  would  wake  no  flutter 
in  his  silent  heart.  It  will  need  the  trump  of 
doom  to  wake  that  dead  unlistening  ear.  Is  this 
lifeless  thing  a  man  ?  Ah !  no,  something  has 
gone  out  of  it  that  made  it  a  man.  For  God  has 
demanded  the  coin  of  the  tribute,  and  the  angel 
of  death  has  taken  the  soul  out  of  the  body,  and 
has  given  it  to  be  examined  into  the  hands  of 
Jesus  Christ,  and  He  reads  there  the  image  and 
the  inscription  that  is  on  the  soul,  the  image  and 
the  inscription  of  God  Himself.  If  then  this  man 
who  is  lying  dead,  has  been  paying  tribute,  not 
to  God,  but  to  the  world  and  its  works ;  if  he  has 
given  the  powers  and  faculties  of  his  soul  to  the 
paltry  ends  for  which  they  were  never  meant ; 
if  he  lived  for  the  earth  with  which  he  was  con- 
nected only  by  the  body  that  perishes,  then,  while 
earth  grasps  his  body  to  her  bosom  till  it  moulders 
into  dust,  the  soul,  that  he  refused  to  give  to  God, 
is  lost  for  all  eternity. 

And  there  are  people  who  tell  me  that  they  are 
too  busy  to  pray,  too  anxious  about  the  world  to 
pray  well,  too  much  engaged  with  the  affairs  of 
life  to  have  any  time  to  frequent  sacraments ; 
they  live  as  if  this  earthly  life  was  to  last  for  ever, 
but  it  will  not  last  for  ever,  and  the  day  will  come 
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when  they  will  find — God  grant  it  may  not  be  too 
late— that  the  only  stroke  that  counts  in  the  battle 
of  life  is  the  stroke  that  was  stricken  against  God's 
enemy  and  their  own ;  the  only  thing  that  is  of 
any  lasting  worth  is  the  thing  that  they  had  done 
for  the  salvation  of  their  soul. 
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FOURTH  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 

Our  Blessed  Lord  had  been  preaching  to  themulti- 
tude  till  His  strength  was  well  nigh  spent.  To 
Him,  as  to  other  men  came  after  long  toil,  weari- 
ness of  brain  and  heaviness  of  heart.  For,  remem- 
ber, though  He  was  God,  He  was  man,  as  much  as 
any  man  that  ever  lived,  with  a  human  body  and  a 
human  soul,  senses,  intellect,  feeling,  such  as  we  work 
with.  And  the  body  that  He  had  taken,having  been 
taken  with  an  express  view  to  the  fate  that  was  to 
befall  it  on  Calvary,  was  a  body  capable  of  fatigue, 
and  fitted  for  suffering,  and  liable  consequently  to 
feel  at  times  the  dead  weight  of  weariness  that  falls 
on  those  who  work,  and  makes  the  worker  long  for 
the  quiet  night,  and  the  sleep  that  seems  to  steal 
away  the  spirit  from  its  fleshly  prison,  and  givesome 
brief  respite  to  the  tired  sense,  and  the  over-tasked 
brain,  and  the  muscle,  taxed  almost  beyond  what 
it  could  bear.  This  feeling  came  to  Jesus  in  its 
own  time.  He  had  spoken  much,  and  had  seen 
much,  and  He  was  very  weary.  He  had  spoken 
the  words  that  had  it  in  them  to  brighten  the  lives 
of  sorrowing  men  with  the  sure  hope  of  life  eternal. 
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He  had  spoken  them  with  an  earnestness  that 
taxed  His  energy  ;  for,  it  was  the  earnestness  of  One 
Who  saw  as  never  man  had  seen,  the  miseries  of  the 
human  race,  and  had  the  deepest  longing  and  the 
amplest  power  to  remedy  them  all.  For,  He  loved 
the  people  He  spoke  to ;  He  spoke  to  them  from 
a  heart  so  hot  with  love,  that  the  words  burned  as 
they  flew  from  heart  to  lip.  And  He  had  seen, 
not  as  speakers  see  who  speak  as,  for  instance,  I 
speak  now;  mere  faces  that  sometimes  tell,  but 
oftenest  hide  the  souls  that  lie  behind  them.  Not 
so,  He ;  He  saw  not  merely  face  and  eye,  but  He 
could  follow  His  own  words  down  to  the  depths  of 
the  hearts  that  heard  them.  And,  doubtless.  He 
saw  too,  what  was  the  case  even  when  Jesus  spoke, 
that  there  were  hearts  too  cold  to  be  warmed  by 
any  word  He  spoke ;  too  hard  to  soften  even  under 
the  influence  of  His  presence  and  the  magic  of  His 
smile,  and  the  spell  of  His  spoken  words. 

There  were  cold  hearts  then,  and  hard  hearts, 
and  hearts  that  were  indifferent  to  anything  that 
sought  to  lead  them  ever  so  little  higher,  than  that 
mean  struggle  to  stave  off  the  body's  hunger. 
There  were  such  hearts  then ;  there  are  such  now. 

Jesus  saw  these  things,  and  they  saddened  Him. 
He  felt  the  weariness  of  labour,  and  He  felt  that 
heavier  weight  that  always  presses  on  the  earnest 
worker  when  his  work  has  not  fulfilled  his  wish. 
And  He  was  worn  out ;  He  longed  for  the  stillness 
of  the  sea,  and  the  quiet  of  the  far  waters,  where 
for  a  time  the  burden  of  His  toil  would  fall  from 
off  Him,  and  where  the  sea  would  take  Him  weary 
to  its  bosom,  and  rock  to  the  sleep  that  blesses  men 
the  God  Who  made  it,  and  Who  rules  it,  and  Who 
holds  whether  in  tempest  or  in  calm,  in  the  hush  of 
summer  noontide,  or  the  crash  of  winter  storm, 
holds  it  in  its  every  mood,  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand. 

And  this  day  the  sea  was  very  still ;  the  waves 
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were  quiet,  and  the  winds  were  hushed,  and  when 
Jesus  and  His  disciples  embarked  in  the  frail 
vessel,  that  was  the  property  of  Peter,  it  seemed 
as  if  it  would  be  but  a  pleasant  sail  in  the  beautiful 
springtide  of  that  Eastern  clime.  The  disciples 
occupied  themselves  with  their  ordinary  occupa- 
tion of  fishing,  but  where  was  Jesus  ?  Ah!  He  had 
ceased  to  speak,  and  He  had  almost  dropped  out 
Df  their  minds ;  He  was  asleep  and  perhaps  these 
experienced  toilers  of  the  sea  thought  that  it  was 
just  as  well  that  He  would  rest,  for  that  even  if  He 
were  awake,  He  could  give  but  little  assistance  in 
work  to  which  His  hand  was  unused.  And  Jesus 
slept  on,  till  He  was  wanted  ;  for  a  change  came 
sudden,  as  weather  changes  come  on  those  eastern 
seas.  A  frown  of  shadow  passed  across  the  lately 
smiling  waters,  the  ripple  rose  into  a  wave,  and 
the  wave  swelled  into  a  billow.  Black  angry 
clouds  shut  out  the  blue  of  heaven  overhead  ;  the 
storm  was  upon  them  and  they  seemed  to  see  on 
the  crest  of  every  wave  a  vision  of  sudden  death. 

Then,  ah !  then,  they  remembered  Jesus.  He 
could  be  of  use  now,  and  they  shouted  in  a  voice 
that  terror  lifted  above  the  storm,  "  Lord,  save  us, 
we  are  perishing.' ' 

Well,  it  was  an  easy  thing  for  Him  to  do  ;  how 
could  they  have  feared  any  threatening  of  wind 
jtnd  wave,  when  for  the  time  the  fortune  of  their 
lives  was  linked  with  His.  It  was  an  easy  thing 
for  Him  to  do ;  He  had  but  to  speak,  to  say  to  the 
winds,  be  hushed,  and  to  the  waves,  be  still,  and 
the  billows  shrank  to  waves,  and  the  wave  died 
back  into  a  ripple,  and  the  storm  shadows  brightened 
into  smiles  beneath  the  sunshine,  and  there  again 
overhead,  was  the  cloudless  blue  of  heaven. 

Such  was  the  miracle.  I  have  said,  it  was  an 
easy  thing  for  Jesus  to  do,  and  I  have  said  it :  first, 
because   I  know  that  He  is  God;    but,  secondly, 
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because  it  is  a  miracle  that  He  has  often  done  since, 
a  miracle,  in  fact,  which  He  has  never  ceased  and 
shall  never  cease  to  do,  as  long  as  He  sails  the 
world's  waters  in  the  bark  of  Peter. 

Long  ago,  once  for  all,  and  for  ever,  Jesus  cast 
in  His  lot  with  Peter  and  Peter's  successors.  Waking 
or  sleeping  He  is  always  there;  and  though 
storms  be  sudden  and  waters  deep,  though  the 
world's  thousand  voices  roar  angrily  around  that 
bark,  that  to  the  eyes  of  men  seems  frail,  but  that 
has  yet  outridden  every  storm — yet,  though  this 
and  more  should  happen,  though  these  evils  and 
worse  than  these  should  befall,  what  need  Peter  fear 
for  his  bark,  or  for  himself,  or  for  those  who  sail 
heavenwards  along  with  him ;  what  need  he  fear, 
when  He  knows  that  this  bark  of  his,  this  Holy 
Catholic  Church,  that  moves  majestic  through  the 
centuries,  carries  in  it,  Jesus,  Who  said  long  ago, 
and  His  were  lips  that  could  not  lie  :  "  Behold  I  am 
with  you,  even  to  the  consummation  of  the  world!" 

I  look  abroad  upon  the  world  of  to-day,  and  I 
see  that  it  is  the  hour  of  storm.  The  waves  of 
human  pride  are  swollen  against  the  Church  of 
God,  clouds  gather  over  the  path  on  which  the 
Pope,  like  Him  Whom  he  represents  on  earth, 
seems  to  be  walking  with  a  heavy  cross  upon  his 
shoulders  to  some  Calvary  to  come.  This  Europe 
used  to  be  called  Christendom,  the  dominion  of 
Christ.  How  does  it  deserve  such  a  name  now  ? 
It  is  sad  to  say  it  of  one's  own  time,  but  never  since 
the  martyr  army  of  the  Church  broke  the  vast 
organisation  of  Paganism,  has  there  been  a  time 
when  Christian  ideas  seem  to  have  less  influence 
on  the  public  life  of  Europe.  There  is  abroad  upon 
the  face  of  the  world  what  has  been  the  poisonous 
growth  of  many  a  year,  a  spirit  of  disorder,  of 
disregard  for  right,  of  contempt  for  justice. 

Christendom,  forsooth !    what   a    name  for  it  I 
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Why  look  at  it ;  there  were  two  nations  that  used  to 
send  many  a  saint  to  heaven  ;  there  they  are  now, 
quivering  from  recent  conflict  and  the  shock  of 
battle.  Two  peoples  with  the  rage  of  warfare 
scarcely  dimmed  in  the  fierce  eyes  with  which  they 
gaze  upon  each  other ;  the  one  people  flushed  with 
the  insolence  of  triumph,  the  other  blazing  with  the 
suppressed  passion  of  revenge.  And  Germany 
knows  no  better  way  to  thank  heaven  for  success 
than  by  persecuting  the  Church  of  God.  Well, 
she  is  not  the  first  nation  that  has  pitted  itself 
against  Christ,  and  lo !  the  nations  pass,  and  the 
glories  of  them  vanish,  and  Christ  and  His  Churclt 
have  always  been  the  survivors  of  the  struggle,  and 
the  victors  in  the  conflict. 

Farther  away,  in  Italy,  a  rebel  son  has  stricken 
down  a  throne,  more  sacred  than  any  other  throne 
on  earth.  The  Pope  no  longer  dare  walk  through 
Rome ;  he  waits  for  better  times,  he  prays  and 
hopes. 

Nearer  home,  in  that  England,  that,  taking  its 
stand  on  commerce,  ought  to  be  the  last  to  relin- 
quish the  defence  of  common  justice  and  common 
honesty,  even  there,  there  has  grown  up  a  Press 
that  seeks  and  finds  its  most  congenial  task  in 
undertaking  the  office  of  advocate  for  every  vile 
deed,  every  notorious  robbery,  every  perfidious 
breach  of  the  law  of  nations  and  the  law  of  God ; 
for  everything  by  which  its  unerring  instinct  tells 
it  that  the  Catholic  Church  may  be  weakened  in 
her  influence  or  injured  in  any  of  her  interests. 

There  is  what  men,  by  mere  force  of  habit,  con- 
tinue to  call  Christendom. 

These  are  some  of  the  storms  which  have  risen 
in  our  own  day  around  the  bark  of  Peter.  They 
may  grieve  us,  but  they  need  awaken  not  one  thrill 
of  fear  for  the  interest  that  we  prize.  Catholics 
can  lift  their  heads  proudly,  even  when  a  tempest 
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strikes  the  bark  that  makes  our  enemies  think  that  it 
must  founder,  and  go  down,  and  be  seen  in  the 
world  no  more.  We  have  no  fear ;  for  Jesus  is  with 
us,  and  though  He  seems  to  sleep,  yet,  we  know 
with  a  certainty  deeper  than  the  certainty  with 
which  men  look  for  the  sunrise  and  the  sunset, 
that  at  the  crisis  of  the  storm,  Jesus  will  rise  up, 
and  hush  the  storm  of  human  passion,  and  give 
peace  and  triumph  to  the  Church. 

We  have  no  fear  of  the  enemies  outside  the 
Church ;  they  will  do  their  worst,  but  only  for  a 
time.  They  will  pass,  as  others  like  them  have 
passed,  from  the  memory  of  man  to  the  justice  of 
God.  History  will  brand  them  with  its  august  con- 
demnation, and  worst  of  all  for  them,  when,  in 
days  to  come,  the  world  will  be  learning  a  lesson 
from  their  failure,  Christ,  against  whom  they  fought, 
will  have  judged  them.  Let  such  as  these  pass,  to- 
day, from  the  memory  of  the  Church.  Let  us  turn 
to  ourselves,  to  ourselves  who  are  by  God's  great 
mercy  seated  in  the  bark  of  Peter.  We  have  no  fear 
of  enemies  outside,  but  what  of  enemies  within. 
What  if  there  be  Catholics  who  seem  to  think  that, 
because  Jesus  has  not  yet  punished  them  for  their 
sins,  that  He  is  in  so  deep  a  sleep  as  to  take  no 
notice  of  them.  They  add  sin  to  sin.  It  is  a  long 
time  now  since  they  began.  The  first  mortal  sin  ! 
ah!  it  was  an  awful  moment,  would  Jesus  strike 
at  once  :  for,  mark  you,  there  are  many  souls  in 
hell,  who  are  there  for  one  mortal  sin  and  that  the 
first.  But  this  sinner,  of  whom  I  speak  now,  com- 
mitted his  first  mortal  sin  and  was  not  cut  off. 
God  had  done  a  great  deal  for  him  ;  He  had  placed 
him  safe  in  the  bark  of  Peter,  in  the  bosom  of  the 
Holy  Catholic  Church.  The  return  he  made  was,  that 
some  day,  he  met  God  face  to  face  in  His  law, 
and  he  insulted  Him  by  mortal  sin.  The  angel 
guardian  turned  aside  and  wept,  tears  rushed  to 
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Mary's  eyes  of  mercy,  and  all  heaven  turned  to 
Jesus,  to  see  if  He  would  raise  His  hand  and 
strike  the  sinner  dead.  But  no  ;  Jesus  seemed  to 
sleep  ;  He  slept  the  sleep  of  mercy,  that  He  would 
fain  have  broken  at  the  faintest  whisper  of  the 
sinner,  waiting  till,  perhaps,  sometime  the  sinner 
would  open  his  eyes  to  the  peril  in  which  his  soul 
was  placed,  and  gather  up  the  contrition  of  his 
heart  in  one  deep  cry  :  "  Lord,  save  me,  I  perish. " 
Jesus  sleeps,  but  He  will  not  sleep  for  ever ;  if  He 
be  not  awakened  by  the  voice  of  the  sinner's  repent- 
ance, some  day  his  compassion  will  be  exhausted  ; 
the  day  of  mercy  will  be  gone ;  he  will  wake  to 
judgment,  and  on  the  evening  of  that  day,  the 
sinner  will  be  in  hell. 
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Last  Judgment — Matthw,  xxiv.  15-35. 

The  flower  blows  and  blooms  a  little  time,  and 
turns  its  face  to  heaven,  that  has  given  its  beauty, 
and  then  it  dies.  The  bud  pushes  out  from  the 
tree  in  spring,  and  in  the  summer  comes  the 
blossom,  and  the  autumn  brings  the  fruit,  and  then, 
when  the  fruit  is  at  its  ripest,  it  is  gathered,  or  it 
falls.  The  sun  comes  forth  at  morning  from  the 
gateways  of  the  dawn,  and  it  climbs  the  heavens 
with  ever-growing  splendour,  and  then,  at  its  very 
brightest,  it  turns  westward,  sinking  as  it  goes,  and 
in  the  late  evening,  with  one  last  flush  of  parting, 
it  sinks  behind  the  hills  ;  and  though  the  day  had 
been  the  fairest  of  all  days  that  ever  came,  yet, 
when  the  night  has  fallen,  then  the  day  is  dead 
Up  amidst  the  loneliness  of  the  mountain,  a  spring 
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leaps  forth,  a  tiny  silver  thread,  from  the  hard 
bosom  of  the  rock ;  it  grows  into  a  stream  winding 
always  to  the  plains  below,  and  the  stream  gains 
depth  as  it  descends,  and  the  rivulet  swells  into  a 
river,  and  the  river  rolls  majestic  through  all  the 
land;  but,  when  mightiest  and  most  majestic,  it 
sinks  into  the  sea  and  is  lost. 

These  are  things  that  have  no  life ;  things  that 
the  hand  of  man — the  mind  of  man  can  dominate, 
but  is  it  otherwise,  with  man  himself,  the  master  ? 

Well,  the  infant  smiles  up  into  its  mothers  face, 
then  the  child  becomes  a  boy,  then  years  add 
themselves  to  boyhood,  and  the  boy  has  grown 
into  a  man,  crowned  for  a  little  time  with  the 
crown  of  youth,  and  then  the  world  comes  and 
flings  its  fuel  on  the  fire  of  life  and  makes  it  burn 
fiercely  fora  while, but  in  due  time  itsinks  and  burns 
low,  and  almost  before  the  man  dreams  of  it  the 
fire  that  blazed  so  brightly  is  almost  smothered  in 
the  ashes  of  life's  grey  age,  and  then,  though  the 
man  have  made  himself  a  name,  though  his  hands 
be  full,  even  though  it  may  be  hard  to  see  how 
the  world  can  do  without  him  ;  yet,  some  day  he 
is  missed  from  his  place,  his  second  mother, 
mother  earth,  has  caught  him  to  her  breast ;  but 
he  smiles  not  now,  for  the  man  is  dead. 

And  these  are  common  things  that  you  see,  or 
can  see  every  day ;  for,  this  doom  is  written  on 
the  face,  and  at  the  heart  of  everything  that  is — 
that  everything  shall  have  an  end.  To  everything 
the  worlds  sees  and  holds,  to  everything  that  the 
human  brain  can  plan  and  the  human  hand 
achieve,  to  all  that  man  does  and  suffers  and  enjoys, 
comes,  sooner  or  later,  an  end.  Men  call  joy  "  sun- 
shine ; "  it  is  a  good  name;  for,  like  sunshine,  it 
shall  fade  into  darkness.  We  talk  of  a  cloud  of 
sorrow,  again  a  good  name,  for,  however  great  the 
sorrow,  sometime  a  cloud  like  it  will  pass.     Life 


LAST  SUNDAY  AFTER  PENTECOST.  391 

itself,  even  the  lives  you  are  living-  at  this  moment, 
what  are  they  ?  Are  they  not  made  up  of  dead 
yesterdays,  that  shall  no  more  live  again,  than  the 
trodden  leaves  of  autumns  past  shall  lift  themselves 
and  fasten  in  their  former  beauty  on  the  trees 
from  which  they  fell  ? 

Time,  joy,  sorrow,  wealth,  sadness,  poverty, 
pleasure,  life  itself,  all  shall,  one  day,  reach  their 
inevitable  end. 

And  what  is  true  in  the  little  is  true  also  in  the 
large.  What  expresses  the  fate  of  the  leaf  that 
dies  in  autumn  tells  also,  as  if  prophetically,  the 
fate  of  the  world  of  which  it  is  an  atom.  What 
holds  for  the  individual  holds  also  for  the  race. 
And  as  the  interests  we  prize  shall  one  day  slip, 
for  each  of  us,  from  his  dead  hand,  so  of  the  great 
world  also,  with  its  history  and  its  hope,  with  all 
that  it  has  attempted  and  all  that  it  has  achieved, 
an  end  shall  surely  be.  Our  Lord  has  said  it,  and 
beginning  as  He  does,  in  the  Gospel  I  have  read 
for  you,  with  a  prophecy  of  the  destruction  of  Jeru- 
salem, where  He  lived  and  laboured,  and  which 
saw  His  death,  He  ends  with  a  description  of  the 
signs  that  shall  go  before  the  destruction,  of  which 
the  destruction  of  Jerusalem  was  the  merest  figure, 
the  destruction  of  the  world  itself,  which  before 
the  closing  of  its  doom  shall  have  witnessed  the 
varied  fortunes  of  the  Church,  which  is  Christ's 
mystic  Body,  and  which,  in  its  teaching  and  its 
sacraments,  displays  to  men  the  infinite  goodness 
of  His  divine  nature,  and  the  tender  graces  of  His 
human  soul. 

And  it  is  only  fitting  that  the  Church  should  fix 
on  this  day  to  bring  before  us  the  passage  of  the 
Gospel  that  reminds  us  that  the  world  will 
have  an  end,  and  that  that  end  will  be  accom- 
panied by  portent  and  by  prodigy,  such  as  we 
might  naturally  expect  to  signalize  the  closing  of 
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a  history  so  long  and  so  eventful.  To-day  the 
Church  is  reminded  of  the  end  of  all  things,  be- 
cause she  is  drawing  to  the  close  of  another  of  her 
own  years.  To-day  is  the  last  Sunday  of  the  Eccle- 
siastical year ;  next  Sunday,  the  first  of  Advent, 
the  Church  begins  a  new  year ;  but,  before  she 
parts  from  the  old  one  that  is  ending,  she  feels  her- 
self in  such  solemn  mood  as  such  an  anniversary 
is  wont  to  produce.  She  looks  back  to  the  changes 
that  have  been,  and  forward  to  the  infinitely 
greater  change  that  shall  be ;  and  she  wishes  us 
to  end  one  year  and  begin  another,  with  the  awful 
picture  before  our  eyes  of  the  doom  that  waits  the 
world,  and  the  judgment  that  shall  be. 

*The  time  will  come  when  the  world  will  have 
fallen  on  its  last  days,  and  when  the  shadow  of 
approaching  doom  shall  fall  deep  and  dark  on 
nature  and  the  human  heart.  A  time,  when  the 
system  of  the  thousand  worlds  that  were  sown  in 
space  by  the  creative  Hand  of  the  Almighty,  shall 
have  grown  their  several  harvests,  and  shall  begin 
to  give  token  that  their  purpose  is  wearing  its  com- 
pletion. There  shall  be  signs  in  the  stars,  and  the 
very  light  of  heaven  shall  be  dimmer  than  it  used. 
Rumour  shall  follow  rumour,  as  shadow  follows 
shadow,  when  clouds  are  blown  across  the  troubled 
sky,  raising  vague  forms  of  some  awful  horror  in 
the  hearts  of  the  world's  latest  generation.  The 
things  that  had  been  used  by  God  as  extraordinary 
chastisements  of  His  people,  wars,  famines,  earth- 
quakes, shall  become  so  rife  as  to  lose  their 
strangeness,  though  they  shall  not  lose  their  sting ; 
and  the  very  voices  of  the  wind  and  the  stormy 
music  of  the  sea  shall  begin  to  speak  of  some 
awful  doom  that  is  at  hand.     Stronger  words  to 


*  Some  of  tht  following  paragraphs  are  also  found  in  the  Sermon  for 
First  Sunday  of  Advent. 
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describe  the  effects  of  the  terror  of  those  days, 
cannot  be  found  than  the  words  of  one  Evangelist, 
who  says,  that  "  men  shall  wither  away  with  fear." 

And  then  shall  come  the  end.  The  time  will 
come  when  the  last  man  shall  die,  and  there  shall 
be  none  to  bury  him ;  earth  shall  afford  a  grave  no 
more.  Life  shall  be  swept  utterly  away,  and  a 
silence  as  deep,  but  far  more  awful  than  that  which 
preceded  the  creation,  shall  fall  on  the  dead  world. 
And  that  silence,  how  shall  it  be  broken  ?  The 
angel's  trump  of  doom  shall  send  its  wailing  note 
through  all  the  silent  spaces  of  the  world.  The 
graves  shall  yawn  wide  open  at  the  summons,  the 
sea  give  up  its  drowned.  Earth  shall  render  back 
the  spoils  of  dead  humanity  that  it  treasured  so 
faithfully,  and  the  countless  hosts  that  have  peopled 
all  the  centuries  shall  be  marshalled  together  in 
the  valley  of  Judgment. 

And  we  shall  be  there,  shall  hear  that  trumpet 
sound,  and  our  bodies,  that  we  had  done  with  and 
laid  aside  so  long,  shall  stir  in  the  dust,  and  when 
all  shall  wait  the  judgment,  we  shall  not  be  absent. 
As  surely  as  we  stand  to-day  before  the  hidden 
presence  of  Jesus  in  the  Tabernacle;  as  surely  as 
God's  heaven  bends  above  us,  and  His  earth 
sustains  our  feet,  so  surely  shall  we  one  day 
fall  into  our  places  at  the  bidding  of  the  angel's 
trumpet.     Well,  what  shall  our  thoughts  be  then  ? 

The  bitterest  hour  that  man  can  know  on  earth 
is  the  hour  when  his  sin  has  found  him  out,  with 
the  lash  in  its  hand,  and  when  the  passions  he  has 
been  indulging  turn  to  a  nest  of  scorpions  in  his 
bosom ;  when  the  still  small  voice  of  conscience 
is  louder  than  the  thunder  on  the  inner  ear,  and 
when  the  sinner  in  his  remorse  becomes  loathsome 
even  to  himself,  and  when  men  have  found  him 
out,  and  point  the  finger  of  scorn  at  him,  and 
shudder  at  the  very  mention  of  him,  and  when  he 


394  SERMON'S. 

knows  that,  for  all  time  to  be,  the  very  memory  of 
him  will  be  unholy.  These  are  bitter  .hours  to 
those  they  visit,  but  what  is  this  to  the  awakening 
of  conscience  and  the  gaze  of  men  that  shall  take 
place  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ.  The 
light  of  God  Himself  shall  pierce  the  utmost 
recesses  of  the  sinner's  soul.  "  He  will  search 
Jerusalem  with  lamps."  Concealment  shall  be 
possible  no  more.  The  smile  upon  the  lip  shall  no 
longer  hide  the  treachery  of  the  heart,  and  holi- 
ness of  exterior  that  came  not  from  virtue  but  from 
hypocrisy,  shall  be  a  garment  no  longer  of  honour, 
but  of  ignominy  and  shame. 

Then  shall  the  judgments  of  the  world  be  signally 
reversed.  Then  shall  be  discovered  how  delusive 
were  the  standards  by  which  the  world  measured 
men  and  things.  The  worldly  prudence  of  which 
the  world  makes  so  much,  but  the  basis  of  which 
is  selfishness  and  its  highest  motive  self-interest, 
shall  appear  contemptible  beside  that  heavenly 
wisdom,  which  was  so  far  above  worldly  wisdom, 
that  worldly  wisdom  could  not  understand  it,  but 
sneered  at  it  and  called  it  folly;  so  it  was,  St. 
Paul  had  long  ago  called  it  the  folly  of  the  cross. 
Then  shall  it  be  found  that  things  which  men 
had  long  agreed  to  call  successes  had  been  signal 
failures  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  that  poor  souls 
who  were  thought  to  have  failed  in  life  had  suc- 
ceeded to  an  extent  which  it  had  never  entered  into 
the  heart  of  man  to  conceive.  For,  mark  you, 
success  is  a  very  different  thing,  as  estimated  by 
men,  and  as  estimated  by  God.  And  what  shall 
be  the  subject  of  the  judgment?  All  the  thoughts 
that  men  have  thought  from  the  first  feeling  of 
rapture  that  rose  in  the  heart  of  the  world's  first 
Father  when  He  looked  forth  on  the  fresh  beauty 
of  the  newly-made  universe,  down  to  the  latest 
thought  of  the  man  who  shall  be  last  to  die.    All 


LAST  SUNDAY  AFTER   PENTECOST.  395 

the  words  that  have  ever  fallen  from  human  lips 
in  blessing  or  in  cursing,  in  tenderness  or  in  anger, 
in  seriousness  or  in  sport.  All  the  actions  that 
have  found  a  place  in  the  written  or  unwritten 
annals  of  the  world  that  shall  be  no  more.  All 
shall  be  made  manifest,  and  men  shall  see  them 
all,  before  that  judgment-seat  of  Christ. 

The  sinner  in  this  life  may  do  his  sin  in  secret. 
He  may  seek  the  lonely  places  and  wrap  himself 
around  in  the  darkness  of  the  night.  He  does  not 
parade  his  sins  before  the  world ;  poor  fool !  he 
deems  himself  too  wise  for  that.  He  worships  his 
passions  in  the  depths  of  his  own  heart,  which  no 
human  eye  can  see,  and  he  seems  to  succeed;  for 
he,  whose  every  additional  breath  of  life  is  a 
proof,  did  men  but  know  it,  of  the  infinite  forbear- 
ance of  the  outraged  majesty  of  heaven,  may  live 
his  life  and  sink  into  his  grave  without  any  one 
ever  knowing  what  a  hypocrite  he  was.  Poor 
fool !  did  he  never  cast  a  thought  upon  the  inevit- 
able hour  when  his  secret  sins  will  be  made 
manifest  before  the  assembled  universe? 

And  then  the  sentence  shall  be  uttered,  and  the 
elect  and  the  reprobate  shall  go  their  several  ways, 
to  meet  no  more,  while  heaven  delights,  while  hell 
torments,  while  God  Himself  reigns  on. 

"  What  partings  shall  be  there." 

There  are  partings,  even  on  this  side  the  grave, 
that  are  hard  to  bear.  Bitter  is  the  exile's  sorrow 
when  he  turns  his  back  upon  the  land  he  loves, 
and  knows  that,  for  all  time  to  be,  an  ocean  shall 
roll  between  him  and  the  scenes  where  his  child- 
hood played,  and  which  even  his  man's  heart 
almost  broke  to  leave.  Bitter  is  the  hour  when 
life-long  friends  must  part  to  see  each  other  no 
more,  save  in  such  dreams  as  memory  can  wake 
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from  the  dead  past.  Bitter  is  the  day  when  time  and 
circumstance,  and  what  men  call  fate,  send  forth 
on  widely  diverging  paths  those  who  loved  each 
other  so  well,  that  each  losing  each,  seems  to  lose 
some  dearer  portion  of  his  very  self.  But  what 
are  partings  such  as  these  to  the  parting  that  will 
take  place  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ  ? 
The  line  of  separation  will  run  between  those  who 
were  bound  by  the  closest  ties ;  between  the  child 
and  the  mother  that  bore  him  ;  between  the  father 
and  the  son  of  his  affection  ;  between  the  friend 
and  his  bosom  friend.  Mother  shall  be  parted 
from  daughter,  wife  from  husband,  friend  from 
friend,  priest  from  people,  and  one  part  shall  go 
with  God  and  His  angels  to  the  happiness  of 
heaven  ;  the  other  to  the  sleepless  misery  of  ever- 
lasting torment. 

And  when  shall  these  things  be  ?  Shall  the  end 
of  the  world  be  soon  ?  Yes  ;  it  shall  be  soon.  Not 
that  I  mean  to  imply  that  I  have  any  special 
knowledge  of  a  time  that  God  has  chosen  to  con- 
ceal. But,  so  far  as  we  are  concerned,  the  judg- 
ment shall  be  soon,  and  the  world  shall  soon  end. 
When  a  man  dies,  when  his  body  is  hidden  away,has 
not  the  world  ended  for  him  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses ?  What  matters  it  to  him  what  goes  on  above 
his  grave ;  he  shall  never  have  a  part  in  it  again. 
What  matter  what  men  talk  about,  not  a  word  of 
anything  they  say  shall  ever  pierce  the  "  dull,  cold 
ear  of  death."  Each  of  us  shall  die,  shall  see  the 
shadows  deepen  and  the  coming  of  the  night,  and 
they  will  come  and  close  our  sightless  eyes,  and 
fold  our  dead  hands  across  the  breast  and  look 
their  last  on  the  dead  face,  and,  long  before  they 
shall  have  carried  us  to  the  grave,  we  shall  have 
been  presented  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  heard  the  sentence  that  shall  decide  our 
fate  for  all  the  ages  of  eternity.     After  that  the 
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world  may  go  on  for  a  long  time,  or  for  a  little 
time;  but  long  or  short  we  shall  feel  no  impatience; 
for  it  shall  have  ended  for  us  with  the  day  we 
died,  and  the  last  Judgment  shall  only  confirm  the 
particular  sentence  that  has  been  already  written 
in  the  Judgment  Book  of  God. 

On  every  sin,  judgment  must  be  passed.  We 
may  hide  it  in  our  troubled  hearts,  we  may  keep  it 
from  the  eyes  of  men,  we  may  carry  it  to  the 
grave ;  but,  should  we  do  so,  one  day  it  shall  be 
dragged  to  light  and  the  lightning  of  God's  ven- 
geance will  brand  it  on  our  brow  for  all  the  world 
to  read  in  the  valley  of  the  Judgment.  But  before 
we  come  to  that  tribunal,  we  must  pass  by  another, 
where  our  sin  might  have  been  washed  away, 
where  a  Judgment  not  of  rigorous  justice,  but  of 
tender  mercy  would  have  hidden  it  away  from 
God  and  man  for  ever  and  for  ever.  I  speak  of  the 
tribunal  of  confession.  There  we  may  go  aside 
from  the  gaze  of  men,  whisper  the  sin  into  the 
ear  of  one  who  is  bound  by  his  hope  of  heaven  to 
bury  it  in  a  silence  deeper  and  more  sacred  than 
the  silence  of  the  grave. 
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"For  we  know  that  every  creature  groan eth  and  travail eth  in 
pain  even  till  now." — Romans,  viii. 

My  brethren,  even  in  the  physical  world  the 
Apostle  traces  the  sad  effects  of  that  first  fall, 
that  brought  a  curse  upon  the  homes  of  men,  and 
made  earth  desolate.  And,  in  truth,  if  we  but  look 
round  us,  we  shall  see  enough  to  convince  us  of 
the  truth  of  his  assertion.  The  world  indeed  is 
very  beautiful,  the   landscapes  brighten   beneath 
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the  sunshine  and  soften  beneath  the  shadows ;  but 
if  we  look  more  closely  we  will  see  that  what  of 
beauty  is  in  it  all  is  but  the  shadow  of  some  far 
greater,  long  departed  beauty,  that  was  marred  by 
some  mischance.  The  sun  paints  brilliant  hues 
upon  the  flowers,  but  there  is  scarce  a  petal  but 
what  hides  a  thorn ;  full  many  a  thing  of  beauty 
makes  but  a  mask  for  death ;  when  the  fruit  is  at 
its  ripest  it  is  nearest  to  decay ;  and  it  is  not 
strange  that  even  the  dumb,  dead  objects  of  this 
material  world  should  sicken,  as  with  hope 
deferred,  and  seem  to  groan  for  the  hour  of  its 
release. 

But,  my  brethren,  not  in  the  material  world,  but 
in  the  moral  world,  are  the  sad  effects  of  the 
primal  fall  more  clearly  discernible.  *  It  has  left 
its  mark  on  every  faculty,  and  its  influence  on 
every  act.  It  strives  hard,  and  strives  too  often 
with  success,  to  make  the  purposes  of  our  lives  its 
own,  and  to  pervert  the  best  instincts  of  our 
nature  to  effect  its  evil  work.  It  has  blinded  the 
intellect,  it  has  unnerved  the  will,  it  has  left  such 
confusion  and  antagonism  in  the  nature  it  has 
spoiled,  that,  but  for  some  external  guiding  light, 
man  would  be,  even  to  himself,  an  inexplicable 
mystery.  For,  let  me  ask  you,  what  would  of 
necessity  be  the  view  of  life,  if  holy  faith,  suggest- 
ing alike  the  bane  and  the  antidote,  had  not 
stricken  light  through  the  shadows  that  surround 
us.  Man  would  find  himself  here,  not  knowing 
whence  or  why  he  came,  or  whither  the  fleeting 
years  were  bearing  him  away.  In  the  midst  of 
such  a  darkness  he  would  find  within  himself  the 
aspiring  of  a  rational  soul  clashing  with  the 
instincts  of  an  animal  nature,  something  of  the 
God,  something  of  the  beast,  and  he  would  dis- 
cern, in  his  inmost  being,  the  elements  of  a  strife 
that  could  have   for  him   no   meaning.      "Reason 
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would  find  the  limits  of  its  sway,  would  guess 
that  there  was  in  the  outer  darkness  a  something 
that  baffled  all  its  power,  and  the  guess  would  be 
a  new  trouble.  Conscience  would  claim  a  mastery 
over  action,  but  would  be  able  to  produce  no 
warrant  for  the  dominion  it  would  claim,  save  that 
it  would  seem  to  speak  as  having  power.  The 
human  intellect  would  be  keen  enough  to  discover 
that  there  was  presented  to  it  a  riddle  which  yet 
it  was  not  keen  enough  to  solve ;  life  would  be  a 
mystery,  death  a  horror ;  the  world  would  be  one 
vast  prison-house;  and  the  human  heart,  filled 
with  desires,  to  which  it  could  give  no  vent,  would 
dash  itself  in  vain  against  the  bars. 

And,  even  when  the  light  of  faith  has  shone 
upon  the  darkness,  when  the  mysteries  that  lie 
round  our  lives  are  mysteries  no  more,  when 
we  can  read,  as  in  an  open  book,  the  high  designs 
of  God  on  this  His  universe,  even  then  is  not  the 
world,  even  the  world  of  the  faithful,  a  saddening 
spectacle?  Sublime  belief  and  high  profession, 
side  by  side  with  poor,  mean,  sinful  practice; 
unspeakable  mysteries  wrought  into  lives  that 
grovel  in  the  dust  and  mire  of  sordid  earthly 
cares ;  sacraments  almost  losing  their  signifi- 
cance, the  fruit  of  them  is  so  small  and  so  hard 
to  see.  Yes,  my  brethren,  it  is  still  true  that  God 
comes  into  the  world  that  wras  made  by  Him,  and 
that  world  knows  Him  not;  still  comes  to  His 
own,  and  His  own  receive  Him  not;  and  in  the 
sad  pages  of  that  open  book,  which  the  Gospel 
calls  the  world,  we  can  read  the  confirmation  of 
that  pathetic  utterance :  "  The  foxes  have  holes, 
and  the  birds  of  the  air  nests,  but  the  Son  of  Man 
has  not  where  He  may  lay  His  head."  But  to 
those  who  receive  Him  He  still  gives  power  to 
become  the  children  of  God ;  and  there  are  souls 
snatched  from  the  wreck  and  ruin  of  the  world,  to 
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whom  His  voice  is  sweet,  and  His  love  is  pre- 
cious ;  souls  whom  He  leads  apart  into  the 
solitude,  that  He  may  speak  to  their  hearts  ;  whom 
He  loves  with  a  special  predilection  and  attracts 
by  a  special  sweetness ;  souls  whose  every  throb 
goes  up  to  God,  set  to  the  music  of  the  inspired 
words  :  "  How  lovely  are  Thy  tabernacles,  O 
Lord  God  of  Hosts ;  my  soul  longeth  and  fainteth 
for  the  courts  of  the  Lord." 

I  have  been  led,  my  brethren,  to  make  these 
reflections  by  the  solemn  ceremony  which  we  are 
here  to  witness.  For  here  before  us  is  one  young 
soul,  who,  guided  by  faith  and  illumined  by  grace, 
is  solving  for  herself  the  mystery  of  life.  Thus 
early  has  she  made  her  own  the  all-important 
truth,  that  she  is  not  made  for  earth.  Thus  early 
have  her  young  eyes  looked  forth  upon  the  world, 
thus  early  has  her  heart  despised  it.  The  world 
might  seem  beautiful ;  but,  in  what  of  beauty  there 
is  in  it,  she  saw  but  the  dim  reflection  of  the 
beauty  of  Him,  of  Whom  all  earth's  loveliness  is 
but  a  faint  and  far-off  shadow.  Yes ;  she  seeks  to 
bid  eternal  farewell  to  all  earth's  pleasures ;  to 
consecrate  the  virgin  freshness  of  her  soul  to  Him 
Who  made  it  to  His  image  ;  to  put  aside  the  bane- 
ful but  intoxicating  cup  which  the  world  offers  to 
its  votaries,  and  to  lay  upon  her  lips,  instead,  the 
bitter  but  saving  chalice  which  Jesus  emptied  to 
the  dregs.  The  voices  of  earth  might  murmur 
round  her,  but  they  passed  her  like  the  idle  winds ; 
whispers  of  wordliness  might  come  to  her,  but  in 
her  heart  they  found  no  echo.  Clouds  of  passion, 
that  arise  from  a  fallen  nature,  might  pass  over 
her  soul,  but  they  passed  like  shadows  down  a 
sunny  slope  when  the  low  sun  strikes  on  them, 
and,  like  them,  left  not  a  mark  to  tell  that  they 
had  passed.  The  billows  might  surge  round  her, 
but,  high  above  the  murmur  of   a   wicked  world, 
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her  ears  drank  in  the  music  of  one  sweet  voice. 
It  came  to  her  across  the  troubled  waters,  saying, 
in  words  of  the  Canticle,  "  Come  out  from  Libanus, 
my  spouse,  come  out  from  Libanus,  come,  thou 
shalt  be  crowned."  And  rising  quickly,  like 
Mary,  she  answered,  "  I  come,"  and,  leaving  all, 
she  seeks  to  follow  Jesus. 

It  is  not  strange,  my  brethren,  that  a  religion 
established  by  a  crucified  Saviour  should  be  a 
religion  of  sacrifice.  By  the  sacrifice  of  Himself 
has  Jesus  saved  us,  by  the  sacrifice  of  ourselves 
must  that  salvation  be  applied  to  us.  And  here 
behold  the  perfection  of  the  spirit  of  sacrifice ; 
the  spirit  that  seeks  admission  to  a  state,  the 
essential  condition  of  which  is  the  sacrifice  of  that 
thing  which,  of  all  others,  is  dearest  to  the  human 
heart,  that  thing  which  in  itself  includes  every- 
thing that  is  dear  to  all,  the  sacrifice  of  self-will. 
To  renounce  her  will,  to  give  her  liberty  away, 
to  place  her  life  and  her  life's  purposes  in  the 
keeping  of  another,  to  bind  herself  to  regulate 
her  every  action  by  another's  bidding  !  Ah  !  my 
brethren,  it  is  only  a  religion  like  ours  that  could 
present  the  spectacle  of  a  sacrifice  like  this. 

Not  that  in  reality  the  world  that  she  is  leaving 
has  anything  of  solid  happiness  to  them  who  serve 
it.  It  comes  to  buy  from  us  our  immortal  souls, 
and  the  price  it  offers  may  be  summed  up  in  three 
brief  words,  riches,  honours,  pleasures ;  and  it 
behoves  every  Christian  to  consider  whether  he 
will  sell  for  them  the  soul  that  God  has  given  him 
to  save.  For  riches  ?  Oh  !  my  brethren,  whom  have 
they  made  happy  ?  Do  they  not  bring  cares  to 
break  the  rich  man's  rest  and  vex  his  troubled 
spirit  ?  Can  they  bring  balm  to  a  wounded  con- 
science ?  Can  they  soothe  an  aching  heart  ?  Ote  ! 
no,  my  brethren,  it  would  be  a  poor  price  for  an 
immortal   soul.     Let  the   fool  go  forth  if  he  will, 
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and  start  in  the  mad  race  for  riches ;  let  him  sow 
the  toil  and  sweat  of  his  body,  the  uneasiness  and 
anxiety  of  his  troubled  spirit ;  let  him  reap  the 
golden  harvest,  and  gather  it  into  his  granaries, 
and  then,  in  the  hour  of  his  pride  and  success,  as 
surely  as  God  has  said  it,  the  terrible  voice  will 
sound  in  his  ears,  "  Fool,  fool,  this  night  thy  soul 
shall  be  demanded  of  thee,"  and  what  will  he 
bring  with  him  to  the  grave  ?  Oh,  my  brethren, 
there  is  no  semblance  of  riches  there,  save  the 
tinsel  that  glistens  on  the  lid  of  the  coffin. 

Honours,  shall  we  sell  our  souls  for  these  ?  To 
sit  a  little  above  our  fellows,  and  have  our  names 
a  theme  of  praise,  to  have  men  watch  our  every 
action,  and  be  mindful  of  our  lightest  word,  and 
then  to  die  and  be  forgotten,  and  have  our  places 
filled  by  others,  whom  the  world  will  flatter  even 
as  it  flatters  us.  Or,  even  take  the  purchase  at 
its  best,  to  leave  our  names  to  the  years  and  the 
centuries ;  nay,  to  live  upon  the  lips  of  men  till  the 
day  of  doom.  Oh  !  my  brethren,  what  a  price  wq 
should  have  paid  that  we  might  look  up  for  ever 
from  the  flames  of  hell  and  hear  the  world  babble 
of  us  and  our  dead  unprofitable  past ! 

Pleasures!  Oh,  my  brethren,  they  have  no 
charm  that  is  real,  no  enticement  that  is  not 
delusive.  Their  wine  tastes  sweet  upon  the  lips 
at  first,  but  soon  it  palls  upon  the  palate.  We 
may  sow  in  foolish  joy,  but  the  bread  of  the 
harvest  wili  be  bitter  with  our  tears.  When  we 
have  drained  the  cup  of  pleasure  to  the  dregs  we 
find  only  remorse ;  remorse  that  is  the  type  and 
the  precursor  of  the  worm  that  never  dieth,  and 
the  fire  that  is  not  extinguished. 

And  yet,  my  brethren,  though  the  world's  prizes 
are  in  reality  delusive,  a  sacrifice  like  this  is  no 
less  sacrifice ;  for  true  though  it  be  that  they  are 
valueless,  yet  it  is  sometimes  a  hard  and  hopeless 
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task  to  persuade  youth  that  the  fact  is  so.  The 
grey  hairs  of  premature  age  may  tell  their  sorrow- 
ful story,  the  lips  of  age  may  say  hard  things 
about  the  world,  and  on  the  early  wrinkled  brow 
we  may  read  how  valueless  earth's  prizes  are. 
But  still  youth  will  not  believe  on  the  saying  of 
another;  youth  will  dream  to  conquer  where 
others  have  but  failed ;  youth  will  lay  out  for 
itself  years,  and  buy  experience  for  itself,  and  it 
is  only  when  the  tingling  blood  grows  cold,  it  is 
only  when  the  weary  heart  begins  to  go  with 
ever  slower  beat,  it  is  only  when  the  treacherous 
silver  steals  into  the  locks  of  youth,  it  is  only 
then  that  the  vanquished  champion  lends  his  voice 
to  swell  the  sad,  sad  cry,  that  has  gone  up  for  ever 
from  the  human  heart,  "  Vanity  of  vanities,  all  is 
vanity."  Oh  I  my  brethren,  only  two  things  can 
practically  teach  the  vanity  of  the  world — ex- 
perience and  grace.  The  mass  of  men  seek  the 
knowledge  by  experience.  Here  is  a  soul  that 
has  been  wise  enough  to  seek  and  to  follow  the 
teaching  of  grace. 

It  would  not  be  well,  my  brethren,  for  such 
amongst  you  as  God  may  not  have  called  to  the 
religious  state  to  go  away,  and  take  no  lesson 
from  the  scene  you  witness.  Does  it  say  nothing 
to  your  hearts  ?  Does  it  contain  no  lesson  that 
bears  upon  your  own  eternal  destinies  ?  For  what 
purpose  is  this  sacrifice  made  ?  To  what  end  does 
this  soul  seek  refuge  from  the  wickedness  of  the 
world  ?  Is  it  not  that  she  may  fulfil,  at  any  cost, 
as  God  has  shown  her,  the  end  of  her  creation  ? 
And  is  the  end  of  her  creation  different  in  aught 
from  the  end  of  yours  ?  We  have  all  of  us  to  be 
saved  ;  there  is  but  one  God  Whom  we  serve, 
one  Heaven  where  we  hope  to  meet ;  state  may 
differ  from  state  in  the  perfection  it  requires,  but 
all  must  be  so  used  as  to  lead  at  last  to  God.     Oh  I 
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my  brethren,  learn  to-day  the  importance  of  your 
last  end ;  learn  to  bear  with  Christian  patience 
the  crosses  God  may  send  you ;  learn  to  infuse 
into  your  lives  that  spirit  of  sacrifice,  the  occasion 
of  which  is  found  on  every  life-path ;  and  though 
your  course  through  life  may  lie  through  paths 
far  different  from  the  paths  of  the  cloisters,  yet  in 
Heaven's  cloisters  all  the  children  of  the  house- 
hold shall  meet,  to  part  no  more,  at  the  feet  of  our 
Great  Father. 

And,  oh !  dear  sister,  who  has  this  day  entered 
upon  that  great  work,  which  may  God  make 
perfect,  how  shall  I  congratulate  you  on  the  grace 
you  have  received  ?  You  have  been  called  away 
from  many  perils  and  sheltered  round  from  many 
things  that  make  salvation  hard.  In  the  quiet  of 
the  cloister  your  life  shall  glide  calmly  on, 
undisturbed  by  most  of  the  storms  that  vex  the 
spirit  and  wear  out  the  troubled  heart.  The 
peace  of  the  sanctuary  will  make  an  atmosphere 
of  holiness  round  your  soul.  You  will  become 
familiar  to  Jesus,  you  will  learn  to  love  Him  as 
a  friend  ;  many  of  your  hours  you  will  spend 
instructing  His  poor  unto  justice,  and  leading 
little  children  to  His  feet.  But  with  words  of 
congratulation  must  come  a  warning  too.  Deem 
not  that  the  fight  is  over,  deem  not  that  the  work 
is  done.  The  gate  of  the  cloister  is  not  like  the 
tomb,  and  only  in  the  tomb  shall  our  rest  be 
perfect.  Religion  does  not  extinguish  passion, 
it  leaves  our  fallen  nature  fallen  still.  Tempat- 
tions  and  trials  you  will  have  to  bear,  and 
separated  though  you  be  from  the  outer  world  you 
will  have  to  guard  against  the  subtle  atmosphere 
of  worldliness,  which  even  the  doors  of  the  cloister 
cannot  shut  utterly  away ;  a  subtle  worldliness 
that  might  steal  upon  you  unawares,  might  spoil 
the  merit  of  your  works,  and  send  you,  after  long 
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years,  with  empty  hands  before  your  God.  That 
which  is  highest  and  holiest  in  itself  is  lowest  and 
meanest  when  it  is  spoiled.  Let  your  life  be  in 
accordance  with  your  high  vocation,  and  let  its 
end  correspond  with  the  great  beginning  of 
to-day.  Strive  through  all  the  years  that  God 
may  use  your  services  to  live  for  each  day  as  if  it 
stood  alone.  Look  not  on  your  course  through 
life  as  stretching  out  through  many  years,  each 
day  a  copy  of  the  last.  "  Sufficient  for  the  day  is 
the  evil  thereof,"  and  believe  the  good  is  sufficient 
too.  Think  not  of  the  good  works  of  yesterday, 
they  are  written  in  eternal  memory  ;  no  fear  they 
shall  be  forgotten.  Look  not  to  the  good  works 
of  to-morrow ;  for  you  to-morrow  may  never  come ; 
only  the  present  is  your  own,  and  each  day  shall 
find  upon  your  lips,  and  in  your  heart,  "  This  day 
have  I  begun." 

And  so,  walking  in  the  footsteps  of  the  holy 
ones  who  have  gone  before  you,  telling  the  rosary 
of  life,  and  making  each  bead  a  bead  of  merit, 
saving  God's  Church  by  those  prayers  that  move 
the  hand  and  hold  the  hearts  of  kings,  looking  for 
no  earthly  reward,  but  casting  your  bread  upon 
the  waters,  in  the  sure  hope  that,  after  the  many 
days  of  this  mortal  pilgrimage,  you  will  find  it  in 
a  better  world,  you  will  go  onward  to  the  end; 
and  what  shall  be  that  end  ?  After  years,  few  or 
many,  God  only  knows,  some  day  the  bell  will  toll, 
the  sisters  will  assemble  before  the  altar,  but  you 
will  not  be  there,  your  seat  in  choir  shall  be 
vacant,  your  place  shall  know  you  no  more.  The 
procession  shall  be  formed,  and  the  Viaticum  will 
be  borne  to  your  bed  of  death.  He  Whom  you 
have  loved  will  come  to  comfort  you  in  that  awful 
hour,  and  your  lips  shall  receive  Him  Whose  lips 
will  soon  pronounce  your  judgment ;  and,  passing 
from   this  vale   of  tears  to  the  brightness  of  the 
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promised  land,  angels  will  receive  you  there; 
they  will  lead  you  to  Jesus,  and  He  will  clothe 
you  with  a  spotless  robe.  You  will  find  upon 
your  lips  the  mystic  song  that  only  virgins  sing, 
and  you  shall  be,  for  ever  and  for  ever,  of  that 
happy  band,  "Who  follow  the  Lamb  whither- 
soever He  goeth," 
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A  SPEECH  ON  THE  EDUCATION  QUESTION, 
DELIVERED  AT  A  MEETING  HELD  IN 
MARYBOROUGH,  NOV.  igtk,  1871. 


My  friends,  when  God  implanted  in  the  human 
heart  the  parental  instinct,  He  placed  it  under  the 
sacred  guardianship  of  the  three  great  ideas  that 
lie  at  the  very  foundation  of  man's  moral  dignity, 
social  happiness,  and  eternal  destiny — the  three 
sovereign  ideas  of  right,  of  duty,  and  of  responsi- 
bility. And  our  main  business,  in  assembling  to 
put  forward  our  views  upon  the  question  of  educa- 
tion— our  main  business,  in  this,  as  in  every  ques- 
tion that  is  submitted  to  us  for  solution,  is  to  apply 
to  it  the  test  of  these  fundamental  ideas.  The 
Catholic  Church,  the  uncompromising  advocate  of 
the  rights  of  man,  as  well  as  the  persistent  incul- 
cator  of  his  duties,  and  the  unflinching  proclaimer 
of  his  responsibilities,  the  Catholic  Church  declares 
the  right  of  Catholic  parents  to  direct  the  education 
of  their  children  ;  she  declares  also  that  this  right 
has  annexed  to  it  the  correlative  duty  of  educating 
them  according  to  the  principles  of  their  religion ; 
and  she  declares  that  this  right  and  this  duty  bring 
with  them  the  responsibility  of  answering  for  their 
exercise  before  no  less  a  tribunal  than  theju  dgment-« 
seat  of  God.  Hence  nothing  can  be  more  import- 
ant   to    a    Catholic    people    than  to    understand 
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thoroughly  a  question  that  has  so  much  to  do  with 
their  present  and  their  future  as  the  question  of 
education.  Education  in  its  literal  meaning,  and 
in  its  largest  sense,  is  the  drawing  forth,  the  de- 
velopment, of  the  powers  and  faculties  of  man.  To 
educate  a  man,  as  man,  is  to  draw  forth,  cultivate, 
train,  direct  the  powers  that  God  has  given  him. 
It  is  to  take  into  account  the  powers  themselves, 
and  the  end  for  which  they  have  been  given,  and 
to  cultivate  them,  with  a  view  to  the  attainment  of 
that  end.  Observe,  I  use  the  expression  "  to  edu- 
cate a  man  as  man."  For  you  may  train  a  man  in 
part — you  may,  for  example,  train  the  physical 
portion  of  man  to  a  high  degree  of  perfection ;  but 
such  training,  however  perfect  it  might  be  of  its 
kind,  would  neither  deserve  nor  obtain  the  name 
of  education.  You  must,  if  you  wish  thoroughly  to 
educate  a  man,  you  must  take  into  account  not 
only  his  body,  but  his  soul ;  not  only  his  present, 
but  his  future ;  not  only  his  temporal  end,  but  his 
eternal  destiny.  No  education  that  does  not  con- 
template these  things  can  claim  to  be  complete, 
and  the  failure  of  any  educational  system  will  be 
all  the  greater  in  proportion  as  the  part  that  is 
overlooked  is  the  more  important.  Do  not  all 
these  seem  to  you  the  merest  truisms  ?  Yet  t  hey 
contain  in  themselves  quite  sufficient  to  settle  the 
education  question  in  accordance  with  the  demands 
of  the  Catholic  Church.  On  the  very  face  ot  it, 
what  claim,  even  to  scientific  completeness,  can  an 
educational  scheme  possess,  that  by  ignoring  reli- 
gion, necessarily  ignores  the  noblest  part  of  man, 
and  that  by  confining  its  views  to  mere  temporal 
ends  and  interests,  shuts  out  all  consideration  of 
the  eternal  end  and  the  eternal  interest,  that  give 
to  man  his  real  dignity,  and  to  human  life  its  real 
significance  ?  The  truth  is,  however,  that  the  con- 
troversy upon  which  we,  Catholics,  are  called  upon 
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to  enter,  is  only  one  issue,  but  a  very  representative 
one,  of  the  conflict  that  is  waged  for  ever,  and  for 
ever  to  be  waged,  between  the  world  and  the 
Church.  The  Church,  on  the  one  hand,  standing 
alike  beside  man's  cradle  and  his  grave,  raising  his 
thoughts  to  higher  levels,  filling  his  soul  with  nobler 
aspirations,  mouldinghis  conduct  by  purer  standards 
than  any  that  earth  could  supply  ;  the  Church  that 
sanctifies  his  childhood,  inspires  his  youth,  ennobles 
his  manhood,  and  fills  the  dim  eye  and  withered 
heart  of  his  age  with  visions  of  a  glory  that  shall 
never  fade  (applause).  The  world,  on  the  other 
hand,  striving  to  put  its  own  mark  upon  a  man,  to 
lower  his  aspirations  to  its  own  sordid  levels,  and 
to  divest  him  of  every  thought,  and  hope,  and 
concern  for  the  world  beyond  the  grave.  This  is 
the  everlasting  conflict  between  the  world  and  the 
Church ;  and,  as  the  peculiar  battle-ground  of  these 
conflicting  claims  is  the  human  intellect,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  now,  as  in  every  stage  of  the  Church's 
progress — when  she  had  ceased  to  battle  for  bare 
existence — the  question  ot  education  has  come  to 
the  front,  to  take  its  place  as  the  most  important 
subject  that  can  engage  the  attention  of  her  children. 
Let  us  see  how  this  comes  to  be  so.  The  life  of 
every  being  is  measured  by  its  action — its  action 
is  measured  by  its  force.  These  three  ideas — life, 
action,  force — are  strictly  correlative,  and,  as  they 
have  been  given  by  Infinite  Wisdom,  they  bring 
with  them  another  idea — the  idea  of  destiny.  If  it 
be  granted  that  a  being  has  life  in  which  to  act, 
and  force  to  produce  action,  and  if  it  be  granted, 
moreover,  that  Infinite  Wisdom  has  given  him  these 
gifts,  the  conclusion  is  obvious  that  they  were  given 
for  a  definite  end,  and  that,  consequently,  they  are 
the  measure  of  the  destiny  of  the  being  to  whom 
they  have  been  given.  Now,  if  we  look  abroad 
upon  the  world,  we  perceive  that  there  are  just  two, 
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and  only  two  forces — material  force  and  moral  force ; 
the  first  is  the  more  obvious,  the  second  the  more 
powerful,  and,  in  the  long  run,  the  second  must  pre- 
dominate over  the  first.  The  first  is  the  more 
obvious,  because  it  appeals  to  sense.  When  we 
look  around  us  upon  the  world  the  first  thing  that 
strikes  us  is  the  action  of  the  material  forces  of 
nature — some  exercised  silently,  as  the  force  that 
pushes  out  the  bud,  and  unfolds  the  leaf,  and 
enlarges  the  fruit ;  others  striking  on  the  ear,  as 
the  whisper  of  the  wind,  and  the  rush  of  the  storm, 
and  the  rippling  of  the  stream,  and  the  thunder  of 
the  sea — all  appealing  with  more  or  less  force  to 
one  or  other  of  the  senses.  But  when  these  pass 
through  the  avenue  of  the  senses  to  the  inner  temple 
of  the  mind,  when  they  begin  to  form  matter  for 
thought — when  we  begin  to  reflect  upon  them  all, 
we  perceive,  first,  that  they  must  have  a  cause ; 
secondly,  that  that  cause  must  be  an  intelligent 
cause.  In  other  words,  beneath  the  many-hued 
surface  of  material  nature,  we  recognise  the  presence 
of  a  will.  Yes,  underneath  all  is  a  moral  force — 
the  force  of  a  directing  mind,  of  a  masterful  wil\ 
that  gives  them  their  existence  and  their  direction 
Need  I  say  to  you  that  this  will  is  the  supreme  and 
sovereign  will  of  the  Almighty  God  ?  But  the 
same  order  is  observed  in  man,  who  is  made  in 
God's  image.  In  man  we  find  these  two  forces  in 
the  same  relative  rank.  He  has  material  force,  but 
that  force  will  not  come  into  operation  until  it  has 
first  been  moved  by  a  will,  either  his  own,  where  he 
acts  freely,  or  in  cases  in  which  he  is  coerced  by  the 
will  of  another.  Hence,  will  is  the  great  motive 
power  of  man  and  of  the  world.  But  neither 
individual  man,  nor  societies,  nor  states  can  will 
anything  which  they  do  not  first  know ;  hence,  as 
the  only  road  to  the  will  lies  through  the  intellect, 
whoever  wishes  to  establish  upon  earth  or  in  the 
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heart  of  man  a  lasting  empire  of  whatever  sort, 
must  first  seize  upon  the  citadel  of  power — the 
human  intellect.  Hence  our  divine  Lord,  wishing 
to  place  the  foundation  of  His  empire  over  the 
human  soul,  having  first,  as  it  were,  drawn  a  dis- 
tinction between  temporal  life  and  the  life  that  is 
eternal,  declared  "  This  is  eternal  life,  to  know  God, 
and  Jesus  Christ  whom  He  has  sent."  In  other 
words,  He  claimed  to  depose  all  other  empires,  not 
from  the  power  they  exercised  within  their  proper 
sphere,  but  from  any  primacy  they  would  ever  claim. 
And  as  the  life  which  they  could  foster  would  be 
at  best  mere  temporal  life,  and  consequently  inferior 
to  eternal,  as  a  necessary  consequence,  His  empire, 
founded  like  every  other  empire,  human  and  divine, 
upon  knowledge,  was  to  be  superior  to  all  others ;  to 
take  the  first  place  and  the  first  consideration,  and 
to  subordinate  to  itself,  to  its  claims,  and  to  its 
interests,  all  other  claims  and  interests  and  purposes 
upon  earth.  It  was  a  large  pretension — so  large 
that  it  could  have  been  justifiably  made  by  no  one 
who  was  less  than  He  Who  advanced  it.  Is  it  any 
wonder  that  the  world  that  did  not  believe  in  Him 
resented  it  by  crucifying  Him  ?  But  He  was  God, 
and  crucifixion  could  not  suppress  Him.  He  left 
upon  earth  a  Church  in  which  His  claims  were  or- 
ganized, in  which  He  has  a  Vicar  to  represent  Him, 
and  that  Church  neither  does,  nor  ever  can,  abate 
one  tittle  of  that  high  demand  (applause).  Is  it 
wonderful  that  the  Church  should  have  succeeded 
as  to  his  claims  and  his  power,  so  also,  to  his  crown 
of  thorns  and  his  cross  ?  Yes,  she  has  had  and 
maintained  in  every  age  a  hand-to-hand,  conflict 
with  the  pride  of  man's  intellect,  and  the  passions 
of  his  heart.  She  was  borne  from  Jerusalem  to 
Rome,  from  Calvary  to  the  Vatican,  in  the  bleeding 
hands  and  in  the  tortured  hearts  of  the  white-robed 
army   of  her   martyred   children.     She   has   been 
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treated  in  every  respect  as  her  Divine  Founder  was 
treated.  Sometimes  the  world  took  up  stones  to 
cast  them  at  her,  sometimes  again  it  seemed  to  let 
her  alone — nay  at  times  it  even  cried  If  Hosanna," 
and  strewed  palms  beneath  her  passing  ;  but  never 
more  certain  was  it,  than,  at  such  times,  that  the 
Church  was  on  her  way  to  a  Calvary  where  the 
world  would  crucify  her.  But  when  the  world  had 
crucified  her,  and  had  gone  its  way,  and  had  thought 
that  it  had  seen  the  end — the  Church  rose  again, 
like  her  divine  Master  ;  for  her  life  partook  of  the 
immortality  of  His,  and  she  was  seen  again  upon 
the  crowded  highways,  and  in  the  busy  streets — 
making  good  her  way,  winning  back  inch  by  inch 
the  ground  that  she  had  lost,  and  seeking  her 
proselytes  among  the  very  children  of  her  bitterest 
enemies  (applause).  But  mark — this  has  always 
been  the  order  of  persecution.  First,  the  Church 
was  persecuted  on  account  of  her  very  existence  ; 
then  when  her  existence  could  neither  be  ignored 
nor  prevented,  she  was  persecuted  for  her  claims- 
First  she  was  attacked  because  she  appeared  in  the 
world  at  all,  then,  when  she  had  made  good  her 
ground,  she  was  attacked  for  not  keeping  within 
what  the  world  chose  to  consider  her  proper  sphere. 
First  it  was  said — ft  What  brings  you  Catholics  here 
at  all,  you  must  be  exterminated  ? "  Then  when 
extermination  was  found  impracticable,  it  is  said — 
"  Why  will  not  you  Catholics  keep  your  Catholicity 
to  yourselves,  inside  your  churches  and  your  houses, 
and  not  be  obtruding  it  upon  people  to  whom  it  is 
hateful,  or  at  any  rate  unwelcome  ?  Why  do  you 
come  into  the  business  of  life  and  the  bustle  of 
men  with  your  supernatural  faith,  and  your  ideas 
about  God,  and  your  notions  about  a  future  thaf 
interfere  so  sadly  with  the  pleasure  and  the  profit 
of  the  present  ?  Why  will  you  not  lay  aside  the 
aggressive  principles  of  your  distinctive  Catholicity, 
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and,  if  you  must  have  religion,  why  not  be  satisfied 
with  that  accommodating  profession,  which  never 
cost  a  martyrdom — 'our  common  Christianity  V " 
This  order  of  persecution  has  been  signally  illus- 
trated in  the  history  of  our  own  country.  At  first 
it  was  thought  to  exterminate  Catholicity  from  the 
soil  of  Ireland,  and  then  when  the  strenuous  efforts 
of  ten  generations  of  persecutors  and  the  malignant 
influence  of  a  penal  code  of  unexampled  barbarity 
failed  to  carry  out  that  fell  design,  it  has,  in  its 
turn,  come  about,  in  our  own  day,  that  the  attack 
is  to  be  made  upon  Ireland's  faith  by  the  devilish 
engine  of  a  godless  education.  It  is  thought  that 
what  the  gibbet  and  the  sword  failed  to  achieve 
may  be  effected  by  a  system  of  education  that 
would  poison  the  very  springs  of  religious  feeling, 
and  that  might,  in  a  few  years,  leave  Ireland 
infidel,  atheistical,  indifferent,  but  at  any  rate  no 
longer  Catholic.  But  still,  thank  God,  we  have  a 
vigilant  episcopate  and  a  zealous  priesthood,  and  a 
faithful  people,  and  while  these  three  hold  together, 
as  they  do,  bound  by  the  golden  chains  whose  links 
are  forged  alike  by  common  memories  of  a  glorious 
past,  by  mutual  affection  in  the  living  present,  and 
by  untiring  solicitude  for  Ireland's  future;  while 
these  three — bishops,  priests,  people — stand  fast 
together,  shoulder  to  shoulder  in  the  press  of  battle, 
beneath  the  banner  of  the  Church  that  is  blazoned 
with  a  thousand  victories  won  in  kindred  struggles, 
we  well  may  hope  that  godless  education  will  be 
as  vain  against  the  Catholicity  of  the  Ireland  of  the 
present  as  were  the  sword  and  the  gibbet,  and  the 
exile  and  the  prison  against  the  unshaken  fidelity  of 
our  dead  fathers  to  the  Church  of  God  (applause). 
There  has  always  been  an  assumption  on  the  part 
of  our  adversaries,  an  assumption  based  either 
on  the  most  culpable  ignorance,  or  the  most  disin- 
genuous malice,  that  the  Catholic  Church  is  hostile 
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to  knowledge.  Much  has  been  spoken  and  written 
on  the  thesis — "  Science  versus  religion*"  Of 
course,  you  know  that  between  the  revealed  Word 
of  God,  committed  to  the  keeping  of  His  ever  living 
Church,  and  the  legitimate  conclusions  of  the 
human  intellect,  in  what  are  styled  purely  sciential 
matters,  there  neither  is,  nor  can  be,  any  firce 
conflict.  The  same  God  is  the  enlightener,  at 
once,  of  the  Church  and  of  the  human  intellect. 
Between  true  religion  and  true  science  there  is  no 
controversy,  nay,  the  very  thesis — "  Science  versus 
religion,"  shows  in  its  very  wording  a  lamentable 
want  of  appreciation  both  of  the  nature  of  religion 
and  the  nature  of  science.  Religion,  when  it  is 
anything  of  worth  —  certainly,  religion  in  the 
Catholic  Church  is,  in  the  very  strictest  sense,  itself 
a  science ;  and  to  lay  down  the  thesis  "  Science 
versus  religion  "  is  as  absurd  as  it  would  be  to  lay 
down  the  thesis,  "  Science  versus  astronomy  or 
optics."  The  real  controversy  is  to  determine  the 
place  of  religion  among  the  sciences  which  fall 
within  the  capacity  of  man.  We,  Catholics,  have 
our  answer  ready.  First,  we  say  religion  is  a  science, 
and  hence,  to  attempt  to  educate  without  teaching 
religion  is  not  only  to  be  irreligious,  but  it  is  to  be, 
in  the  highest  degree,  unphilosophical.  But  we  say 
more  :  not  only  is  religion  a  science,  but  among 
all  the  sciences  it  holds  the  first  and  principal 
place  ;  and  to  educate  without  religion  is  not  only 
unphilosophical,  but  it  is  even  impossible,  if  by 
education  is  meant,  as  should  be  meant,  such  a  cul- 
tivation of  the  powers  of  man  as  best  enables  him 
to  attain  the  end  for  which  he  has  been  created. 
We  hold,  too,  that  so  absolutely  necessary  is  reli- 
lious  teaching,  that  if  it  were  needs  a  question  of 
alternative,  between,  say,  the  five  principal  mys- 
teries, on  the  one  hand,  and  on  the  other,  the  whole 
sum  and  circle  of  human  knowledge  that  has  been 
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harvested  by  the  intellectual  toil  of  all  past  gene- 
rations, there  could  be  no  question  that  the  know- 
ledge of  these  five  mysteries  would  be,  for  the 
education  of  a  man,  in  the  highest  sense,  infinitely 
the  more  important.  These  are  some  of  our 
convictions  as  Catholics,  and  we  only  ask  to  be 
legislated  for  in  a  spirit  that  will  respect  these 
convictions,  which,  while  they  are  an  inseparable 
portion  of  our  Catholic  lives,  we  ask  to  be  allowed 
to  enjoy  in  a  way  that  can  offer  neither  inter- 
ference nor  offence  to  those  who  profess  to  hold 
quite  different  convictions.  I  say,  that  in  this 
matter  of  education,  our  own  convictions,  espe- 
cially as  our  enjoyment  of  them  will  violate  no 
right  of  any  other  portion  of  the  community,  ought 
to  be  the  basis  of  educational  legislation  for  the 
Catholics  of  Ireland.  Let  us  see  how  it  has  been  in 
the  past.  There  have  been  in  Ireland  various  phases 
of  the  education  question.  The  first  attack  made 
on  Irish  education  had  for  its  starting  point  the 
absolute  determination  on  the  part  of  our  rulers, 
that,  by  every  means  in  their  power,  Catholicity 
was  to  be  crushed  out  of  Ireland.  Accordingly, 
as  an  obvious  means  to  effect  this  purpose, 
Catholic  education  was  made  penal.  The  State 
was  not  ashamed  to  profess  and  foster  the 
principle  of  Protestant  ascendency.  Any  right 
on  the  part  of  Irish  Catholics  to  have  their  own 
feelings  taken  into  account  in  legislation  which 
affected  them  was  contemptuously  ignored.  What 
happened  then?  Freedom  is  an  inalienable  part 
of  the  heritage  of  the  Church  ;  to  her  children  has 
it  been  promised — "  The  truth  shall  make  you 
free ;"  and  when  the  Church  loses  her  political 
freedom,  she  succeeds  by  divine  constitution  to 
the  larger  liberty  that  comes  of  martyrdom.  And 
by  martyrdom  it  was  that  the  faith  was  preserved 
in  Ireland.     But  the  time   came  when  Protestant 
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ascendency,  and  the  religious  and  political  bigotry 
which  it  engendered,  having  in  themselves,  as 
every  moral  evil  has,  the  principle  of  dissolution, 
began  to  hasten  to  decay.  The  world  lately 
witnessed  the  unprecedented  spectacle  of  an  Eng« 
lish  Prime  Minister,  basing  his  claim  to  name  and 
fame,  to  the  gratitude  of  the  present,  and  the 
remembrance  of  the  future,  on  his  determination 
to  do  equal  justice  amongst  the  Irish  subjects  of 
the  British  Crown.  But  this  was  not  the  result 
of  any  violent  or  sudden  change.  It  was  the 
growth  of  a  long  period,  during  which  Irish 
Catholics  had  been  waking  to  a  sense  of  their 
power,  and  to  a  burning  indignation  against  the 
oppression  under  which  they  had  been  labouring. 
This  power  had  been  consolidated,  and  this  indig- 
nation had  been  eloquently  uttered  by  a  man,  whom 
no  Irish  Catholic  can  think  of  without  gratitude  or 
name  without  emotion.  Already  your  hearts  have 
uttered  the  name  of  Daniel  O'Connell  (applause). 
In  this,  which  I  may  call  the  transition  period,  it 
was  found  necessary  to  adopt  another  mode  of 
treatment  towards  the  education  question.  It 
could  no  longer  be  made  penal,  but  it  was  thought 
that  the  Kildare-street  schools  might  possiblv 
achieve  what  penal  laws  had  been  powerless  to 
effect.  But  there  were  bishops  then,  as  there  are 
bishops  now,  to  denounce  as  well  the  secret 
machinations  as  the  avowed  hostility,  and  under 
their  teaching  public  opinion  grew  gradually  on 
towards  justice.  Again  the  education  question 
pressed  for  a  new  settlement,  and  a  new  settle- 
ment was  attempted.  But,  though,  after  Catholic 
emancipation,  the  body,  so  to  speak,  of  bigotry, 
was  dead  and  buried,  its  spirit  still  walked  abroad, 
and  prompted  those  who  were  eager  to  devise  a 
scheme  of  education,  which,  while  presenting  an 
appearance  of  equal  justice  towards  the  Catholics 


ON  THE  EDUCATION  QUESTION.  4IQ 

of  Ireland,  might  be  no  less  hostile  than  the 
schemes  it  superseded  to  the  religion  they  pro- 
fessed. I  allude  to  the  National  System.  About 
that  system  1  have  just  this  to  say.  First,  the 
principle  on  which  that  system  was  based — 
namely,  the  separation  of  religion  from  secular 
education  —  was  at  no  time  accepted  by  the 
Catholic  Episcopacy.  We  have  before  us,  in  the 
carefully-prepared  pastoral  recently  issued,  a  com- 
plete history  of  the  mind  of  the  Irish  bishops, 
from  1824  to  1 87 1,  on  the  subject  of  education. 
And  in  that  history  there  is  one  remarkable 
phenomenon  ;  it  exhibits  no  growth ;  there  is  a 
singular  sameness  pervading  it  ;  and  in  every 
year  a  striking  similarity  in  view,  in  principle,  and 
even  in  the  very  modes  of  expression.  But  you 
may  ask  why  did  the  Catholic  bishops  accept  and 
work  this  system  ?  I  answer — First,  education  was 
an  imperative  necessity  to  Irish  Catholics,  and  the 
system  was,  at  any  rate,  a  vast  improvement  on 
the  Kildare-street  schools,  which  were  avowed 
instruments  of  proselytism  ;  but,  secondly,  as  this 
would  not  have  been  a  sufficient  reason,  I  answer 
again,  the  bishops  knowing  well  the  fidelity  of 
the  Irish  people  to  the  religion  they  professed,  and 
having  secured  to  themselves  a  large  control 
over  the  management  of  these  schools,  accepted, 
as  an  instalment  of  justice,  a  system,  the  principle 
of  which  they  disapproved,  because  they  foresaw 
that,  in  practice,  that  principle  would  have  little  or 
no  influence ;  and  time  has  proved  the  wisdom  of 
their  forecast.  The  primary  schools  under  the 
National  System,  call  them  by  what  name  you 
may,  have  succumbed  to  the  religious  genius  of 
the  Irish  people,  and  are,  so  far  as  they  have 
succeeded  at  all,  denominational  schools.  They 
became  either  Protestant  or  Catholic,  rarely  mixed, 
and  scarcely  ever  mixed  in  the  evil  sense  which 
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the  State  had,  probably,  intended.  Here  an 
objection  occurs.  Why  do  not  the  bishops  stiU 
continue  to  give  the  same  support  to  the  National 
System  ? — First,  because  justice  compels  them  to 
combat  an  iniquitous  principle,  which,  though 
it  has  in  great  measure  been  hindered  of  its 
evil  results,  yet  has  a  tendency  to  produce 
them.  Again,  men  may  be  compelled  to  put  up 
with  injustice  or  with  less  than  justice ;  they  can 
never  be  compelled  to  be  satisfied  with  less  than 
justice ;  and  if  they  have  upon  them,  as  the 
bishops  have,  the  obligations  of  pastorship,  they 
can  never  be  absolved  from  the  duty  of  protest, 
or  from  the  effort  for  redress.  But  there  is  another 
objection,  a  practical  one,  to  the  National  System, 
and  it  is  insuperable.  These  schools  cannot  be 
worked  without  trained  teachers,  and  under  the 
National  System  trained  teachers  cannot  be 
obtained  except  from  the  Model  Schools,  where 
the  unholy  principle  of  mixed  education  is  so 
fully  carried  out,  as  to  render  it  impossible  for  the 
bishops  to  accept  teachers  for  Catholic  schools 
from  any  such  institutions.  So  much  for  the 
history  of  the  past  as  to  what  I  styled  the  "  tran- 
sition period."  Now  let  us  come  to  the  present. 
I  have  suggested  that,  in  dealing  with  the  edu- 
cation question,  the  convictions  of  Catholics  as 
Catholics  ought  to  be  the  basis  of  legislation  in 
the  matter  of  Catholic  education.  I  cannot  see 
why  any  statesman  can  refuse  to  accept  this  prin- 
ciple. There  may  be,  and  I  am  afraid  there  is,  in 
England,  a  large  and  growing  party  who  would 
exclude  religion  not  only  from  the  school,  but 
even,  if  it  were  possible,  from  the  world  itself. 
But,  surely,  it  is  not  the  view  of  such  a  party  a? 
this  that  should  be  made  the  measure  of  the  legis- 
lation that  will  affect  Irish  Catholios.  Still  less, 
une  would  imagine,  ought  any  English  statesman 
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be  desirous,  under  present  circumstances,  of 
obtruding  upon  the  Irish  mind  glaring  proof  that 
legislative  union  with  England  is  incompatible 
with  the  freedom  of  Catholicity  in  Ireland.  These 
statesmen  profess  to  offer  us,  as  in  other  things,  so 
also  in  education,  perfect  equality.  Now,  if  Irish 
Catholics  alone,  of  all  other  classes  of  the  com- 
munity, were  to  have  no  system  of  education  of 
which  their  conscientious  convictions  would  per- 
mit them  to  avail  themselves,  who  would  venture 
to  assert  that  they  were  treated  with  an  equality 
of  justice  ?  Take  an  infidel  and  a  Catholic ;  let 
the  State  promise  both  equality  in  education ;  let 
the  statesman  proceed  to  redeem  the  promise  by 
giving  both  a  system  in  which  religion  is  ignored. 
It  is  one  system  to  be  sure,  but  will  anyone  say 
that  it  is  treating  the  Catholic  equally  to  impose 
upon  him  a  system  which  the  whole  force  of  his 
conscience  protests  against,  because,  forsooth,  the 
lame  system  is  imposed  upon  an  infidel  who 
cordially  accepts  it  ?  Or,  does  anyone  see  why, 
especially  in  a  country  like  Ireland,  the  unbelief 
of  the  infidel  rather  than  the  belief  of  the  Catholic 
should  be  made  the  measure  of  legislation  ?  But 
I  believe  that  the  real  object  of  the  consistent 
advocates  of  secularism  is  to  offer  premiums  to 
infidelity,  and  to  establish  the  principle  that  the 
less  a  man  believes  or  cares  about  revealed 
religion  the  greater  consideration  ought  he  receive 
at  the  hands  of  the  legislature.  They  may  talk 
about  liberty  and  toleration,  but  the  pure  secu- 
ralist,  if  he  be  at  all  consistent,  is  a  despot  of 
despots,  the  very  high  priest  of  intolerance. 
There  is  at  this  moment  in  England  a  man  who 
professes  to  have  outgrown  most  of  the  beliefs 
that  have  been  the  consolations  of  many  gene- 
rations. He  holds  a  prominent  place  among  the 
leaders  of  the  movement  for  purely  secular  edu- 
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cation — he  has  spoken  loudly  and  often  about 
"progress/'  and  "freedom,"  and  "  toleration, "  and 
yet  we  find  in  him  another  illustration  of  the  truth, 
that  extremes  meet,  because  errors  travel  in  a 
circle — for  Professor  Huxley  has  recently  deli- 
vered one  of  the  most  virulently  intolerant 
speeches  upon  record.  The  Catholics  of  Ireland 
have  a  right  to  equality  with  their  Protestant 
fellow-countrymen  in  the  matter  of  education. 
This  will,  I  apprehend,  be  admitted  by  every 
English  statesman  of  the  present  day.  So  much, 
at  any  rate,  must  he  say  in  words.  Well,  have 
the  Catholics  of  Ireland  this  equality  ?  ("  No.") 
I  shall  show  they  have  not.  As  regards  university 
education,  the  Protestants  have  a  richly  en- 
dowed university.  Protestants  and  sectarians, 
even  infidels,  have  Queen's  colleges.  Catholic* 
have  neither  an  endowed  university  nor  an 
endowed  college.  Nor,  as  I  have  shown  before, 
is  it  any  answer  to  say  that  Catholics  may,  if 
they  wish,  resort  to  those  institutions.  They 
cannot  do  so  without  endangering  their  religion, 
disobeying  their  prelates,  and  violating  their 
consciences.  Let  the  world  judge  if  that  is  a  boon 
which  cannot  be  accepted  without  such  deplorable 
sacrifices.  As  regards  intermediate  education, 
there  are  several  endowed  schools  for  Protestants ; 
for  Catholics  not  one.  As  to  primary  educa- 
tion, Catholics  in  common  with  others  have  the 
National  System,  which,  in  the  first  place,  must 
become  absolutely  useless  from  its  enforced  de- 
pendence upon  model  schools,  and  which  openly 
professes  the  principle  of  mixed  education.  Now, 
I  ask  you  is  mixed  education  satisfactory  to  the 
Catholics  of  Ireland  ?  ("  No,  no.")  Ought  it  be 
satisfactory?  ("No,  no.")  What  is  it?  It  is  a 
system  in  which  religion  is  banished  from  the 
school,    and  from  the  school  book,  and  as  far  as 
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possible  from  the  hearts  of  the  scholars.  It  is  a 
system  which,  if  it  mean  anything,  must,  in  the 
minds  of  its  consistent  advocates,  mean  that  one 
religion  is  no  better  than  another,  or  rather,  that 
the  less  said  or  thought  about  any  religion  the 
better.  It  is  a  system  under  which  every  Catholic 
sentiment  is  suppressed,  every  Catholic  practice 
prohibited,  every  Catholic  doctrine  rigidly  ex- 
cluded. But  why  need  we  have  recourse  to 
general  description  ?  Have  we  not  seen  the  prin- 
ciple of  mixed  education  at  its  evil  work  in  the 
Queen's  Colleges  ?  Let  me  put  before  you  a 
picture  made  out  of  materials  of  an  experience 
that  may  be  familiar  to  yourselves.  There  is  an 
Irish  home — such  an  Irish  home  as  most  of  you 
know — a  home  that  has  its  richest  possession  in 
the  long  tradition  of  fidelity  to  the  Catholic  faith 
Amongst  the  children  of  that  home — bright  ana 
promising  though  all  are — there  is  one  of  brighter 
hope  and  fuller  promise  than  the  rest.  He  learns 
more  quickly,  remembers  more  accurately  than 
the  others.  The  prayer  that  passes  from  the 
Irish  mother's  heart  to  sanctify  the  very  dawn  of 
her  child's  intelligence,  fastens  easily  on  his 
childish  memory,  and  lives  with  a  special  grace- 
fulness on  his  childish  lips.  He  learns  his 
catechism  rapidly.  His  abilities  win  recognition, 
not  merely  from  the  proud  affection  of  the  house- 
hold, but  even  beyond  the  charmed  circle  of  the 
home,  where  his  father's  hope  and  his  mother's 
affection  divine  a  halo  of  promise  around  his 
childish  brow.  His  talent  wins  its  recognition 
and  its  meed  of  praise  from  those  who  have 
charge  of  him  at  school.  By-and-by  he  is  found 
kneeling  on  the  altar  step,  satisfying,  as  he  serves 
at  Mass,  the  first  ambition  of  his  Catholic  parents. 
His  First  Communion,  his  Confirmation,  soon  arrive, 
and  take  their  honored  place  in  the  annals  of  the 
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humble  household,  but  a  deeper  and  more  sacred 
place  in  the  annals  of  her  children's  childhood 
that  love  and  hope  are  always  writing  in  his 
mother's  heart.  Ah !  surely  he  is  too  good,  too 
talented,  to  waste  his  life  among  the  humble  pur- 
suits of  his  parent's  business.  Pity  it  surely  were 
that  rustic  toil,  or  sordid  striving  after  pence, 
should  mar  the  remembered  promise  of  his  child- 
hood, or  the  maturer  promise  of  his  youth.  No ; 
they  must  make  a  scholar  of  the  boy.  They  have 
had  themselves  but  little  opportunity  of  education 
— the  shadow  of  a  darker  time  had  fallen  upon 
their  youth.  But,  even  though  they  are  not  edu- 
cated, they  have  an  Irish  love  and  an  Irish  reve- 
rence for  education.  They  may  have  to  pinch 
a  little  at  home,  but  of  this  one  bright  boy  they 
shall  make  a  scholar.  But  how  ?  Well,  some  day 
— a  day,  though  he  never  dreams  it,  a  day  he  shall 
have  cause  to  curse — the  father  hears  of  the  ad- 
vantages offered  by  the  Queen's  Colleges.  There 
are  certain  things  in  them  called  H  scholarships." 
He  does  not  know  precisely  what  they  are,  but  they 
are  given  to  the  cleverest — and  his  son  is  clever 
— and  they  bring  with  them  enough  money  to 
relieve  the  people  at  home  from  the  burden  of 
the  boy's  education.  To  be  sure,  he  has  heard  the 
priest  say  that  they  were  dens  of  irreligion  ;  that 
they  were  dangerous  to  morals  and  to  faith ;  and 
he  knows  that  the  happy  instinct  of  his  country 
has  branded  them  with  the  name  of  "  godless." 
But  worldliness  has  been  whispering  in  his  ear — 
"  Perhaps,  after  all,  the  priest  is  taking  too  narrow 
a  view  in  the  matter.  He  maybe  a  good  judge 
enough  in  purely  religious  matters,  but  it  may 
be  that  he  does  not  know  the  best  way  to  push 
a  young  man's  fortune  in  the  world."  Conscience, 
to  be  sure,  pleads  for  the  interests  of  the  religion 
by  which  it  has  been  nurtured;  but,  alas!   there 
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are  ways  of  stifling  conscience.  If  an  uneasy 
thought  arise  of  danger  to  his  son's  faith,  the 
father  puts  it  aside  at  once,  by  the  reflection  that 
his  son,  at  any  rate,  is  too  well  trained  ever  to 
be  in  any  danger  of  falling  away  from  his  religion. 
Alas !  in  the  battle  between  good  and  evil  in  any 
individual  human  soul,  evil  sometimes  prevails. 
Vain  are  the  warnings  of  the  priest ;  vain  are  the 
advices  of  friends  ;  is  it  any  wonder  that  these 
should  be  vain,  for  vain,  too,  are  the  pleadings  of 
the  father's  conscience,  and  the  melancholy  fore- 
bodings of  the  mother's  heart  ?  The  boy  stands  with 
footstep  turned  to  go  upon  the  threshold  of  his 
father's  house,  looking  back,  as  never  he  shall  look 
back  again,  to  the  innocent  days  of  his  boyhood, 
bidding  farewell  to  those  he  loved — aye,  and  though 
he  does  not  know  it,  bidding  eternal  farewell  to  the 
religious  feeling  that  made  the  beauty  of  his  life. 
He  turns  to  go.  Oh  !  if,  as  he  stands  with  all  the 
glory  of  his  youth  around  him,  on  the  threshold  of 
his  father's  house — oh  !  if  the  spirit,  not  the  letter, 
of  his  mother's  prayer  were  only  heard,  if  he 
would  but  drop  dead  upon  the  doorstep,  and  be 
borne  to  an  early  grave,  it  were  a  blessed  thing, 
even  though  his  father's  hair  would  whiten,  even 
though  his  mother's  heart  would  break  (sensation). 
But  no,  he  does  not  die  yet.  He  goes,  and  he  is 
entered  on  the  books  of  a  Queen's  College.  What 
happens  then  ?  That  happens  which  was  the  one 
thing  to  be  expected.  For  those  who  rashly  put 
themselves  in  the  way  of  destruction  God  works 
no  miracle.  There  is  but  one  fate  for  him  who 
loves  the  danger;  he  shall  perish  in  it.  A  very 
different  place  the  Queen's  College  from  the  home 
of  his  childhood.  It  is  in  the  midst  of  a  city — sin 
surging  around  its  walls — no  sanctuary  within. 
The  epithet  of  "  godless"  has  blighted  it,  the  very 
atmosphere  of  it  is  unwholesome  and  unholy.     He 
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jfieets  there  other  students — students  of  all  religions 
—  and  some  who  have  begun  to  be  so  enlightened 
as   to   think   religion,,   according  to  their   natural 
temper,   either   an    amiable   weakness    of   human 
nature,  or  a   deplorable  perversion.     It  were  not 
profitable,    and    surely   it   were    not   pleasant,   to 
follow  the  boy  through  all  the  stages  of  his  down- 
ward  progress.     The  years   go   by — he   wins   the 
scholarship — ah !   do  not  grudge  it  to  him,  do  not 
envy  him,  it  is  the  price  of  the  religion  he  is  losing 
or  has  lost.     His  father  all  along  has  had  his  fears ; 
his  mother  has  had  her  fears  and  hopes ;  but  the 
father  quieted  his  fears  by  the  thought  that,  at  any 
rate,  his  son  has  had  good  success ;  and  as  for  the 
mother,  she  thinks  that  even,  if  all  be  true  she  has 
been  hearing  about  Queen's  Colleges,  even  if  her 
fears  about  her  son  have  a  melancholy  foundation  in 
fact,  yet,  when  she  gets  him  once  again  under  her  own 
influence,  she  will  fan  into  life  and  light  the  lamp  of 
faith  that  is  flickering  and  dying  out.     Ah!  faith 
is  not  a  thing  to  play  fast  and  loose  with.  It  cannot 
be  endangered  with  impunity  for  worldly  success. 
There  is  a  point  upon  the  road  to  ruin  where  even 
a   mother's  influence   is   powerless  to  arrest   the 
onward  footstep.     That  point  has  long  been  passed. 
The  evil  training  has  done  its  work*     The  scienti- 
fic lecture,  with  its  cleverly  insinuated  doubt  about 
revealed  religion ;  the  able  book  that  seemed  all 
the  abler  because  it  made  light  of  doctrines  that 
millions  reverence ;  the  philosophy  that  aimed  at 
nothing  less  than  reconstructing  the   world   and 
the  human  heart,  without  any  admission  of  divine 
influence ;  that,  if  it  mentioned  God  at  all,  sought 
to  reduce  Him  to  a  mere  formula  for  dead  laws  of 
nature  ;  that  made  Him  in  fact  little  better  than  a 
mechanical  contrivance  ;    the  history  that  was  a 
garbled  selection  of  facts  that  seemed  to  preten- 
tious ignorance  to  tell  against  the  Church  of  God  ; 
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the  philosophy  of  history  that  had  its  evil  founda- 
tion in  the  denial  of  human  liberty,  and  consequent 
denial  of  moral   responsibility.      All   these   have 
done  their  work.     Professors  there  were,  but  not 
theirs  the  task  to  correct  the  evil  tendency  of  such 
reading.     They  had   been  selected  because   they 
were  men  who  set  little  store  by  religion ;  who 
rather  despised  it,  and  looked  down  upon  it  from 
the  "bad  eminence  "  of  a  spurious  culture.     The 
professors  only  supplemented  the  books  on  which 
they  lectured.      Ah  !  and   there  was  even  worse 
than  this.     Outside  the  lecture  hall  there  were  the 
vices  of  a  city.      Youth  was  ba  ded  together,  and 
the  safe-guard  of  religion  was  gone.     What  was 
the  consequence  ?     Youth  having  sullied  the  fresh- 
ness of  its  faith,  hastened  to  rub  away  the  bloom  of 
its  modesty.     The  training  of  the  intellect  had  re- 
sulted in  intellectual  pride.  Well,  when  that  demon 
has  been  suffered  to   make  the  human  heart  its 
temple,  it  is  never  long  till  another  demon  claims 
an  equal  shrine — the  demon  of  sensual  impurity. 
And  to  the  care  and  keeping  of  these  two,  pride 
and  impurity,  the  life  has  been  handed  over.  They 
have  saturated  it,  and   both  morally  and  physi- 
cally they  are   sapping  its  foundations.      Let  us 
hasten  to  finish  ;  he  goes  home  at  last.    His  mother 
holding  him  again  in  her  arms,  is  too  glad  at  heart 
to  be  anxious  to  trace  any  change  in  her  boy.     But 
in  a  few  days  the  change  forces  itself  upon  her 
notice.      He  is   not  the   boy  he   was.      She   has 
watched  him,  as  only  a  mother's  watchful  love  can 
watch.     She  never  sees  him  pray.     Confession,  oh, 
no  !  he  has  not  been  to  confession  for  many  a  day. 
It  may  be  if  it  suits  his  convenience,  it  may  be  that 
he  will  go  to  Mass  on  Sundays,  not  that  he  cares 
anything  about  Mass,  but  he  is  kindly  enough  to 
humour  what  he  considers  the  ignorant  prejudices 
of  his  mother  and  his  friends.     Well,  if  pride  has 
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undermined  his  faith,  vice  it  may  be,  has  under- 
mined his  constitution.  It  may  be,  too,  that 
though  he  is  past  his  mother's  prayers  and  tears, 
yet  her  prayers  and  tears  may  win  for  him  a 
melancholy  boon.  He  may  be  taken  away,  while 
yet  he  has  only  destroyed  his  own  soul,  before  he 
has  had  time  to  destroy  the  souls  of  others.  He 
comes  to  die.  Let  us  draw  a  veil  over  such  a  death- 
bed. Faith  is  lost ;  it  is  hard  to  find  it  again  amid 
the  shadows  of  death.  The  parting  hour  is  gloom, 
unlighted  by  one  ray  of  repentance,  or  one  gleam 
of  returning  faith  (sensation.)  Do  you  suppose  that 
this  is  a  mere  effort  of  fancy?  I  have  not  conjec- 
tured what  might  be,  but  I  have  known  these  things 
to  happen  as  I  have  described  them,  and  the 
neighbours  shook  their  heads  and  said :  "  Ah,  it 
seems  but  a  little  while  ago  since  we  remember 
him  serving  Mass,  but  now  his  father  never  speaks 
his  name,  and  even  his  mother  scarcely  dares  to 
pray  above  his  grave."  Oh  God  !  keep  the  curse  of 
godless  education  from  our  Catholic  homes.  Is 
this  a  system  under  which  you  would  be  satisfied 
to  place  the  children  whom  God  has  given  you  the 
right  to  teach,  has  imposed  on  you  the  duty  of 
teaching  religiously ;  and  has  laden  you  with  the 
responsibility  of  answering  to  Himself  for  your 
exercise  of  that  right,  and  for  the  performance  of 
that  duty  ?  Let  me  tell  you  then,  that  so  long  as 
this  state  of  things  continues,  you  have  not  that 
equality  to  which  you  have  an  admitted  right; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  too,  that  the  Government  that 
would  seek  to  impose  upon  you,  a  Catholic  people, 
a  mixed,  that  is  a  godless  system  of  education, 
would  be  striking  at  the  very  root  of  your  religious 
liberty,  and  sapping  the  very  foundations  of  the 
dignity  of  your  Catholic  manhood.  When  your 
child  is  born,  you  bring  it  to  the  Church  to  have 
it  sealed  with  the  seal  of  baptism,  and  enrolled  in 
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the  army  of  the  Church.  Will  you  suffer  the 
State  to  come,  and  take  the  child  out  of  its  mother's 
arms  and  its  father's  house  to  train  it  up  in  practi- 
cal contempt  for  the  religion  which  was  the  best 
inheritance  its  father  and  mother  had  to  bequeath 
to  its  manhood  and  to  its  age  ;  to  place  it  in  a 
school  where  the  name  of  God  shall  be  banned  as 
if  it  were  unholy,  and  where  during  the  life-long  day 
no  sight  nor  sound  may  bring  to  the  mind  of  the 
child  even  a  passing  thought  of  the  religion  that  is 
the  glory  of  his  Catholic  home,  where  the  child 
should  never  see  the  sacred  symbol  of  redemption 
on  the  walls  of  the  schoolroom,  never  during  the 
school  hours  make  the  sign  of  the  cross,  never  hear 
the  name  of  Mary;  never  hear  anything  of  the 
preparation  for  the  sacraments  ;  never,  in  short, 
hear,  or  see,  or  do,  or  say  any  of  those  things  that 
make  the  light  and  life  and  liberty  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  I  care  not  what  be  the  avowed  object  of 
those  who  would  impose  on  you  such  a  system ; 
but  I  say  that,  if  their  object  were  to  make  your 
children  infidels  or  perverts,  they  could  devise  no 
system  more  likely  to  succeed.  Do  you  approve 
of  such  a  system  ?  ("  No,  no.'*)  It  is  necessary  to 
ask  formally  a  question  which,  if  I  doubted  for  a 
moment  about  your  answer,  would  be  an  insult  to 
your  intelligence  and  your  heart,  to  your  affection 
as  parents,  and  your  religious  feeling  as  Catholics. 
I  shall  tell  you  why  I  ask  it.  It  is  because  the 
purpose  of  this  meeting,  as  of  others  like  it  that 
shall  be  held  through  Ireland,  is  to  give  force  and 
form  to  the  indignant  "  No/'  which  the  Catholics 
of  Ireland  shall  send,  in  the  majestic  thunder  of  a 
nation's  voice,  across  the  narrow  sea  that  sepa- 
rates us  from  that  England  which,  like  every 
power  under  heaven,  holds  her  empire  by  the  tenure 
of  impartial  justice  (applause).  Some  persons  have 
said — they  have  had  the  shameless  audacity  to  say 
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—that  in  this  matter  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  think 
differently  from  their  bishops  and  their  priests, 
that  they  wish  for  godless  education.  Oh  !  shall 
they  never  know  us  r  Shall  they  never  in  some  of 
those  high  moods  that  rise  above  prejudices,  how- 
ever inveterate,  and  of  which  nations  as  well  as 
men  ought  to  be  capable ;  shall  they  never  come 
to  know  how  deeply  rooted  in  the  Irish  heart  is  the 
attachment  to  the  sacred  faith  that  priests  and 
bishops  teach  and  represent  ?  It  seems  almost 
vain  to  expect  that  it  will  ever  be.  Can  history 
teach  them,  when  the  very  experience  of  the  pre- 
sent is  so  utterly  disregarded  ?  Does  not  every 
day  make  manifest  the  unanimity  that  exists  be- 
tween Ireland's  people  and  her  priests  and  prelates  r 
And  how  history  might  teach  them  if  they  would 
but  listen  to  its  teaching  i  O  God  !  has  not  Ire- 
land done  enough  to  prove  that  even  dearer  than 
her  heart's  blood  is  the  holy  faith  for  which,  in 
other  times  that  blood  was  freely  shed  ?  Is  it  so 
long  ago  since  famine  brooded  by  the  cold  hearth- 
stone of  many  an  Irish  cabin,  and  disease  and 
death  stretched  many  a  houseless  peasant  dead, 
under  the  eye  of  heaven,  on  the  highways  of  our 
land  ?  And  is  it  forgotten  that  in  that  bitter  hour 
the  hand  of  the  proselytiser  dropped  the  last  and 
bitterest  drop  into  the  overflowing  chalice  of  our 
people's  agony  ?  (applause.)  And,  though  their 
hearts  hungered  for  bread,  though  the  husband 
felt  a  pang  keener  than  the  stroke  of  death  when 
the  wife  of  his  bosom  died  before  himself,  though 
the  mother's  heart  was  rent  in  twain  by  the  feeble 
cry  of  her  famine-stricken  child— yet  all,  husband, 
wife,  mother,  child,  died  rather  than  sell  their  souls 
for  the  bread  they  needed  so  sorely.  They  died,  they 
lie  in  graves  marked  by  no  earthly  monument,  but 
they  are  known  to  the  angels  of  God,  and  holy  in 
the  sight  of  heaven  is  the  grass  that  grows  above 
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their  nameless  graves.  Will  these  people  who 
claim  to  rule  us,  never  learn  the  lesson  of  Ireland's 
history  ?  Will  not  the  roofless  cabin,  the  desolate 
hearth,  the  ruined  church,  the  martyr's  grave — will 
none  of  these  teach  them  at  last,  that  the  only  chance 
of  reconciling  Ireland  to  their  rule  is  to  treat  her 
as  she  has  won  the  right  to  be  treated,  as  a  nation 
the  very  soul  of  which  is  her  abiding  Catholicity. 
But  even  when  it  is  proved  by  unanswerable 
arguments,  and  still  more  unanswerable  facts, 
that  the  Irish  people  wish  for  Catholic  education, 
when  the  stubborn  fact  is  patent  to  every  eye  that 
the  Catholic  parents  whose  circumstances  enable 
them  to  pay  for  the  education  of  their  children, 
invariably  send  them  to  Catholic  colleges  and 
schools  ;  even  still  our  opponents  seek  ground  for 
cavil,  and  reply  that  the  lay  Catholics  of  Ireland, 
if  they  were  left  free  to  follow  their  own  innate 
convictions,  if  they  were  not  coerced  by  their 
bishops  and  their  priests,  would  decide  in  favour 
of  mixed  education.  Let  it  pass  for  a  moment  that 
this  is  the  merest  assertion,  unsupported  by  even 
the  shadow  of  a  proof;  passing  this  by,  let  us  see 
what  this  assertion  really  means.  In  the  first  place, 
the  Irish  Catholic  clergy  have  no  means  of  coercing 
the  Irish  people,  and  even  if  they  had,  and  were 
disposed  to  use  them,  a  Protestant  State  would  be 
too  jealous  of  clerical  domination  ever  to  permit 
them  to  do  so.  Hence,  the  only  influence  the  Irish 
clergy  have,  or  can  have,  over  their  flocks  is  the 
influence  which  their  pastoral  office,  and  the  fidelity 
of  the  Irish  people  to  the  faith  which  they  profess, 
bestow  upon  them.  Now  this  influence  springs 
directly  from  the  divinely  constituted  relations 
which  Catholics,  at  any  rate,  believe  to  exist  be- 
tween Catholic  prelates  and  Catholic  people* 
Hence,  to  say  that  if  this  influence  were  removed* 
the  Irish    people  would   desire   mixed  education, 
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is  to  say  equivalently  either  that,  if  the  bishops  and 
priests  were  silenced,  or  were  silent,  the  Catholics 
of  Ireland  might  possibly  fall  into  an  error,  which 
at  present  they  abhor,  or  that  the  Catholics  of 
Ireland  would  desire  mixed  education,  if  only  they 
ceased  to  be  Catholics.  Now,  this  is  quite  true ; 
but  what  does  it  prove  ?  Ah  !  if  the  bishops  and 
priests  were  gagged,  if  the  Irish  Catholic  would 
become  infidels — but  between  these  hypotheses  and 
their  realization,  there  is  thank  God,  and  God 
send  there  may  ever  be,  a  gulf  as  wide  as  the  only 
distance  that  could  measure  it — the  distance  be- 
tween heaven  and  hell(applause).  Is  it  not  reason- 
able in  the  meantime,  to  ask  that  we  should  be 
legislated  for,  not  as  if  we  were  what  our  opponents 
wish  us  to  be,  infidels  or  bad  half-hearted  Catho- 
lics, but  legislated  for  as  being  what  we  are,  what 
we  profess  to  be,  what  we  glory  in  being,  what  we 
would  rather  die  than  not  be,  true  and  faithful  chil- 
dren of  the  Catholic  Church.  This  is  the  demand  of 
the  Irish  people,  who,  if  they  are  anything  in  history 
or  in  life,  in  the  past,  or  the  present,  or  the  future, 
are  emphatically  a  Catholic  people  ?  This  is  our 
demand,  founded  on  justice,  sustained  by  right. 
They  may  say  it  is  impracticable ;  that  success  is 
hopeless,  I  say  no.  It  is  not  hopeless,  where 
truth  and  justice  stir  the  heart  of  a  people,  then  it 
is  the  impracticable  that  succceeds,  and  the  impro- 
bable that  comes  to  pass  (loud  applause). 
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Maryborough,  August  15,  1871. 

I  DO  not  know  any  more  glorious  privilege  that 
Ireland  has  won  by  the  long  martyrdom  through 
which  she  has  passed  to  the  ever-growing  freedom 
of  our   own  time   than   the  privilege   of  being,  of 
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all  the  nations  under  heaven,  that  one  in  which 
every  question,  social  or  political,  soonest  assumes 
and  longest  keeps  that  religious  aspect  wh  ch 
every  such  question  necessarily  possesses.  It  has 
been  long  the  habit — nay,  the  very  instinct  of  our 
race — to  apply  as  a  touchstone  and  a  test  to  every- 
thing that  makes  a  claim  on  us  that  sacred  faith 
which,  however  dear  other  interests  may  be  to  us, 
we  prize  above  them  all.  Irishmen  our  fathers 
were,  to  the  very  core  of  the  hearts  that  persecu- 
tion wrung!  But  even  before  their  nationality, 
stood  with  them  the  Catholicity  that  elevated  and 
sanctified  it.  Am  I  mistaken  when  I  deem  that, 
speaking  to  you,  the  descendants  of  such  men, 
I  speak  to  men  who  think  and  feel  as  they  did  ? 
There  may  have  been  other  lands  that  won  a 
greater  name  and  a  larger  share  of  the  world's 
notice.  The  past  of  Ireland  has  been — and  say 
has  it  been  a  lesser  one — to  suffer  in  a  silence  that 
was  not  despair,  because  the  suffering  was  borne 
for  the  faith  that  was  so  deeply  ingrained  in  the 
Irish  heart  that,  though  that  heart  might  burst  in 
the  agony  of  martyrdom,  no  persecutor  ever  found 
the  way  to  separate  it  from  the  Church  of  God. 
Yes,  I  say  again — for  it  is  a  thought  I  love  to 
dwell  upon — other  nations  may  have  won  what 
human  judgment  might  deem  a  greater  place; 
they  may  have  wrought  out  a  noble  history — may 
have  advanced  science — have  created  an  undying 
literature.  Let  them  have — as  indeed  they  have — 
their  place  and  their  honour.  But  all  the  time 
Ireland's  place  was — Where  ?  It  was  like  Mary, 
sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  looking  up  through 
tears  to  the  crucified  image  of  an  agony  greater 
than  her  own,  and  drawing  from  the  red  rain  of 
martyr's  blood,  that  fell  upon  her  so  copiously  and 
so  long,  the  heavenly  vigour  that  has  enabled  her 
to   claim,    as    her  distinctive  title,    the    name   of 
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Catholic  Ireland.  Yes,  she  chose  the  better  part ; 
she  has  transmitted  it  to  us  ;  and  we,  to-day,  thank 
God,  are  Catholics,  prizing  our  Catholicity  above 
every  temporal  interest,  and  ready,  as  our  fathers 
were,  to  apply  that  Catholicity  as  a  test  to  every 
question,  social  and  political,  that  claims  our  atten- 
tion. And  I  do  not  know  any  question  that  has  a 
larger  claim  on  the  heart  of  an  Irish  Catholic  than 
the  question  concerning  which  it  has  become  my 
duty  to  speak  to  you  to-day.  Surely  there  is  no 
subject  that  can  so  nearly  touch,  or  so  deeply 
interest,  the  feelings  of  a  Catholic  people  than  the 
subject  of  Catholic  education.  And  approaching 
such  a  subject,  and  bethinking  me  of  its  relations 
with  the  past  history  of  Ireland,  and  feeling  that 
brighter  things  and  better  times  have  begun  for 
us — aye,  and  looking  down  and  seeing  amongst 
you  many  a  man  whose  grey  hairs  attest  his 
remembrance  of  darker  times — my  first  word  upon 
the  subject  must  needs  be  a  word  of  congratulation. 
Time  was — aye,  even  within  the  memory  of  men 
still  living — when  the  Catholic  people  of  faithful 
Ireland  could  procure  an  education  for  their  children 
only  at  the  expense  of  danger  to  their  children's 
faith.  You  know  the  sad  story  of  the  persecution 
suffered  by  our  fathers  in  the  olden  time.  How 
they  braved  death  and  torture  for  the  faith  they 
loved  ;  how  fire,  and  the  sword,  and  the  gibbet,  and 
the  prison  were  tried,  and  tried  in  vain,  to  shake 
their  allegiance  to  their  God  ;  how  persecution  beat 
upon  them  as  the  sea  waves  beat  upon  the  rock, 
but  left  them,  like  the  rock,  unmoved.  Oh !  my 
brethren,  there  is  not  a  lonely  hillside  in  our  land 
where  our  persecuted  fathers  have  not  met  to  wor- 
ship; not  a  mountain  cavern  that  has  not  echoed  with 
the  voices  of  their  secret  prayer ;  the  green  sward  of 
our  country  might  well  be  red,  because  of  the  blood 
that  it  has  hidden ;  and  tread  we  where  we  will,  our 
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footstep  passes  above  the  dust  of  martyred  saints. 
But  there  was  worse  than  this:  the  unholy  work  that 
the  sword  could  not  effect  was  to  be  accomplished 
by  a  device  that  only  Satan  could  have  prompted. 
If  the  fathers,  strong  in  the  faith  that  saints  had 
planted,  and  that  saints  had  guarded  wrell,  could 
not  be  made  perverts,  it  was  thought  that  their 
children  might  become  an  easy  prey — might  be 
estranged  from  the  influences  that  had  kept  Ireland's 
faith  alive — might  be  taught  to  forget  or  to  despise 
the  traditions  of  their  Church — might  be  moulded 
in  their  tender  age  to  the  form  of  those  who  hated, 
with  a  deadly  hate,  their  religion  and  their  race. 
And  so  the  Catholic  school  was  closed.  It  was 
made  treason  for  a  Catholic  to  educate  Catholics, 
and  it  was  decreed  that  the  Catholic  child  might 
remain  in  ignorance,  or  seek  instruction  in  a  school 
where  all  that  he  had  been  taught  to  reverence 
would  be  an  object  of  insult  and  derision.  Through 
the  grace  of  God,  through  the  protection  of  Mary, 
through  the  prayers  of  Patrick,  these  unholy 
schemes  have  failed.  Ireland  is  still  Catholic 
Ireland ;  the  day  of  active,  open  persecution  has 
gone  by  for  ever ;  the  cloud  has  been  lifted  from 
our  suffering  people.  And,  oh  !  is  it  strange  that 
I,  a  priest,  standing  in  this  stately  church  to  speak 
to  you  about  Catholic  education,  should  be  struck 
by  the  contrast  between  Ireland's  present  and 
Ireland's  past  ? — or  should  deem  it  fit  that  my  first 
word  upon  such  a  subject  should  be  a  word  of  con- 
gratulation ?  A  word,  too,  of  solemn  warning. 
We  stand  to-day  released  from  the  bondage  of  the 
past ;  one  by  one  the  chains  have  fallen  from  our 
limbs  ;  we  raise  our  brows  and  lift  our  free  hearts 
to  heaven.  Oh !  my  brethren,  if  we  ceased  to  prize 
the  blessing  that  has  remained  to  us  through  goo4 
report  and  evil ;  if  we  grew  careless  about  the  Holy 
Church  that  was  our  one  consolation  when  there 
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was  no  other  on  earth ;  above  all,  if  we  suffered 
ourselves  to  become  indifferent  about  the  Catholic 
education  to  which  we  have  won  the  right,  would 
we  not  deserve  to  be  forgotten  by  the  God  Whose 
hand  we  have  so  visit ly  in  our  history?  The 
Christian  Brothers  have  now  been  amongst  you 
more  than  twenty  years.  You  know  them  by  their 
fruits  ;  and  if  anywhere  it  were  necessary  to  dwell 
upon  the  nobleness  of  their  self-sacrificing  lives,  it 
could  not  be  necessary  here,  where  those  lives  have, 
for  so  many  years,  been  devoted  to  the  service  of 
your  children.  Rather,  I  shall  take  them  to-day  as 
the  best  type  of  that  Catholic  education  that  is 
Ireland's  greatest  need,  and  I  shall  take  this 
occasion  to  put  before  you  some  of  the  outlines  of 
the  great  question  of  Catholic  education.  And  first, 
what  is  the  business  of  these  Christian  Brothers  ? 
What  ought  to  be  the  object  of  anyone  who  seeks 
to  take  a  part  in  Christian  education  ?  It  should 
be  this — to  take  into  his  careful  hands  the  tender 
hearts  of  children ;  to  bring  out  bright  and  clear 
the  image  of  God  that  is  upon  their  souls;  to  sanctify 
the  opening  intellect  and  the  young  will;  to  mould 
them  to  God's  service  in  this  world  and  the  next ; 
to  fit  them  for  their  arduous  part  in  the  battle  of 
life.  To  educate  the  poor,  to  fit  them  as  well  for 
the  uses  of  this  life  as  for  the  accomplishment  of 
their  eternal  destiny.  What  a  noble  work  it  is  ! 
Not  a  work,  perhaps,  of  which  men  take  special 
notice,  or  for  the  performance  of  which  they  reserve 
their  highest  honours,  their  richest  rewards.  As 
it  was  of  old  so  is  it  now.  I  think  there  is  scarcely 
anything  more  touching  in  the  history  of  our 
Blessed  Lord  than  His  love  for  little  children. 
You  remember  how  on  one  occasion  He  was 
surrounded  by  admiring  crowds,  who  hung  en- 
raptured on  His  sacred  lips.  His  disciples  thought 
He  was  engaged  in  matters  of  deep  moment,  and 
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so  He  was.  But  they  thought,  too,  that  these 
matters  were  of  too  deep  moment  to  be  interrupted 
by  the  intrusion  of  children ;  and  when  some 
mothers  brought  their  children,  that  He  might  lay 
His  hands  on  them  and  bless  them,  the  disciples 
rebuked  them.  But  Jesus,  Who  knew  so  well  the 
value  of  children's  souls,  spoke  the  words  that 
stand  as  an  everlasting  testimony  of  how  the 
Saviour  of  the  World  regarded  children  :  "  Suffer 
little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them 
not,  for  of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  God."  Yes,  I 
say  to  you,  you  workers  of  the  world,  be  solicitous 
as  you  may,  about  what  you  deem  graver  matters, 
toil,  and  study,  and  discuss,  bring  your  strong 
hands  to  bear  upon  the  world's  work,  and  your 
keen  intellects  to  bear  upon  the  world's  politics, 
but  stand  aside  and  let  the  children  come  to  Jesus. 
You  are  working  for  the  world's  future.  Well, 
what  can  come  of  that  future  without  those  children 
whose  the  future  is — "  Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of 
God."  On  this  does  their  well-being  depend — that 
when  the  reason  that  is  yet  undeveloped  shall  stand 
face  to  face  with  the  possibility  of  sin,  when  the 
passions  that  slumber  now  shall  have  awakened, 
and  shall  hunger  for  their  evil  food,  they  may  be 
children  still  in  heart — children,  because  having 
been  suffered  to  come  to  Jesus,  and  to  those  who 
do  His  work  in  imparting  Christian  education, 
they  shall  have  been  furnished  with  a  rule  to  guide 
their  reason,  and  a  spell  to  still  the  tumult  of 
awakening  passion.  There  is  not,  there  cannot  be, 
any  question  more  important  than  the  question  of 
Catholic  education,  whether  to  the  individual,  or 
to  the  society  of  which  he  is  a  member.  Go  forth 
into  the  streets — you  meet  some  child  born  to  the 
sad  heritage  of  poverty.  His  features  are  pinched 
and  wan,  disfigured  by  want,  out  of  all  likeness  to 
the  happy  expression  that  seems  natural  to  child 
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hood — nay,  upon  the  childish  face  you  can  see  the 
stains  of  care  that  only  years  should  leave.  The 
story  of  the  hard  struggle,  of  the  squalid  home,  of 
the  parents  whom  poverty  has  hardened  into  in- 
difference— all  is  written  there,  in  the  handwriting 
that  poverty  makes  so  terribly  legible.  Not  a  pre- 
possessing object,  this  child,  as  the  judgment  of  the 
world  goes.  Yet  look  again,  by  the  light  of  the 
faith  that  is  in  you.  The  mystic  seal  of  baptism  is 
yet  unbroken  on  the  soul — the  virgin  freshness  of 
innocence  makes  it  beautiful  in  the  eyes  of  angels. 
Mary  loves  it,  with  a  love  unspeakable,  for  it  has 
cost  the  very  life-blood  of  Jesus ;  and  far  away, 
beyond  the  limits  of  this  weary  world,  a  diadem, 
that  glittered  once  on  an  angel's  or  archangel's 
brow,  is  waiting  till  that  child  of  poverty  shall 
come  into  its  kingdom.  But,  meantime,  the  World 
is  very  wicked;  meantime,  the  temptations  of 
poverty  lie  thick  upon  that  life-path  ;  meantime, 
the  devil,  and  the  world,  and  the  flesh  bid  their 
highest  for  that  immortal  soul.  And,  oh !  how 
blessed  is  the  hand  that  opens  that  dawning  in- 
telligence to  the  beauty  of  God's  service — that 
supplies  the  antidote  to  the  world's  poison — that 
teaches  that  young  soul  to  see  God  in  everything 
He  has  made— that  defeats  the  attempt  of  Satan 
on  a  soul  purchased  by  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus : 
and  this  is  precisely  the  work  that  will  be  done  for 
that  soul  by  Christian  education.  Being  thus  im- 
portant to  the  individual,  can  it  fail  to  be  of  less 
importance  to  the  society  of  which  he  is  a  member  ? 
I  have  no  hesitation  in  asserting  that  the  most 
momentous  work  upon  which  society  can  be  en- 
gaged, at  any  given  time,  is  the  education  of  its 
children.  There  is  an  instinct  within  us  that 
prompts  us  to  work,  not  alone  for  the  present,  but 
for  the  future — not  alone  for  our  own  selves,  but 
for  the  community  of  which  we  form  a  part.    Men 
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pursue,  to  be  sure,  their  own  selfish  ends ;  but,  in 
the  pursuit  of  them,  they  are  saved  from  the  narrow- 
ness that  selfishness  would  inevitably  bring  with  it, 
by  a  higher  instinct  within  them,  that  there  are 
larger  ends  than  their  own — that  they  and  their 
ends  are  but  means  to  that  larger  end,  and  that  in 
the  vast  designs  of  God  a  man's  own  happiness  is 
best  attained  by  such  a  seeking  as  will  provide  for 
the  greater  well-being  of  the  world,  of  which  he  is 
a  solitary  member — that,  in  fact,  the  two  are  iden- 
tical, and  that  the  highest  happiness,  as  well  as  the 
highest  perfection,  is  wrought  out  by  obedience  to 
the  greatest  of  commandments  :  "  Thou  shalt  love 
the  Lord  thy  God  with  thy  whole  heart,  and  thy 
neighbour  as  thyself."  It  is  the  working  of  this 
law,  even  in  the  heart  of  the  natural  man,  that 
counteracts  the  selfishness  of  each  individual,  by 
developing  in  him  an  impulse  to  work,  not  merely 
for  his  own  future  but  also  for  a  future  that  cannot 
be  his,  and  that  he  knows  cannot  be  his  in  this 
world.  A  man  needs  shelter  from  the  inclemency 
of  the  open  heavens.  Selfishness  might  prompt 
him  to  build  just  such  a  dwelling  as  would  merely 
serve  his  own  needs ;  but  a  higher  interest  makes 
him  build  a  house  that  he  knows  well  shall  stand 
as  solid  as  ever  when  his  hand  that  built  it,  and  his 
brain  that  planned  it,  shall  have  mouldered  into 
dust.  Surely  that  cannot  but  be  a  duty  that  is  incul- 
cated by  an  instinct  so  universal — to  leave  the  world 
better  than  we  found  it.  So  it  is  well  that  men  should 
plant  the  tree  under  whose  grateful  shade  they  may 
never  hope  to  sit ;  it  is  well  that  they  should  build 
strong,  solid  houses — they,  whose  only  home  soon 
shall  be  six  feet  of  mother  earth — it  is  well  that 
they  should  place  the  first  beginnings  of  things 
that  can  only  attain  their  perfection  when  they,  the 
beginners,  shall  have  been  long  forgotten.  And 
men  have  done  these  things,  and  have  failed,  or 
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succeeded  as  may  be — have  received  the  thanks  or 
the  ingratitude  of  posterity,  as  may  be,  too.     This, 
is,  in  fact^lhe  history  of  any  civilisation  that  has 
been — the  effort,  successful  or  unsuccessful,  of  one 
generation  to  leave  an  inheritance  to  the  genera- 
tions that  are  to  come  after  it.     I  have  said  that 
the  effort  is  sometimes  successful,  sometimes  un- 
successful, and  it  seems  to  me  that  the  success  has 
always  been  measurable  by  the  effort,  its  intensity 
and  its  enlightenment,  to  leave  not  alone  a  better 
world  to  future  men,  but  to  leave  those  future  men 
themselves  better  too.     Where  this  effort  has  been 
made,  civilization  has  flourished — where  it  has  been 
neglected,    civilization    has    perished.      In    other 
words,  the  effort  for  the  future  must  have  begun  at 
home,  and  home  must  have  had  that  larger  and 
more  spiritual  sense  that  the  human  heart  has  in- 
stinctively attached  to  it ;  it  must  have  meant  not 
alone  the  four  walls  of  clay  or  stone  that  afford 
shelter  to   the   children,    who   will   be   the   future 
men,  but  also,  and  still  more,  it  must  have  meant 
the  children  themselves.     Hence  you  see  that  there 
is  no  work  in  which  society  can  be  engaged,  if  it 
wish  to  increase  and  to  perpetuate  the  advantages 
it  has  inherited  or  acquired,  more  important  than 
the  work  of  education.      But  there  remains  to  be 
said  about  education  a  thing  which  (in  all  that  I 
have  been  saying  about  the  benefits  it  is  calculated 
to  confer)  I  have  taken  for  granted — namely,  that 
any  Education  that  is  to  be  an  advantage  to  man 
or  to  society  must  be  grounded  on  religion,  inter- 
mingled with  religion,  directed  by  religion.     You 
are  aware  that  an  effort  is  being  made  to  separate 
Education  from  the  control  and  influence  of  religion. 
Ycu  are  aware  that  Satan,  as  if  reverting  to  that 
wile  that  was  so  fatally  successful  with  the  world's 
first  parents,  seeks  to  corrupt  the  hearts  of  the  risings 
generation,  by  offering  bribes  to  their  intellect ;  that 
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the  tools  who  consciously  or  unconsciously  do  his 
evil  work,  are  filled  with  ecstasy  at  the  beauty  of  a 
godless  education.     You  are  aware,  too,  that  the 
Church,  faithful  to  her  trust,  has,  through  her  supreme 
Pontiff  and  her  bishops,  raised  her  voice  against 
these  machinations — has  sounded  the  trumpet  of 
warning  in  the  ears  of  her  children,  and  has  pro- 
claimed with  the  voice  of  that  authority  which  alone, 
of  all  the  powers  that  be,  can  reach  to  the  ends  of 
the  earth,  that  education  that  is  not  based  upon  and 
directed  by  religion  is  damnable  and  pernicious. 
The  Church  insists,  and  must  insist,  that  the  edu- 
cation of  her  own  children  must  be  Catholic.     To 
us,  Irish  Catholics  as  we  are,  this  is  obvious ;  be- 
cause it  never  has  been  our  habit  to  draw  a  line 
of  demarcation   between  the   religion  we   profess 
and  the  work  of  our  everyday  life,  whether  that 
work  be  education  or  any  other  ;  and  because  our 
way    is    rather    to   look   for   God   in   everything. 
When  we  put  our  hand  to  such  a  work  as  educa- 
tion, we  are  prone  to   think   that  we   cannot   do 
better  than  put  it  under  the  protection  of  religion 
— nay,  that  unless  we  do  so  we  cannot  do  even 
well.     We  know  that  the  young  soul  that  is  to  be 
educated  for  social  ends  has  not  only  a  social  end, 
but  also  an  individual  end  that  is  eternal ;  and  we 
are  solicitous  that  his  social  training  shall  be  such 
as  shall  not  interfere  with,  that  shall,  on  the  con- 
trary, promote  his  training  for  heaven ;   and  this 
because  we   know,  with   a   knowledge  that  is   as 
deep   as  the  faith  from  which  it  springs,  that  it 
would  be  ill  for   a  youth,    even   though  he  were 
fashioned  into  a  "  perfectly  educated  gentleman," 
to  lose — nay,  even  to  risk — his   salvation   in   the 
process;   because   we  know,  also,   that  if  it  were 
needs   a   question   of  choice  between   intellectual 
culture  and  eternal  salvation,  the  only  wise  thing 
to  do  would  be  to  choose  the  latter ;  but  also  be- 
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cause  we  know  that  the  two  are  not  incompatible 
— 4iay,  are  mutually  helpful  ;  and  that  even, 
humanly  speaking,  the  man  is  best  educated  who 
has  been  educated  most  religiously.  Because, 
again,  we  detect  in  the  attempt  of  those  who 
would  put  us  off  with  an  education — which,  being 
"mixed,"  must  necessarily  be  unmixedly  secular 
— not  only  a  palpable  injustice,  but  also  an 
insidious  attempt  to  effect  in  Ireland  what  perse- 
cution, ruthlessly  inflicted,  failed  to  effect — the 
uprooting  of  our  faith.  Say  our  enemies : — "  See 
this  Church  of  Rome ;  what  a  hold  it  has  on  these 
earnest  Irish  hearts ! — a  hold  we  cannot  hope  to 
loose  by  force.  But,  force  failing,  let  us  try  fraud. 
No  use  in  open  opposition ;  others  as  earnest  as 
we,  but  less  wise,  have  dashed  their  heads  against 
it  in  vain.  Let  us  try  and  narrow  its  influence. 
When  we  look  at  it,  the  first  thing  that  strikes  us 
is  that  it  is  omnipresent — this  Church.  Let  us 
strike  at  that  attribute.  When  we  meet  it  in  the 
street,  claiming  to  predominate  over  the  interests 
of  the  street,  we  shall  say  to  it — *  Go  to,  thy  place 
is  not  here,  thou  art  soiling  thyself,  thus  mixing 
thy  spiritual  mission  with  human  things.  Thy 
place  is  within  the  four  walls  of  thy  Church — thy 
day  is  Sunday.  That  little  spot  of  all  God's 
world,  that  one  day  of  all  the  days  that  God 
gives  in  each  week,  we  shall  give  to  you.  Leave 
the  world  to  us — we  care  only  for  this  world, 
which  you  despise ;  leave  us  exclusive  possession 
of  it,  and  fix  thy  gaze  solely  on  that  other  world 
beyond  the  skies— the  existence  of  which  is  to  us 
merely  an  enthusiast's  dream,  but  whose  existence, 
whether  it  exists  or  not,  we  value  not  at  all  as 
compared  with  these  things  of  sense  which  we  see, 
and  touch,  and  taste.  Leave  us,  above  all,  the 
children  to  educate  after  our  fashion,  not  after 
yours.     Since  they  are  in  the  world,  and  shall  be 
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in  it  till  they  die,  do  not  thou  spoil  them  for  the 
uses  of  this  world  by  telling  them  of  another 
world  beyond  the  grave.  Let  us  teach  them  ex- 
clusively for  the  world.  Let  us  teach  them  the 
great  lessons  of  human  liberty — that  dogmatic 
teaching  is  an  intolerable  restraint  on  a  man's 
right  to  think  as  he  likes,  and  a  morality  based 
upon  dogma  an  unwarrantable  interference  with 
a  man's  right  to  do  as  he  likes.  Let  us  teach  him 
indifference  as  a  substitute  for  dogma,  and  ex- 
pediency as  a  standard  of  morals.'"  There  is 
the  secular  claim  with  some,  and  only  some,  of 
its  revolting  explicitness.  What  answer  can  the 
Church  make  to  such  a  claim  ?  Only  this — "  It 
cannot  be  so,  it  shall  not  be  so.  My  place  is 
where  God  put  me,  in  the  midst  of  the  world — 
in  it,  but  not  of  it ;  touching  it  at  every  point, 
yet  not  soiled  by  it ;  permeating  it,  yet,  evil 
though  it  be,  not  denied  by  the  evil  that  is  in  it. 
My  place  is  in  the  street,  in  the  field,  in  the  work- 
shop, in  the  factory,  in  the  palace,  in  the  hovel, 
in  the  lecture-hall,  in  the  school-room,  in  the 
house,  on  the  dusty  highways,  on  the  pathless 
ocean — in  short,  every  place  where  men  are — and 
for  this  all-sufficient  reason,  that  wherever  men 
are,  they  have  souls  to  be  saved,  and  it  is  my 
business  to  save  them.  Not  only  have  all  men 
this  business,  but  no  other  business  can  compare 
with  it  in  importance,  or  compete  with  it  in  interest. 
Whatever  else  men  do,  they  must  do  this,  and 
whatever  else  they  do,  they  must  do  in  such  a  way 
as  not  to  interfere  with  this.  And  to  show  them 
such  a  way,  and  to  keep  them  to  it — to  guard 
them  from  the  fascination  which  things  of  mere 
sense  are  prone  to  have  for  mortal  men — to  teach 
them  that  temporal  ends  and  interests  are  valuable 
only  inasmuch  as  they  tend  to,  and  are  pursued  in 
subordination  to,  an  end  that  is  eternal — to  teach 
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them  all  this — wherever  men  are  I  must  be  there 
too ;  and  if  I  took  my  stand  within  any  walls, 
however  sacred ;  if  I  withdrew  myself  from  the 
resorts  of  busy  men ;  if  I  ceased  to  have  my  say 
about  everything  that  has  attached  to  it  a  human 
interest,  I  should  be  shamefully  abdicating  a 
function  that  I  was  meant  to  fulfil  by  the  Omni- 
potent Wisdom  that  designed  me,  that  supports 
me,  that  shall  sustain  me  to  the  end.  I  cannot 
withdraw  from  the  world  ;  for,  say  what  you  may, 
the  world  is  God's  and  not  another's,  and  God's 
highest  work  in  it  is  mine,  to  do  it  with  un- 
swerving purpose  and  unfailing  hand.  Leave  the 
world  to  you,  who  care  for  it  only :  not  so,  for  this 
world  is  but  the  porch  opening  upon  a  world 
brighter  and  better  than  human  eye  hath  seen,  or 
heart  of  any  man  conceived.  Leave  the  children 
to  you  :  God  in  Heaven  forbid.  He  has  forbidden 
it;  for  He  has  declared  that  '  of  such  is  the  king- 
dom of  Heaven/  You  say  the  child  is  for  the 
world  till  death.  True  ;  but  he  is  for  another 
world  as  well,  and  he  shall  die,  and  eternity  shall 
succeed ;  and  is  all  his  training  to  be  for  a  world 
that  ends  ?  and  shall  none,  rather  shall  not  the 
chiefest  be  for  a  world  that  shall  but  begin  when 
this  is  ended,  and  that  then  shall  last  for  ever  ? 
You  want  the  child,  to  teach  him  the  worldliness 
that  would  result  in  his  damnation.  But  it  shall 
not  be.  You  would  foster  his  intellect,  imme- 
diately and  obviously,  at  the  expense  of  his  soul ; 
ultimately  and  surely  at  the  expense  of  his 
intellect  itself.  You  would  put  human  ends 
before  him :  wealth,  or  pleasure,  or  dignity — I 
care  not  what — and  you  would  tell  him  that  one 
of  those  things,  and  not  his  eternal  salvation, 
was  the  one  thing  necessary.  You  say  he  is  to 
be  in  the  world  till  death.  It  is  true ;  but  it 
involves  a  deeper  and  more  awful  truth  than  any 


ON  RELIGIOUS  EDUCATION.  445 

you  have  ever  reflected  upon.  Till  death !  Yes ; 
you  and  your  teaching,  its  vanity  and  its  worldli- 
ness,  would  be  with  him  till  then ;  but  then  you 
would  leave  him  to  die  alone.  He  would  then 
have  ceased  to  interest  you,  because  his  failing 
feet  would  be  set  upon  the  threshold  of  a  world 
that  had  never  been  of  any  account  in  your  scheme 
of  the  universe.  Yes,  he  might  then  die  alone : 
wrapped  in  the  indifference  or  weighed  down  by 
the  despair  your  training  would  inevitably  have 
left  behind.  Alone !  were  it  not  that  even  then, 
by  some  special  mercy  of  the  God  whom  you 
taught  him  to  ignore,  /,  in  the  person  of  my  priest, 
might  enter  with  the  sacraments  in  my  hand  to 
remedy  the  fearful  blunder  you  had  made,  in 
striving  to  limit,  by  the  extent  and  duration  of  a 
world  that  fleets,  and  fades,  and  dies,  the  pur- 
poses of  an  immortal  soul  with  a  destiny  that  is 
eternal."  I  have  dwelt  thus  long  and  thus 
minutely  on  the  subject  of  education,  because  I 
have  a  profound  conviction  that  it  is,  beyond  all 
other  questions,  the  question  of  the  day ;  because 
I  wished  to  take  occasion  of  the  appeal  on  behalf 
of  the  Christian  Brothers*  Schools  to  awaken  in 
you  an  ardent  desire  to  extend  to  every  town  and 
village  of  this  dear  old  land  the  advantages  of 
religious  education,  with  which  you  have  been  so 
largely  blessed.  The  greatest  blessing  that  has 
come  to  us  from  the  centuries  that  are  passed  is 
the  Holy  Faith — that  has  come  to  us,  made  even 
dearer  by  the  tears  and  blood  that  its  transmission 
cost.  The  highest  duty  that  we  can  owe  to  the 
centuries  that  are  to  come  is  to  hand  on  to  them 
that  sacred  deposit  unimpaired.  Now,  to  fulfil  that 
duty  there  is  but  one  way :  to  do  our  part  in  pro- 
curing a  religious  education  for  the  little  ones 
amongst  us,  who,  in  a  few  short  years  from  this — 
when  we  shall  have  gone  hence — when  the  places 
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we  now  hold  shall  know  us  no  more — when  we 
shall  have  given  our  account  to  God  of  the  fulfil- 
ment of  every  duty — shall  take  our  vacant  places, 
and  be  the  men  and  women  of  the  future.  To  you, 
my  brethren,  I  commend  this  work ;  knowing,  as 
I  know,  that  the  interests  of  our  holy  religion  are 
very  dear  to  your  hearts — knowing  that  there  is 
not,  nor  can  be,  any  of  these  interests  more  important 
in  itself  or  in  its  consequences  than  the  interest  of 
religious  education,  and  knowing,  too,  that  in  pro- 
moting this  interest  you  shall  be  not  only  fulfilling 
a  sacred  duty  but  exercising  a  sacred  right.  A 
right  which  Ireland's  steadfastness  in  the  faith — • 
the  holiness  of  the  saints  whose  names  are 
blazoned  in  history — the  blood  of  the  martyrs 
whose  dust  is  resting  in  her  soil — have  amply  won 
for  you.  A  right  which  it  would  be  as  base  to 
relinquish,  as  it  would  be  glorious  to  exercise ;  and 
a  right  which,  if  any  Irishman  failed  to  insist  upon 
to  its  utmost  limit,  and  its  minutest  details,  he 
would  be  unworthy  to  claim  kindred  with  the  sires 
who  bled  and  died  that  he  might  be  an  Irish 
Catholic.  And  I  recommend  this  sacred  cause  of 
Catholic  education,  and  I  ask  you  to  join  me  in 
commending  it  to  the  protection  of  that  dear 
Mother,  the  crowning  glory  of  whose  sublime  life 
the  Church  commemorates  to-day — to  that  dear 
Mother  whose  office  it  has  been,  and  is  on  earth 
and  in  heaven,  to  be  the  special  guardian  of  the 
Incarnate  Word,  Who  is  the  infinite  source  of  all 
knowledge — human  and  divine— that  she  may  bless 
this  work  in  this  our  land,  and  may  obtain  for  us 
that,  assisting  it  to  the  utmost  of  our  power,  we 
may  one  day  celebrate  her  festival  in  heaven,  and 
claim  part  in  the  reward  of  those  of  whom  it  has 
been  written,  "They  who  instruct  many  unto 
justice;  shall  shine  as  stars  for  all  eternity/* 
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Ar  A  MEETING  IN  FAVOUR  OF  THE 
POPE. 

Maryborough,  Nov.  1870. 

The  Rev.  Joseph  Farrell  then  came  forward,  and 
was  received  with  prolonged,  vociferous  cheering. 
He  said,  I  have  been  intrusted  with  the  following 
resolution : 

"That  in  order  to  make  our  sympathy  effective,  and  our  protest 
practical,  we  call  upon  our  Parliamentary  representatives  to  take  such 
measures  as  may  give  to  our  earnest  wishes  in  behalf  of  the  Pope 
the  greatest  political  significance,  and  also  to  unite  with  their  Catholic 
fellow-members  to  devise  and  carry  out  such  a  plan  of  combined 
action  as  may  seem  best  calculated  to  give  the  Catholic  opinion  of 
Ireland  a  determining  force  upon  the  counsels  of  English  statesmen 
in  the  present  crisis." 

Mr.  Chairman,  and  men  of  the  Queen's  County, 
the  previous  resolutions  embody  what  we  think 
and  what  we  feel.  In  the  present,  which  I  have 
the  honour  to  propose,  is  shadowed  forth  what  we 
mean,  please  God,  to  do.  For  surely  it  is  not 
enough  to  sympathise  with  our  Holy  Father  in  the 
sorrows  that  have  crowded  themselves  into  the 
evening  of  his  days,  unless  we  take  some  further 
step  to  make  our  sympathy  produce  a  tangible 
result.  It  is  not  enough  to  protest  against  a  sacri- 
lege that  gathers  up  within  itself  and  symbolises 
the  worst  results  of  those  unholy  principles  that 
seem  to  have  their  triumph  in  those  evil  days,  un- 
less we  stir  our  hearts  and  nerve  our  hands  to  those 
vigorous  efforts  which,  when  made  by  a  determined 
people,  have,  ere  now,  stemmed  the  torrent  that 
threatened  to  lay  waste  the  lands  where  religion 
had  toiled  with  such  glorious  purposes,  and  with 
such  vast  results.     Hence,  it  will  be  strictly  within 
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the  purposes  of  this  meeting,  and  within  the 
the  purport  of  this  resolution,  if  I  strive,  however 
imperfectly,  to  define  our  position — to  examine 
what  we — what  Ireland's  people — are  to  investi- 
gate ;  what  capabilities  of  service  Catholic  Ireland 
can  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Father,  and  to  briefly 
indicate  a  few  of  the  overwhelming  reasons  that 
should  impel  an  Irish  Catholic  to  devote  himself  in 
heart  and  hand  to  the  glorious  cause  which,  though 
prostrate  now,  and  stricken  with  unmerited  dis- 
aster, must  eventually  share  the  immortality  and 
the  triumph  of  the  eternal  justice  which  it  em- 
bodies, and  by  which  it  is  sustained  (cheers).  What 
are  we,  then — we  Irishmen?  The  scene  I  look 
upon  goes  far  to  suggest  the  answer.  A  meeting 
like  the  present  well  may  make  one  proud  to  be  an 
Irishman,  and  proud  to  be  an  Irish  priest.  Proud 
to  be  an  Irishman,  because  it  offers  one  more  illus- 
tration of  the  glorious  fact  in  Ireland's  history, 
that  through  all  the  chance  and  change  of  four- 
teen hundred  years  Ireland  has  clung  to  the  See  of 
Peter  with  all  the  warmth  of  a  faithful  heart,  and 
all  the  tenacity  of  an  unswerving  purpose.  Proud 
to  be  an  Irish  priest,  because  all  of  nationality  that 
Ireland  has — and  gainsay  it  who  will — has  now, 
as  in  other  and  darker  times,  gathered  itself 
together  and  identified  itself  with  Ireland's  irre- 
pressible Catholicity,  which  nothing  could  ever 
undermine.  [A  Voice — "  Nor  never  will  "  (loud 
and  prolonged  cheers).]  Through  all  the  web  of 
Irish  history — woven  as  it  was  in  bitterness — 
dimmed  with  many  a  scalding  tear,  and  stained  at 
frequent  times  with  blood,  through  all  that  web,  one 
golden  thread  has  ever  shone  with  undiminished 
lustre — the  uncompromising  adherence  of  the  Irish 
people  to  the  faith  and  to  its  living  guardian — to 
the  Church  and  to  the  Pope.  Other  nations  may 
have  seemed  more  prosperous— may  have  engrossed 
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a  larger  space  in  the  volume  of  human  history ; 
be  It  Ireland's  proudest  boast,  that  she  has  been, 
in  her  fidelity  to  the  Church,  "sole  faithful  friend" — 
the  solitary  Abdiel  of  these  western  seas  (cheers). 
Yes,  we  are  a  nation,  with  a  nation's  power  for 
good  ;  and  as  our  nationality  and  our  Catholicity 
have  never  yet  been  able  to  be  separated  by  fraud 
or  force,  our  highest  national  duty  at  the  present 
crisis  is  still  to  keep  them  united,  by  using  our 
national  influence  to  redress  the  injustice  that  has 
been  inflicted  upon  the  successor  of  St.  Peter.  It 
is  not  alone  wealth,  or  power,  or  fleets,  or  armies, 
that  constitute  a  nation  in  the  highest  and  noblest 
sense;  not  these  alone,  but  far  more,  and  above  all, 
a  faithful  people,  with  an  abiding  love  of  justice, 
and  an  undying  hatred  of  iniquity.  And  these,  I 
trust,  are  rife  on  Irish  soil  to-day.  There  are  rising 
around  us,  at  this  hour,  prophets  of  Irish  nationality  : 
•'  Our  young  men  see  visions,  and  our  old  men 
dream  dreams;"  but,  to  my  mind,  nothing  proves 
more  clearly  that  Ireland  is  still  a  nation  than  an 
assembly  like  the  present ;  an  assembly  that  comes 
together  to  protest  against  an  outrage  to  the  Pope, 
because  that  touches  it  more  nearly  than  any  other 
outrage  could ;  an  assembly  that  lifts  its  voice  in 
behalf  of  the  highest  interests  that  men  can  have; 
an  assembly  that  dares  to  tell  a  world  that  has 
become  careless  of  right  and  heedless  of  justice, 
that  the  spoliation  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ  can  move 
it  to  a  deeper  passion  than  any  scaeme  of  earthly 
politics  can  excite  in  the  breasts  of  the  restless 
spirits  of  the  world  (great  cheering) ;  an  assembly, 
in  fine,  that  gives  a  living  guarantee,  that  however 
Ireland  may  have  been  trampled  upon  and  op- 
pressed ;  however,  in  times  past  her  sons  may  have 
been  made  to  drain  the  bitter  cup  of  exile  and  of 
death  ;  however,  in  days  that  can  never  come  again, 
her  altars  may  have  been  spoiled,  and  her  homes 
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made  desolate ;  yet,  through  her  abiding  Catho- 
licity, Ireland  has  won  and  kept  the  right  to  be 
written  down  a  nation  in  the  judgment-book  of 
God  (great  cheering).  I  would  ask  you  to  remem- 
ber— you  who  love  and  cling  to  Irish  nationality — 
that  Ireland  can  hope  to  be  a  nation  only  inas- 
much as  she  is  Catholic,  and  fix  it  deeply  in  your 
hearts  that  any  scheme  of  nationality  that  would 
seek  to  separate  itself  from  the  religion  that  has 
kept  the  Irish  race  together  in  a  golden  bond  that 
earthly  tyranny  could  never  break  ;  that  any  na- 
tionality that  would  hold  itself  aloof  from  this 
movement  in  favour  of  the  Pope,  that  is  thrilling 
the  warm  hearts  of  faithful  Ireland,  is  a  treachery 
and  a  lie;  and  that  any  nationalist,  however  he 
may  call  himself  a  Catholic,  who  shows  himself  so 
far  to  have  forgotten  his  Catholicity,  and  so  far  to 
sympathise  with  the  Garibaldian  proclivities  of 
the  anti-Catholic  press  of  England,  as  to  hold  him- 
self apart  from  the  crusade  that  Catholic  Ireland  is 
making,  and  will  make  for  Pius  IX.,  that  any  such 
pretended  nationalist,  however  he  may  vaunt  his 
patriotism  ;  however  he  may  aspire  to  a  leading 
part  in  Irish  politics,  is  either  a  conscious  traitor 
or  an  unmitigated  fool  (cheers).  Since,  then,  we  are 
a  nation  whose  nationality  and  Catholicity  are  in- 
separable, I  ask  you  to  act  as  a  Catholic  nation  in 
the  present  crisis.'  Let  what  of  Irish  manhood  there 
is  in  you  ;  let  all  your  memories  of  Ireland's  past, 
and  all  your  solicitude  for  Ireland's  future,  find 
expression  in  such  a  cry  for  justice  to  the  Pope  as 
shall  force  itself  upon  the  ears,  however  reluctant, 
of  English  statesmen,  and  prove  to  them,  with 
overwhelming  force,  that  the  voice  of  five  united  mil- 
lions, faithful  to  the  traditions  of  Ireland's  past, 
can  neither  be  slighted  nor  ignored.  It  may 
seem  strange  to  some  who  listen  to  me,  that  on  an 
occasion  like  the  present,  when  your  hearts  would 
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fain  be  filled  with  the  sufferings  ot  the  Holy 
Father,  I  should  touch  at  all  upon  the  subject  oi 
Irish  nationality,  and  endeavour  to  turn  back  on 
Ireland  the  eyes  that  gaze  so  wistfully  at  Rome.  I 
shall  tell  you  the  reason.  It  is  because  it  seems  to 
me,  as  an  Irishman  and  a  priest,  more  important 
to  Irishmen  that  Ireland  should  do  her  duty  to  the 
Pope  than  even  that  her  efforts  on  his  behalf  should 
be  crowned  with  immediate  success.  The  Holy  See 
could  do  without  Irish  aid,  but  Ireland  could  not 
afford  to  stand  aloof  from  the  Holy  See  (cheers). 
Whatever  part  we  Irishmen  may  take,  I  know  that 
when  the  clouds  shall  have  cleared  away  that  gather 
around  the  earthly  dignity  of  the  Holy  Father ; 
when  the  storms  of  revolutionary  violence  shall 
have  subsided,  whatever  else  may  have  perished  in 
the  storm,  the  See  of  St.  Peter  and  the  territorial 
dignity  of  the  Papacy  will  be  found  to  survive  in 
undiminished  splendour  (cheers).  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  all  of  Ireland's  present  and  much  of 
Ireland's  future  will  depend  upon  how  we,  and  such 
as  we,  may  do  our  present  duty  to  the  Pope.  But 
what  are  the  means  at  our  disposal  to  help  the  Holy 
Father  ?  How  can  we  use  our  influence  as  a  nation 
in  favour  of  the  Holy  See  ?  The  first  and  most 
obvious  method  is  that  which  the  present  resolu- 
tion suggests,  to  call  upon  our  Parliamentary  re- 
presentatives to  give  force  and  significance  to  the 
voice  of  the  people.  We  have  in  this  county  two 
members  who  are  second  to  none  in  Catholicity 
and  patriotism  (cheers) ;  and  here  let  me  say  that 
never  more  clearly  than  in  such  a  crisis  as  the  pre- 
sent is  it  proved  how  well  worth  while  it  is  to  defy 
landlord  influence,  in  order  to  secure  proper  Parlia- 
mentary representation.  We  have  two  members 
in  whose  hands  we  may  safely  leave  the  political 
expression  of  our  feelings  on  the  Papal  question. 
I  am  not  so  presumptuous  as  to  attempt  to  define 
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for  them  the  mode  in  which  their  duty  may  best 
be  done.  I  do  not  think  it  either  fair  or  prudent 
that  an  individual,  or  even  that  a  meeting  like  the 
present,  should,  by  denning  particular  courses  of 
political  action,  hamper  the  deliberations  upon 
which  Irish  members  will,  doubtless,  feel  it  their 
duty  to  enter.  But  I  shall  say  to  them,  and  I  say 
it  with  all  the  more  confidence  because  I  feel  that 
I  shall  be  expressing  their  sentiments  and  yours, 
that  any  Catholic  member  who  would  postpone  the 
interests  of  the  Holy  See  to  the  interests  of  any 
party  or  any  policy  would  be  guilty  of  a  gross  and 
an  unpardonable  breach  of  trust  to  his  Catholic 
constituents  (enthusiastic  cheering).  But,  leaving 
our  members  to  do  their  duty  faithfully,  as  we  know 
they  will  do  it,  there  are  yet  other  means  at  our 
disposal  to  help  the  Holy  Father.  The  efforts  of  our 
Parliamentary  representatives  will  depend  mainly 
for  their  success  upon  the  strength  of  the  public 
opinion  with  which  the  nation  supports  and  ani- 
mates them ;  and  the  formation  of  that  public 
opinion  and  its  consolidation  will  be  the  result  of 
the  personal  influence  of  each  individual  amongst 
you.  There  is  no  man  so  insignificant  as  not  to 
have  some  influence.  His  accents  may  be  rough, 
his  words  uncouth,  but  if  they  come  from  the 
deep  heart  whose  pulses  have  been  stirred  by  a 
passionate  love  of  justice  and  of  truth,  they  will 
win  their  way  to  other  ears  and  wake  the  passion- 
ate impulses  of  other  hearts.  Let  men  but  feel 
deeply  and  they  will  speak  strongly ;  and  the 
speech,  however  rough,  that  is  born  of  deep  feeling, 
has  in  it  a  ring  and  a  music  and  a  force  that  have 
an  unspeakable  charm  for  human  ears  and  a  potent 
influence  over  human  hearts  (hear,  hear,  and 
cheers).  Such  influence  as  this  you  can  exercise, 
and  it  is  your  bounden  duty  to  exercise  it.  Hence, 
you  must  carry  away  with  you  from  this  meeting 
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an  accurate  knowledge  of  the  injustice  that  has 
been  inflicted,  and  the  outrages  that  have  been 
perpetrated,  against  our  Holy  Father  ;  and  carry 
away,  too,  such  a  burning  indignation  against 
their  perpetrators  as  will  make  you  eloquent  among 
your  own  neighbours  arxd  in  your  own  homes 
(cheers).  Let  the  roof-trees  of  your  homely  cabins 
ring  with  your  indignant  protest  against  the  spoilers 
of  the  Pope.  Tell  your  wives  and  your  children 
that  a  gigantic  wrong  has  been  done  in  Christendom 
— a  wrong  that  cries  to  heaven  for  the  vengeance 
which,  as  surely  as  our  God  is  a  God  of  justice, 
shall  inevitably  come.  Let  the  names  of  Victor 
Emmanuel,  the  robber  king,  and  of  his  impious 
banditti,  be  a  by-word  of  scorn  upon  the  lips  of 
your  daughters  and  your  sons  ;  and  let  the  babe 
upon  the  breast  drink  in  with  its  mother's  milk 
devotion  to  the  See  of  Peter  and  a  hatred  of  the 
crimes  of  its  enemies  that  shall  grow  with  their 
growth,  and  strengthen  with  their  strength,  and 
be  the  measure  and  the  promise  of  the  Irish  man- 
hood which  they  shall  yet  attain  (enthusiastic 
cheering).  Tell  them  that  a  defenceless  old  man 
has  been  insulted  and  outraged  ;  that  the  noble 
heart  of  an  aged  Pontiff  has  been  saddened  with  a 
bitterness  that  is  worse  than  death ;  that  the  grey 
hairs  of  one  of  the  greatest  of  the  Popes  have  been 
brought  down,  by  impious  hands,  with  sorrow  to 
the  dust;  that  insult  and  indignity  have  been 
heaped  upon  the  head  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ — the 
vicegerent  of  the  Son  of  the  Living  God  (indigna- 
tion). Tell  them  that  a  Pontiff  King,  whose  rights 
were  guaranteed  by  immemorial  titles,  such  as  no 
other  monarchy  can  boast,  has  been  plundered 
and  despoiled  by  hands  that  should  have  been  the 
first  to  defend  him.  Tell  them  that  the  Pope  is  a 
prisoner  in  the  palace  whence  his  blessing  goes 
forth  to  gladden   the  wide  dominions  of  Christen- 
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dom  ;  and  that  he  is  looked  upon  by  his  spoilers  as 
an  alien  in  that  city — which  the  firm  hands  of  more 
than  two  hundred  of  his  predecessors  have  made 
and  kept — the  capital  of  the  Christian  universe 
(cheers).  Tell  them  this  ;  but  tell  them,  too,  that 
the  vengeance  of  heaven,  however  slow,  is  always 
sure  ;  that  never  yet  a  hand  was  raised  against  a 
Pope  that  did  not  wither  and  fall  powerless  (sensa- 
tion) ;  that  the  history  of  the  Papacy  has  been  one 
long  story,  repeating  itself  under  the  varying  cir- 
cumstances of  varying  times,  of  ruthless  enemies, 
and  of  their  inevitable  overthrow;  and  tell  them 
that  in  God's  good  time  the  tiara  of  Pius  the  IX., 
enriched  by  the  jewels  of  a  persecution  borne  with 
more  than  a  martyr's  fortitude,  shall  shine  with 
added  lustre  on  the  brows  of  his  Pontiff  successors, 
who  shall  rule  where  he  ruled,  when  his  plunderers 
shall  have  added  their  names  to  the  scroll  of  infamy 
that  history  has  always  kept  of  the  enemies  of  the 
Church  of  God  (tremendous  cheering).  This,  then, 
is  the  great  means  at  your  disposal  to  help  the 
Pope — to  use  your  influence  to  keep  alive  that 
flame  of  indignation  that  the  wrongs  of  the  Holy 
Father  have  excited  in  the  generous  hearts  oi 
faithful  Ireland.  Thus  the  feeling,  springing  first 
from  the  sense  of  justice  and  religion  that  appeals 
to  the  individual  conscience,  will  be  fostered  by 
the  sacred  influences  of  the  home,  will  spread 
throughout  society,  and  grow  to  the  dimensions  oi 
a  national  public  opinion,  which  no  statesman  can 
venture  to  disregard  (loud  and  prolonged  cheers). 
I  said,  at  the  outset,  that  among  other  things  I 
would  indicate  a  few  of  the  reasons  which  should 
impel  this  Catholic  nation  of  ours  to  devote  all  its 
capabilities  of  service  to  the  cause  of  the  Holy 
Father.  I  shall  do  so,  but  in  so  doing  I  shall  be 
very  brief.  I  shall  be  brief ;  first,  because  I  feel  that 
I  have  trespassed  more  than    enough  upon  your 
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patient  indulgence  No,  no),  but  chiefly  because  this 
meeting,  with  its  enthusiasm  and  its  warmth,  would 
have  taught  me,  even  if  it  had  not  been  a  lesson  I 
have  been  learning  among  you  from  my  childhood 
— (cheers)— that  there  is  little  necessity  indeed  to 
adduce  elaborate  arguments  to  convince  Irishmen, 
especially  that  section  of  them  with  whom  I  am 
best  acquainted,  the  men  of  the  Queen's  County, 
that  they  should  throw  themselves  heart  and  soul 
into  the  glorious  cause  that  symbolises  their  tradi- 
tional love  of  justice  and  their  hereditary  attach- 
ment to  the  religion  of  their  fathers  (cheers).  I  do 
not,  then,  feel  it  necessary  to  dilate  at  any  length 
upon  the  reasons  for  that  attachment  to  the  Holy 
See  that  has  been  a  foregone  conclusion  to  more 
than  forty  generations  of  the  Irish  people.  I  shall 
not  dwell  upon  the  fact — the  Irish  heart  is  too 
generous  to  have  forgotten  it — that  one  of  the  first 
official  acts  of  Pius  IX.  was  to  send,  out  of  his 
scanty  resources,  munificent  succour  to  our  famine- 
stricken  people  in  that  disastrous  year  that  hid 
away  so  much  unutterable  misery  in  so  many 
nameless  graves  (sensation).  I  shall  content  my- 
self with  saying  on  this  portion  of  my  subject  that 
there  is  no  nation  under  Heaven  which  has  a  better 
right  or  a  more  binding  duty  to  sympathise  with 
the  Holy  Father  than  this  Ireland  of  ours,  that  has 
been  made  to  feel  so  keenly,  through  so  many  a 
dark  century  of  her  history,  how  galling  is  the 
yoke  of  the  injustice  which  unscrupulous  power 
can  inflict.  We,  too,  have  suffered,  and  with  a  suf- 
fering so  strangely  like  the  present  suffering  of  the 
Holy  Father,  that  God  seems  to  have  prepared 
Ireland  in  a  hard  but  glorious  school  to  take  a 
foremost  place  in  the  crusade  on  which  the 
Catholic  peoples  of  the  world  will  enter  for  the 
restoration  of  the  Pope.  We  know,  too  well  we 
know,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  be  deprived  oi 
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the  patrimony  of  our  fathers,  and  of  the  home 
which  affection  had  made  sacred,  and  to  which 
our  hearts  were  bound  by  every  link  that  memory 
and  hope  could  forge  (loud  cheers).  We  know, 
for  we  have  felt  it,  ho;v  bitter  is  the  hour  when 
tyranny  offers  but  two  alternatives — a  compromise 
of  Catholic  principles  or  exile  and  death.  You 
have  felt  your  hearts  grow  hot  with  indignation 
when  you  witnessed  the  injustice  which  the  agrarian 
crimes  of  a  felonious  landlord  inflicted  on  a  help- 
less people.  Are  words  of  mine,  are  any  words, 
needed  to  make  you  curse  the  same  injustice  with 
even  a  deeper  and  a  bitterer  curse  when  its  victim 
is  the  anointed  guardian  of  the  faith  that  was  the 
only  thing  that  hallowed  and  made  bearable  the 
sufferings  of  our  own  people?  (Cheers).  I  ask  you 
to  kindle  and  keep  alive  such  a  flame  of  indignation 
against  the  unjust  oppression  to  which  the  Pope 
has  been  subjected  as  may  make  it  impossible  for 
English  statesmen  to  encourage  or  support  it.  I 
ask  you  to  keep  alive,  by  constant  repetition  of  the 
story,  the  anger  that  filled  your  hearts  when  you 
heard  that  the  patrimony  of  St.  Peter  had  been 
plundered  and  the  successor  of  St.  Peter  made  a 
prisoner  in  his  palace  (indignation).  You  will  hear 
it  said  by  the  lying  correspondents  of  the  anti- 
Catholic  English  press  that  the  Pope  is  not  a 
prisoner ;  that  he  is  free  to  come  and  go.  Yes  ;  he 
is  free  to  come  and  go,  if  he  would  only  do  so  in  a 
way  that  could  be  distorted  into  an  approval  of  the 
robbers  who  plundered  him.  He  is  free  to  go,  as 
the  victim  of  a  highwayman  is  free  to  go,  on  the 
condition  of  bearing  no  testimony  against  his 
plunderer,  and  declaring  that  the  robber,  because 
he  has  not  yet  added  murder  to  robbery,  is  guilty 
of  no  crime.  He  is  free  with  that  bitter  freedom 
which  thousands  of  our  Irish  people  used  to  know. 
He  is  free  as  the  evicted  tenant  of  a  heartless  Irish 
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landlord  was  free  to  hide  away  his  homeless  head 
in  distant  exile,  and  rid  the  eyes  of  his  oppressor 
of  a  presence  that  was  a  living  memento  of  an  un- 
ceasing cry  to  heaven  for  vengeance  (cheers^.  Such 
freedom  as  this — such  a  bitter  mockery  of  freedom 
— the  plunderers  of  the  Pope  would  offer  to  their 
august  victim.  But  such  freedom  for  their  common 
Father  will  not  satisfy  the  Catholics  of  the  world. 
Least  of  all  will  it  satisfy  the  Catholics  of  Ireland, 
whom  the  traditions  of  fourteen  hundred  years  of 
fidelity  have  bound  to  the  Chair  of  Peter — who 
have  been  taught  in  the  stern  school  of  their  own 
suffering  to  sympathise  with  the  Vicar  of  Christ, 
and  who,  reading  aright  the  history  of  their  nation's 
past,  and  finding  the  keynote  of  that  history  in  the 
fact  that  in  Ireland  Catholicity  and  nationality 
have  never  been  separated,  recognise  the  truth,  that 
only  those  who  cry  with  earnest  heart — "  Long  live 
the  Pope ! "  can  consistently  join  in  the  nation's 
prayer — "  God  save  Ireland ! " — (Enthusiastic  and 
prolonged  cheers). 
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